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THE  SPIRITUAL  UNREST 

The  Case  Against  Trinity 

BY  RAY  STANNARD  BAKER 

Author  of  **  Following  the  Color  Line/'  etc. 

An   Indictment   of   the  Richest  Church  in  America — but  an 
Indictment  Which  Does  Not  Disturb  One's  Faith  in  Religion 

TRINITY   CHURCH,  which    bears    the  bronze  doorway  one  can  easily  see  the  chief 

enviable  (or  unenviable)  distinction  of  offices  of  the  Standard  Oil  Company  and  the 

being     rich — the  *  richest     church     in  Steel  Trust,  and  all  about  are  the  mightiest 

America — has   been    curiously   under   attack  banks,  insurance  companies  and  other  mon- 

during  recent  months.     Newspapers  and  mag-  eyed   institutions  of  this  half  of  the   earth, 

azines  have  presented   its  affairs  in  a  light  Each  in  its  turn — ^trusts,  railroad  companies, 

more  or  less   unfavorable;    its   shortcomings  insurance    companies — has   been   questioned, 

have  been  discussed  in  not  a  few  pulpits,  even  attacked,  discussed  in  legislatures,  haled  into 

in  the  Episcopal  Church;  the  Legislature  of  the  courts.     To  each  of  these  institutions  de- 

the  State  of  New  York  has  been  asked  to  con-  mocracy  has  put  its  blunt  queries  (is  putting 

sider  its  conduct  as  a  corporate  body;  and  them  to-day): 

finally,  its  distinguished  rector  and  vestry  have  Are  you  serving  the   people,   or,   are  you 

been  summoned  in  the  courts,  and  proceed-  serving  your  own  selfish  interests.^     What  are 

ings  have  been  instituted  which  may  be  long  you  doing  that  you  should  be  retained  as  the 

continued  and  bitterly  contested.  approved  tool  of  civilization? 

Is  not  this  an   extraordinary  situation  in  Nor  should  it  surprise  us  to  find  that  de- 

which  to  find  a  great  religious  institution  ?     Is  mocracy  stands  knocking  at  last  at  the  closed 

it  not  strange  that  the  public  should  be  ques-  doors  of  Old  Trinity,  nor  to  hear  it  asking: 

tioning  the  moral  standards  (for  it  comes  to  What,  then,  have  you  done  with  the  talents 

that)  of  the  most  notable  church  in  America?  we   gave   you?    Have   you   been    a    faithful 

Let  not,  however,  such  questioning  astonish  ser\'ant  ? 

us:  it  is  neither  unexpected  nor  unusual.   That  I  shall  here  set  down  the  facts  regarding 

challenging  of  entrenched  and  wealthy  institu-  Trinity  Church ;  nothing  that  I  could  write, 

tions  which  has  been  proceeding  so  briskly  for  indeed,  would  illuminate  more  clearly  the  pre- 

the  past  half  dozen  years  has  finally  reached  vailing  condition  of  spiritual  unrest   in  this 

the  last  resort  of  conservatism:  the  Church,  country,    nor   present    more   graphically    the 

Trinity,  as  every  one  knows,  lifts  a  presiding  dilemma  of  the  church  in  our  modern  life, 

finger  at  the  head  of  Wall  Street.     From  its  What,  then,  is  this  Trinity  Church  ? 

CDrVRIGHT,  1909.   BY  THB  PHILLIPS  PUBLISHING  CO.       ALL  RIGHTS  RBSHRVBD. 


TKe  Rev.  Dr.  Williun  T.  Mummg,  Rector  ol  Trmity  Puith 

Every  human  inslitulion  has  one  supreme  Like  many  of  the  great  trusts  and  corpora- 
function:  to  serve  the  people  in  one  way  or  tions,  Trinity  has  become  inordinately  wealthy. 
another.  A  railu>ad  corporation  serves  by  No  church  in  the  world,  perhaps,  has  so  much 
carrying  freight  and  passengers:  a  church  property  and  such  a  varied  and  costly  equip- 
serves  by  promoting  the  true  spirit  of  religion,  ment.  The  value  of  its  property  is  beyond 
In  order  to  perform  its  sen-ice  to  the  people  $50,000,000.  Of  this  about  two-thirds  is  dis- 
properly,  a  railroad  corporation  is  provided  tinctly  church  property,  untaxed:  for  Trinity 
with  certain  tools — dejwts,  a  road-bed  and  parish  not  only  owns  the  magnificent  church 
rolling  stock:  and  a  church  has  its  spired  which  stands  in  the  midst  of  the  spacious  and 
building,  its  music,  its  preaching,  its  schools,  beautiful  (and  enormously  valuable)  old  church 
A  church  is  not  religion :  it  is  a  mere  yard  at  the  head  of  Wall  Street,  but  it  owns 
human  agency  for  fostering  religion.  It  may  and  conducts  nine  other  churches,  some  <if 
contain  the  Ark  of  the  Covenant,  or  it  may  not.  them  nearly  as  large  as  Old  Trinity  itself.  It 
When  the  people,  then,  arise  to  criticise  the  also  owns  a  number  of  church  houses,  school 
church,  they  are  not  attacking  religion,  but  buildings,  a  hospital,  and  a  cemetery,  all  of 
rather  the  public  service  of  the  institution  which  are  included  in  its  list  of  untaxed 
which  assumes  to  promote  religion.  It  is  as  church  property.  This  vast  machinery  of 
proper  to  ask  of  a  church  as  of  a  railroad  service  is  controlled  by  Trinity  parish,  a  cor- 
company:  Is  it  doing  its  work  efficiently?  poration  similar  to  other  business  corpora- 


Colonel  William  Jay  (driving) 

Colonel  Jmy  ii  a  ffeu  grondion  ol  John  Jay,  chief  jiutice  oi  the  Uoited  Slilei ;  tie  ii  lenior  wuden 
utd   derk   ol   Trinity   Church    and    ■tloriKy    ior   Tiinily    corporitioa.      He   ii   >    (amoiu    coach 

tiuiis,  except  that  the  directors  are  known  as  exactly  like  any  other  public  service  corpora- 
vestrymen,  the  general  manager  as  Rector,  tion — only  with  a  greater  degree  of  generosity. 
and  the  stockholders  as  communicants.  Like  In  the  early  days  of  railroading,  for  example, 
many  other  corporations,  Trinity  has  a  large  the  people  were  so  eager  to  extend  the  service 
income -producing  investment  outside  of  its  of  transportation  throughout  the  country  that 
actual  operating  plant.     About  one-third  of  its  they  gave  to  railroad  corporations  vast  grants 

"bonuses"  of   land,  they 


property — to  the  value  of 
$16,000,000  (assessed  value, 
as  given  in  the  Trinity  report, 
$13,646,300)  —  is  in  rented 
lands  and  tenements.  In  short, 
it  is  a  big  business  corpora- 
tion: calling  it  a  church  does 
not  change  its  character. 

One  of  the  deepest,  if  not 
the  deepest,  need  of  men  is 
religion;  hence  fnrni  the  be- 
ginning of  lime  men  have  en- 
couraged and  built  up  institu- 
tions to  respond  to  that  need 
with  service.  No  other  hu- 
man institution  has  been  so 
sedulously  fostered  or  so  lav- 
ishlymaintainedasthechurch. 
One  of  the  very  first  things 
that  our  forefathers  did  upon 
<x>ming  to  America  was  to 
set  up  churches:  and  one  of  the  earliest 
churches  so  set  up  in  New  York  Colony  was 


H.  H. 

run    and    contr 
Trinity     coqxm 
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presented  them  with  free  fran- 
chises conveying  special  rights 
and  privileges,  and  they  even 
exempted  railroad  property 
from  taxation. 

In  exactly  the  same  way 
Trinity  Church  was  built  up. 
In  1697  *  franchise  was 
granted  to  Trinity  to  build  a 
church  "situate  in  or  near  the 
street  called  Broadway,"  and 
it  was  to  be  "  for  the  use  and 
behoof  of  the  inhabitants  from 
time  to  time  inhabiting  or  to 
inhabit  within  our  city  of  New 
York,  in  communion  of  our 
protestant  church  of  Eng- 
land." Eight  years  later  came 
the  "bonus"  or  grant  of  land, 
then  called  the  Queen's  farm, 
'hich  extended  picturesquely  along  the  Hud.wn 
on  the  west  side  of  Manhattan  Island. 


Trinity.  It  was  established  in  1697 — two  This  tract,  now  densely  covered  with  human 
hundred  and  twelve  years  ago.  It  was  fos-  habitations,  was  then  practically  uninhabited, 
tered  then,  and  it  has  been  encouraged  since.    Since  then  for  over  two  hundred  years  that 


Buiineii  giili  go  to  the  chuTchyud  to  eM  dieii  iuDcheoD  and  leil  during  the  nooa  biout 

part  of  the  property  used  for  church  or  edu-  Church,  and  other  important  churches  began 
cational  purposes  has  not  been  taxed.  It  has  thus  with  help  from  Trinity, 
been  calctilated  that  the  remitted  taxes  on  Butthecityof  New  York  began  to  grow;  the 
Trinity  Church  property  for  the  last  two  hun-  Queen's  farm,  at  first  of  little  use  to  Trinity, 
dred  years — the  free  gift  of  the  people  of  New  became  more  valuable.  Other  churches  were 
York  regardless  of  creed — would  amount  to  organized,  and,  as  usual  where  large  property 
far  more  than  the  present  total  value  of  the  values  are  at  stake,  a  difference  of  opinion  be- 
property  of  Trinity.  gan  to  arise  as  to  who  should  control  it. 

For  many  years  Trinity  acted  literally  ac-        The  original  grant  had  been  made,  as  1 
cording  to  the  provisions  of  its  franchise.     It    have  shown,  to  all  "of  the  inhabitants  of  our 
gave  money  and  land  freely  to  other  struggling    said  city  of  New  York"  in  communion  with 
churches;  assisting  them  first  as  chapels  and    the    church    of    England.     Naturally    other 
as  soon  as  they  were  strong  enough  to  stand    churches  than  Trinity  thought  they  sbould 
alone.  Trinity  gave  them   its   blessing   and    have  a  share  of  the  property:  but   Trinity 
made  them  independent.     St,  George's,  Grace    would  not  release  its  grip.    And  in  1814,  the 
vestrymen  of  Trinity  succeeded  in  getting  a 
law    passed    by    the   New    York    Legislature 
which  at  one  stroke  limited  the  control  of  the 
proi>erty  to  "  members  of  the  congregation  of 
Trinity  Church,  or  of  any  of  the  chapels  be- 
longing to  Trinity  corporation."    This  was 
the  first  step  in  a  long  process  of  centralizing 
and  narrowing  the  control  of  ihc  property. 

After  1814  the  policy  of  the  great  church 
began  to  change.  Instead  of  serving  all  the 
inhabitants  it  devoted  less  and  less  of  its  in- 
come to  the  building  up  of  outside  churches 
and  spent  more  and  more  on  its  own  services. 
Instead  of  helping  a  chapel  to  become  inde- 
pendent and  self-governing,  it  established 
chapels  and  kept  absolute  control  of  them. 
In  1814  it  had  only  two  dependent  chapels — 
St,  Paul's  and  St.  John's;  to-day  it  has  nine. 
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AU   this  time  the  property  of  Trinity  was  (he  was  the  grandfather  of  the  William  Jay 

STowing   more  valuable.     The  Queen's  farm  who  is  at  present  senior  warden  of  Trinity 

r,ad  been  cut  up  into  blocks  and  lots:  whole  Church),  wrote  a  slinging  letter  to  the  Rector 

streets  had  built  up  with  line  residences  and  of  Trinity,  in  which  he  said: 

places    of    business.     The    rental    income    of  "  Wealth  is  naturally  defiant,  and  so  long 

Trinity     corporation     increased    enormously,  as  you  can  lengthen  your  rent  roll  and  multi- 

Of     course    Trinity    Church    did    absolutely  ply  your  thousands,  and  purchase  submission 

nothing  to  earn  this  income,  except  to  hold  and  obsequiousness,  you  may  afford  to  look 

the  title  of  the  land:  the  people  of  New  Yortc  down    with   supercilious   indifference   on    the 

who  moved  into  and  developed  that  part  of  complaints  and  disaffection  of  those  who  are 

the  city  were  the  real  producers  of  the  income,  impotent  to  injure  you.     But,  sir,  there  arc 

As  the  money  began  to  pile  up,  Trinity  be-  signs  in  the  political  horizon  which  threaten  a 
thought  itself  how  to  spend  it.  Many  of  its  coming  tempest  which  may  level  the  proud 
well-to-do  members  were  moving  up  town,  so  pinnacles  of  Trinity  in  the  dust." 
the  corporation  appropriated  what  was  then  Mr.  Jay  also  charged  that  Trinity  was  using 
(1852)  the  enormous  sum  of  8230,000  to  build  its  wealth  not  "for  the  permanent  benetit  of 
Trinity  chapel  in  West  Twenty-fifth  Street  to-  the  church"  but  for  building  up  the  influence 
gether  with  a  beautiful  residence  for  the  clergy,  of  the  "high  church"  party  in  the  Episcopal 
That  act  brought  forth  a  storm  of  protest.  It  Church.  Said  Mr.  Jay: 
tvos  shown  that  Trinity  had  deserted  mission  "Her  wealth  has  in  this  ciiy,  in  the  opinion 
v.'ork  in  the  lower  part  of  the  cily  where  the  of  many,  been  lavished  in  ostentatious  build- 
mass  of  the  people  lived,  where  its  own  prop-  ings,  rather  than  used  In  promoting  true  piety 
crty  was  located,  and  diverted  the  money  to  and  religion;  and  the  parochial  reports  have 
the  building  of  a  church  for  the  uptown  rich,  given  ground  for  most  unfavorable  compari- 
These  rich  people,  of  course,  might  have  built  son  between  the  number  of  communicants 
a  chapel  of  their  own;  the  poor  people  down  and  the  amount  of  benevolent  offerings  in 
town  whose  rentals  helped  to  make  Trinity  Trinity  and  her  chapels,  and  various  other 
rich  could  not  afford  to  build  churches.     The  churches  in  the  city." 

glaring  injustice  of  such  an  act  brought  about  Trinity  continued  to  grow  richer.     In  1890 

an  inquiry   by  the  legislature:   and   William  the  corporation  went  still  further  up  town,  fol- 

Jay,  a  son  of  the  great  chief  justice,  and  one  lowing   the   rich,    and   buih    the   magnificent 

of  the  most  prominent  citizens  of  New  York  church  of  St.  Agnes  in  West  Ninety-second 


A  back  view  of  Trinity  teneniaitt.      An 
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trolled,  like  that  a.  John'.  Cliiv«l  « V«rick  5ir«i.  Ordered  do«d  by  Trinity  Irymen  being  sc- 
of  the  life  insur-  selected  from  these 
ancc  companies,  by  a  board  of  directors,  two  chajwls  and  from  Old  Trinity, 
here  called  the  veslry.  The  ;es[ry  is  dec-  One  of  the  most  remarkable  conditions 
ted  by  the  stockholders — here  called  com-  brought  out  in  the  Hughes  investigation  of 
municants,  but  not  ail  the  communicants  by  the  life  insurance  companies  was  the  fact  that 
any  means  are  voters.  Originally,  under  the  their  boards  of  directors  were  practically  self- 
law  of  1814,  every  member  of  Trinity  or  its  perpetuating  bodies.  Nominally  they  were 
chapels  had  a  vote;  but  the  process  of  narrow-  elected  by  the  policy  holders  and  stockholders: 
ing  control  has  here  also  been  going  on.  Un-  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  few  policy  holders  were 
der  a  law  passed  in  1867  (supported  in  the  ever  present:  and  the  elections  were  conlroUed 
legislature  by  Trinity)  churches  are  granted  absolutely  by  the  men  in  power, 
certain  powers  to  establish  free  chapels.     Un-  Such  is  the  case  with  Trinity  cori)oraiion. 
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Though   there  are  many  hundreds  of  com-  from    the    business    transactions    of    Trinity 

municants  entitled  to  vote  at  the  Trinity  elec-  parish.     I  suppK)se,  indeed,  the  same  thing 

tions,  comparatively  few  ever  attend.    At  one  can  be  said  of  the  directors  of  life  insurance 

election  the  twenty-two  members  of  the  vestry  companies,    railroads    and    banks — who    are 

were  elected  with  a  total  of  twenty-three  votes,  also  high-class  men.     Indeed,  many  of  these 

The  vestry  has  been  in  effect  a  self-perpetuat-  rich  vestrymen  of  Trinity  are  actually  in  the 

ing  body,  controlling  an  enormously  valuable  directories  of  great  business  corporations  (see 

property,  making  no  public  reports  at  any  their  names  in  the  "Directory  of  Directors"); 

time,  and  oblivious  to  criticism  either  from  they  are  part  and  parcel  of  the  current  meth- 

within  the  church  or  without.  ods  of  doing  business. 

What  was  the  result  of  the  control  of  such  a  In   the   life  insurance  investigations  what 

self -perpetuating,  irresponsible  board  of  vestry-  were  some  of  the  discoveries  made?    It  was 

men  who  could  be  reached  by  no  criticism?  disclosed  that  the  business  was  extravagantly 

It  was  very  little  different  from  the  result  in  conducted;    that    inordinately    high    salaries 

other  corporations.     Perhaps  it  was,  if  any-  were  paid;  that  gorgeous  and  expensive  offices 

thing,  worse,  because  there  was  less  account-  were  maintained;  that   the  men  in  control 

ability  on  the  part  of  the  board  of  directors  made  coaditions  highly  comfortable  for  them- 

(vestry).     An  Insurance  Department  at  Al-  selves  and  their  friends.     A  ciurious  p'arallel- 

bany  made  at  least  a  pretense  of  supervising  ism  exists  between  the  life  insurance  com- 

the  insurance  coiiipanies;  but  there  was  no  panies  and  Trinity. 

Church  Department  at  Albany — no  one  on  People  ordinarily  expect  to  pay  something, 

earth  who  had  any  power  to  demand  any  sort  make  some  self-sacrifices  for  their  religious 

of  an  accounting  from  Trinity  corporation,  advantages.     Some  of  the  most  heroic  stories 

And    unlimited    power   over   vast    unearned  in  the  world  are  told  of  the  sacrifices  of  men 

property  in  the  hands  of  a  few  men  who  are  and  women  to  build  up  places  of  worship,  but 

not  accountable  to  anyone  can  work  out  in  the  congregations  of  Trinity  parish  get  their 

only  one  way — whether  the  men  are  organized  religious  advantages  practically  for  nothing, 

under  a  churchly  name  or  not.  According  to  the  financial  statement  issued 

And  what  is  that  result  ?  recently  by  Trinity  (the  first  public  report  in 

A  curious,  insidious,  benumbing  disease  over  fifty  years)  it  cost  $340,870  to  main- 
seems  to  afflict  those  who  control  unearned  tain  the  ten  churches  and  the  schools  of 
property.  Subtle  psychological  changes  take  Trinity  for  one  year.  Of  this  vast  sum  the 
place  within  them.  One  might  expect  such  members  of  all  the  churches  contributed  just 
men  to  say  to  th^nselves:  The  people  have  $18,210  (in  pew  rents).  All  the  remainder  of 
endowed  us  with  special  franchise  privileges;  the  expense  was  met  from  the  rental  income 
they  have  granted  us  land  to  work  with;  they  from  the  property  owned  by  Trinity.  In 
have  built  up  this  land  and  increased  its  other  words,  the  poor  people  and  other  tenants 
value;  they  are  paying  us  a  large  yearly  in-  on  Trinity  lands  have  paid  not  only  for  the 
come;  they  have  remitted  our  taxes  for  over  support  of  the  chapels  in  the  poorer  part  of 
two  hundred  years.  We  therefore  owe  them  town,  but  they  have  built  the  rich  up-town 
the  most  enthusiastic  service,  and  the  frankest  churches  and  are  paying  practically  all  the 
accounting  oi  our  stewardship.  Do  they  say  running  expenses.  Communicants  in  Trinity 
this  ?  Not  at  all.  By  the  curious  psycho-  worship  in  churches  which  they  have  not  built, 
Ictgical  change  to  which  I  have  referred,  they  and  to  the  support  of  which  they  contribute 
come  to  act  as  though  the  property  which  practically  nothing.  They  are,  in  short,  reli- 
they  control  was  in  reality  their  own.     They  gious  paupers. 

resent  any  questions  regarding  it:  they  spend  It  is  true  that  the  congregations  of  Trinity 

the  income  where  and  how  they  like;  they  make  churches  contributed  during  the  year  $94,000 

no  accounting  to  anyone.  for  special  charities — but  none  of  this  money 

But  these  men  of  the  vestry  of  Trinity  are  went  to  church  support,  and  even  if  it  had 

high-class  men.    All  of  them  are  educated  been  so  applied  it  would  not  have  begun  to 

men,  some  belong  to  very  old  families,  some  liquidate  the  cost  of  operating  the  churches, 

are  famous,  nearly  all  are  wealthy.    Many  Music  alone  cost  Trinity  last  year  (includ- 

are  connected  with  various  good  works  (see  ing  care  of  organs)  $63,000,  or  over   three 

their  names  in  the  Charities  Directory).    All  times  as  much  as  all  the  members  contributed 

of  the  twenty-two  (except  the  controller  and  to  the  entire  support  of  the  chxmrh.     There 

the  clerk)  contribute  their  services:  they  re-  have  been   many  complaints  of  the  Trinity 

ceive  no  salary.     Not  one  of  them  can  be  sus-  tenements  (of  which  more  later),  but  at  least 

perter*  of  profiting  by  so  much  as  a  penny  they  pay  for    a   great  deal  of  fine  music — 
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also  for  twenty-eight  clergymen  at  a  cost  of  tenement  house  reform — in  short,  in  its  views 
$101,674  and  for  thirty-two  sextons  and  en-  of  the  responsibilities  of  the  city  to  the  poor 
gineers  at  $26,555.  I  find  an  item  of  "fuel  and  and  unfortunate.  A  distinctly  higher  stand- 
light  for  churches"  of  $12,280.  The  total  con-  ard  of  social  morality  has  been  built  up  in 
tributions  of  Trinity  communicants  for  church  New  York  in  the  last  twenty-five  years.  And 
purposes  ($18,000)  will  pay  that,  and  some  to  in  its  work  of  improving  conditions  in  the 
spare.  crowded  districts  of  Manhattan  Island  the 

As  in  the  life  insurance  companies,  salaries  city  authorities  have  repeatedly  collided  with 
range  high :  the  Rector  is  said  to  receive  the  "  Trinity  corporation.     The  first  clash  came  in 

highest  salary  of  any  clergyman  in  America,  1887.    A  law  had  been  passed  requiring  that 

$15,000  a  year,  and   some  of  the  vicars  receive  running  water  should  be  furnished  on  each 

$8,000  each — more  than  the  salary  of  a  United  floor  of  tenement  houses.     In  most  of  the 

States  senator.     Besides  the  salaries  many  of  the  Trinity  houses  the  tenants  had  to  go  down 

clergy  also  receive  free  residences  (on  partially  stairs  and  out  of  doors  to  get  their  water  sup- 

untaxed  property),  so  that  they  have  no  rent  to  ply.     When  a  demand  was  made  on  Trinity 

pay — a  big  item  in  New  York  City — and  when  to  obey  the  law,  the  vestry  objected  and  be- 

they  retire  they  are  generously  pensioned!  gan  a  bitter  fight  in  the  courts,  which  finally 

It  was  found  in  the  life  insurance  companies  reached  the  Court  of  Appeals.     Of  course  this 

that,  although  keen  business  men  conducted  costly  litigation  was  not  paid  for  by  the  vestry- 

the  operations,  some  of  the  real  estate  owned  men  or  even  by  the  communicants  of  Trinity, 

yielded  a  very  low  income.     The  same  is  true  This  legal  battle   was   financed   out  of  the 

of  Trinity.     It  costs  just  short  of  $50,000  for  rentals  of  the  very  people  who  were  to  be 

salaries  and  office  expenses  in  conducting  the  benefited  by  the  new  law. 

real  estate  business  of  Trinity,  and  yet  the  net  However,  it  was  an  epoch-making  case,  the 

income  last  year  on  $16,000,000  worth  of  real  decision  of  which  will  long  be  quoted,  for  it 

estate  was  only  about  $376,000  (gross  $752,000)  decided  that  the  state  can  compel  a  private 

— or  a  little  more  than  two  per  cent.     Tene-  owner,  for  the  good  of  the  public,  to  alter  a 

ment  house  property  in  New  York  is  ordinarily  house  at  his  own  expense.     But  the  church 

expected  to  pay  from  five  to  six  per  cent,  net,  had  to  be  driven  to  the  new  moral  standard  by 

and  other  rented  property  not  less  than  four  the  courts.     Here  is  the  way  in  which  Judge 

per  cent.     Judging  even  from  a  strict  business  Peckham  laid  down  the  law  to  Trinity: 

point  of  view,  then,  Trinity  corporation  is  cer-  "We  may  own  our  property  absolutely  and 

tainly  open  to  severe  criticism.     The  manage-  yet  it  is  subject  to  the  proper  exercise  of  the 

ment  of  a  private  estate  which  could  show  police  pK)wer.     We  have  surrendered  to  that 

earnings  of  only  two  per  cent,  would  speedily  extent  our  right  to  its  unrestricted  use.     It 

be  turned  out,  but  Trinity,  not  making  public  must  be  so  used  as  not  improperly  to  cause 

reports,  no  one  could  know  how  the  vestry  was  harm  to  our  neighbor." 

conducting  its  trust.  But  Trinity's  long-fought  legal  battle  had 

succeeded  in  delaying  the  enforcement  of  the 

Wfco*  of  ihm  Tmnmmmnur  law  from   1887  until   1895— eight  years.     In 

spite  of  itself,  however,  Trinity  helped  along 

I  come  now  to  the  tenements.     A  great  deal  the  cause  of  better  homes  for  the  poor  in  a 

has  been  written  and  said  of  these  tenements  way  it  little  intended.     The  very  bitterness  of 

during    the    last    twenty-five    years.     Many  its   legal   struggle   against   making   improvfe- 

years  ago  the  Trinity  houses  were  occupied  ments  served  to  turn  public  attention  even 

by  rich  or  well-to-do  people,  but  to-day  they  more  closely  to  housing  conditions  in  lower 

are  crowded  with  wage-earners  of  all  sorts  Manhattan.    In  1894  the  famous   tenement 

and  of  many  nationalities.    While  other  parts  house  commission,  of  which  Richard  Watson 

of  the  city  were  built  up  to  new  buildings.  Gilder  was  chairman,   was    appointed,    In- 

these  old  houses   on  Trinity  property   have  vestigation  showed  that  hundreds  of  tenements 

largely  remained,  although,  in  recent  years,  had  no  toilet  conveniences  in  them:  but  that 

Trinity  has  put  up  a  number  of  new  business  so-called  "school-sinks,"  or  open  water  closets  in 

buildings  and  warehouses.     There  is  no  more  the  back  yards,  were  used  by.  all  the  tenants,  and 

barren,  forbidding,  unprogressive  part  of  the  that  thousands  of  men,  women  and  children 

city  than  the  Trinity  blocks  south  of  Chris-  were  sleeping  in  dark  holes  of  rooms  in  which 

topher  Street.   Trinity  has  sat  still  and  waited  there  were  no  windows  opening  to  the  outer 

for  the  increase  of  the  value  of  its  land.  air — ^breeding  places,  indeed,  for  tuberculosis. 

Well,  old  buildings  are  old:  and  the  city  has       In  1901  a  law  was  passed  through  the  efforts 

been  progressing   in  nothing  more  than  in  of  the  Tenement  House  Commission,  of  which 
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Robert  W.  De  Forest  was  president,  abolishing  the  bills  gets  just  as  bad  a  place  to  live  in  as 

''school-sinks"  and  dark  inside  rooms  in  tene-  the  Board  of  Health  will  permit, 

ments.     Trinity  waited:  this  time  the  law  was  It  is  difficidt,  indeed,  to  see  how  a  group  of 

tested  in  the  courts  by  another  landlord,  and  it  men  individually  so  intelligent  and  honorable 

was  not  sustained  until  1904.   What  did  Trinity  should  collectively  exhibit  so  little  vision,  so 

then  do?    Where  it  could  not  avoid  compli-  little  sodal  sense,  so  little  justice.     Whether 

azx:e  with  the  law,  necessary  changes  were  judged  as  good  morals  or  as  good  business, 

made:  but  in  many  cases  it  slid  out  of  making  the  results   have  been  lamentable   and  dis- 

improvements  through  a  provision  which  de-  heartening. 

fines  a  tenement  house  as  any  building  occu-  Complaint  has  been  widely  made  (especially 

pied  by  more  than  two  families.     In  some  of  in  New  York  City)  that  the  church  was  losing 

the  old  houses  where  there  had  been  more  its  hold  on  the  people,  that  people  do  not  go 

than  two  families,  Trinity  reduced  the  num-  to  church  as  they  once  did  nor  take  the  interest 

ber  to  two,  and  thus  by  getting  out  from  im-  in  religious  affairs  that    they   should.     Has 

der  the  tenement  law,  was  able  to  refrain  the  position  of  Trinity  with  its  low  standards 

from  making  the  repairs  demanded.  of  social  justice  apd  morality  had  anything  to 

do  with  that  tendency?    When  the  public,  and 

Tfimty  Fighit  improommmntw  the  courts,  and  the  legislature,  have  to  castigate 

a  church    to    higher   moral  standards,  why 

Trinity  has  always  been  against  improve-  shoidd  the  people  go  to  church  for  instruction  ? 

ment:  it  has  always  had  to  be  lashed  to  its  What   inspiration  has  the  church   to   give? 

moral  duty  by  public  opinion  or  by  the  courts,  Spending  $63,000  a  year  for  music  and  $340,000 

or  by  fear  of  legidative  action.    Even  when  — mostly  taken  from  the  poor — to  support  its 

the  city  was  seeking  for  land  for  the  children's  churches,  it  has  been  willing  to  let  those  poor 

play-ground  at  Clarkson  and  Houston  Streets  sleep  in  disease-breeding  dark  rooms  and  suffer 

on  the  West  Side,  it  had  to  enter  into  a  long  for  the  want  of  sanitary  conveniences.     How, 

and  costly  fight  in  order  to  get  the  land  from  imder  such  circumstances,  can  it  preach  a  lowly 

Trinity  corporation.  Saviour  and  the  love  of  man  to  man  ? 

As  to  the  condition  of  the  Trinity  tenements 

I  made  a  careful  investigation  of  many  of  What  THnUy  Doet  wkh  itm  Monmy 
them.     They  are  not  so  bad  as  I  expected  to 

find,  no  worse  than  those  owned  by  other  Perhaps  I  have  now  dwelt  sufficiently  upon 
landlords  in  the  same  neighborhood.  In  gen-  the  business  side  of  Trinity.  I  come  now  to 
eral,  they  are  better — ^and  why  shouldn't  they  the  service  which  it  performs.  However  ex- 
bc  ?  Why  should  such  ancient  tenements  travagant  or  corrupt  the  administration  of  life 
have  been  allowed  to  remain  at  all  ?  In  gen-  insurance  companies  had  become,  the  Hughes 
eral,  the  rents  are  low,  and  in  many  cases  investigation  showed  that  they  yet  performed 
they  have  not  been  raised  in  twenty-five  years,  a  service:  they  paid  losses. 
And  this  much  must  be  said  to  the  credit  of  So  Trinity  performs  a  wide  and  varied  ser- 
Trinity:  none  of  its  property  is  rented  for  vice.  Every  Simday  in  all  the  ten  churches 
saloons  or  for  immoral  purposes.  There  are  the  usual  religious  services  are  held:  and  there 
only  two  places  on  Trinity  land  where  liquor  are  also  the  usual  Sunday-schools  and  week- 
is  sold,  and  in  those  cases  the  property  is  un-  day  meetings.  I  have  attended  at  various 
der  a  lease  which  cannot  be  controlled  by  times,  most  of  the  Trinity  churches.  Some  of 
Trinity.  them  are  well  attended,  some  not  so  well; 

Over  and  over  again,  when  complaints  have  and  the  audiences  are  just  about  what  one 

been  made  of  Trinity  houses,  the  vestry  has  finds  in  the  ordinary  New  York  church. 

said:  Besides  the  regular  worship  there  are  also 

''We  are  not  responsible:  the  land  is  leased  the  usual  missionary  and  philanthropic  socie- 

and  the  building  is  owned  by  the  lessee.    We  ties,  sewing  classes,  kindergartens  and  many 

cannot  control  it."  clubs  for  young  people.  One  of  the  interesting 

And  3ret  when  the  leases  expire,  it  has  been,  and  valuable  activities  of  St.  Paul's  chapel 
in  the  recent  past,  a  custom  of  Trinity  to  re-  is  a  working  girl's  club  which  furnishes  a 
lease  for  two  years  to  the  owner  of  the  build-  meeting  and  luncheon  place  in  one  of  the 
ing.  Of  course  no  such  owner  can  afford  to  church  buildings.  But  perhaps  the  most  ex- 
make  repairs  when  he  may  lose  his  building  in  tensive  single  department  of  the  activity  of 
two  years  and  he  does  as  little  as  possible.  Trinity  outside  of  its  strict  religious  work  is  the 
Trinfty  thus  gets  its  land  rent,  the  landlord  day  schools.  There  are  seven  regular  day 
gets  his  house  rent — and  the  tenant  who  pa3rs  schools  connected  with  seven  of  the  churches 


1 2  The  American  Magazine 

— somewhat  similar  to  the  parochial  schools  prove  their  efficiency.     Often  I  have  stepped 

of  the  Roman  Catholics.    A  manual  training,  into  the  dim  coolness  of  Old  Trinity  from  the 

cooking  and  drawing  school  is  maintained  in  roar  of  Broadway  on  a  busy  day  and  found 

Washington  Square  and  there  are  three  night  men  and  women  kneeling  in  silent  prayer.  Who 

schools.    All  this  work  is  free  to  pupils,  the  shall  measure  the  value  to  individual  human 

only  obligation  being  that  the  children  shall  souls  of  such  a  place  of  refuge  and  worship  ? 

attend  Sunday   School.    The    work    follows  Or  who,  indeed,  can  compute  the  incalculable 

closely  that  of  the  public  schools,  save  that  a  influence  of  the  quiet  old  church-yard  itself — 

certain  amount  of  religious  instruction  is  also  the  beauty  of  it,  the  calm  of  it — with  its  sugges- 

given.    School  work  cost  the  parish  last  year  tion  of  eternal  values  in  a  place  where  men  are 

^63j755-  furiously  pursuing  immediate  gain?   Nor  can 

What  does  Trinity  do  for  churches  and  any  one  of  us  pass  judgment  upon  the  service  of 
charities  outside  of  its  own  parish  ?  As  I  said  the  individual  workers  in  Trinity — the  clergy, 
before,  the  congregations  of  Trinity  contributed  the  vestrjmien,  the  sisters. 
$94,000  last  }ear  for  various  charities  and  And  yet  it  is  not  at  all  a  question  as  to 
benevolences.  But  Trinity  corporation  itself,  whether  Trinity  is  doing  spiritual  service.  .  Of 
which  was  chartered  to  minister  to  all  the  inhab-  course  it  is.  But  should  it  not  dp  far  more? 
itants  of  New  York  in  communion  with  the  Have  its  leaders  that  breadth  of  vision  without 
Episcopal  church,  contributed  only  $46,579  to  which  the  people  perish  ?  Has  it  power  of  lead- 
churches  and  charities  outside  of  the  parish —  ership  in  our  common  life  ?  Is  it  making  the 
or  less  by  some  $17,000  than  it  paid  for  music  best  use  of  its  tremendous  opportunities,  its 
in  its  own  churches.   It  also  made  one  loan  of  enormous  wealth  ? 

$5,000  to  help  a  church  outside  of  the  parish.  These  are  fair  questions:    questions  which, 

One  of  the  regular  expenses  of  every  Episcopal  indeed,    the    most   earnest    men   within    the 

church   is  the  apportionment  made  for  the  Church  itself  are  asking.     They  are  questions 

general  mission  work   of  the   church.     Old  which  the  public  at  large  has  a  right  to  ask. 

Trinity   was   supposed   to   pay  $10,000.     It  With  the  idea,  then,  of  presenting  the  spe- 

never  met  this  amount:  three  years  ago  the  cific  facts  I  have  studied,  somewhat  carefully, 

general  church  reduced  the  apportionment  to  the  methods  in  two  or  three  of  the  Trinity 

$2,500,  so  that  Trinity  would  pay:  but  never  Churches.     And    I  wish  here  to  show  how 

until  last  year  did  it  meet  even  this  amount,  the  work  is  done. 

It    has,   indeed,  been    notorious   among   the  In  the  first  place,  the  people  in  the  churches 

churches  of  New  York  for  shirking  its  mis-  have  nothing  whatever  to  say  as  to  the  con- 

sionary  obligations.  duct  of  their  own  affairs.    Everything  is  pro- 
vided for  them  by  the  self-perpetuating  autoc- 

Trinity  Losing  in  Mmmberwhip  racy  which  controls  the  property;  their  music 

is  paid  for;  their  ministers  are  hired  by  Trinity. 

Judged  by  its  own  statistics,  Trinity  has  lost  The  people  have  nothing  at  any  point  to  say. 
ground.  It  has  been  unable  to  maintain  its  Last  November  a  whole  congregation — that 
membership,  in  spite  of  the  vast  sums  of  of  St.  John's  Chapel — was  informed  one  Sun- 
money  expended,  the  costly  music,  the  activi-  day  that  the  church  would  shortly  be  closed, 
ties  of  an  army  of  workers.  Old  Trinity  in  and  all  the  people  were  told  that  they  could 
1898  had  1,767  communicants:  in  1908  it  had  go  to  another  church.  No  one  had  been  con- 
1,340 — a  loss  of  427  members  in  ten  years,  suited,  there  had  been  no  chance  of  protest  or 
The  figures  for  the  combined  church  and  chapels  explanation:  the  chapel  which  had  been  open 
(except  one,  acquired  since  1898)  are  scarcely  for  one  hundred  and  two  years,  was  ordered 
less  encouraging.  In  1898  the  total  was  7,220:  closed.  But  of  St.  John's,  more  later, 
in  1908  it  was  6,939 — a  loss  of  281  members  Even  in  the  rich  chapel  of  St.  Agnes,  when 
in  ten  years.  Dr.  Manning  was  promoted  to  be  Rector  of 

Now,  I  am  acutely  conscious,  having  made  Trinity,  the  new  vicar  was  chosen  by  the  vestry 

this  dry,  catalogue-like  report  of  the  work  of  before  the  congregation  had  ever  heard  him 

Trinity,  with  its  statistics  and  its  cost,  that  I  preach.    Thus  every  detail  of  the  machine  is 

have  not  told  the  whole  story  of  service.     I  managed,  not  by  the  people,  but  by  the  be- 

appreciate   fully   the  difficulty  of  measuring  nevolent  autocracy  at  the  top. 
spiritual  values.     The  work  of  an  insurance 

company  or  a  railroad  can  be  measured  more  Using  Money  to  Fromotm  Religion 
or  less  accurately  by  statistics.     Not   so,  a 

church — even  though  the  clergy  themselves  are  Consider,  for  a  moment,  the  work  of  one  of 

content  to  appeal  to  statistics  of  membership  to^  the  chapels  in  the  poorer  part  of  town.   I  give 
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these  facts  hesitatingly,  because  the  clergy  are  **Thete  is  too  much  giving.     Most  of  the 

earnest  men  working  in  the  deadening  toils  of  people  go  there  to  get  something:  they  don't 

a    system    which    destro)rs    inspiration    and  expect  to  help.    The  tendency  is  to  pauperize 

quenches  brotherly  enthusiasm — and  yet  the  the  people  and  cheapen  the  real  meaning  of 

truth  must  be  set  down.  A  large  proportion  of  religion." 

the  people   connected  with  that  chapel  get  No,  the  people  are  not  fooled, 

something  out  of  it  in  cash  or  in  material  When  I  asked  a  clergyman  in  Trinity  why 

benefits.    And  I  say  this  advisedly,  knowing  so  much  was  given  to  these  people  and  so  little 

that  many  individuals  love  this  chapel  and  required  of  them,  I  was  told, 

receive  spiritual  advantages  from  its  work.  "Why,  they  are  poor;  they  can't  help." 
Every  member  of   the  choir,   of  course,   is 

paid  a  regular  stipend.     To  encourage  the  "  nmy  DeMptsm  thm  Pennims  of  thm  Poor  '* 
Sunday  School  officers  one  hundred  dollars 

in  cash  is  distributed  among  them  every  year.  '  He  said  that  they  had  discontinued  certain 

Last  Christmas,  that  day  of  spontaneous  giving,  of  their  collections  because  the  people  gave 

the  corporation  appropriated  $750  for  decora-  only  pennies!    He  thought  they  should  be  dis- 

tions,  a  tree,  and  gifts  for  the  people.    The  Sun-  couraged    in    making   such    small   ofiferings! 

.  day  School  is  made  up  largely  of  the  children  who  *'They  despise  the  pennies  of  the  poor." 

are  being  educated  (free)  in  the  day  and  night  From  this  very  chap>el  I  went  down  to  Bax- 

schools   conducted  by  the  chapel,  and    are  ter  Street — not  far  away — ^and  visited  a  Cath- 

therefore  compelled  to  attend  Sunday  School,  olic  Church — the  Church  of  the  Most  Precious 

And  it  may  be  said,  further,  that  the  day  school  Blood,   ft  is  a  large  new  church,  with  a  lively, 

pupils  are  also  encouraged  by  prizes — so  they,  able  priest  at  the  head  of  it.  It  is  attended  ex- 

too,  get  something  out  of  it.  clusively  by  Italians — ^the  poorest  people  in 

Besides  these  regular  payments,  the  dis-  the  neighborhood,  and  yet  that  church  has  been 

pensation  of  charity  of  various  sorts  undoubt-  built  complete  in   fifteen   years   out   of   the 

edly  assures  the  connection  of  not  a  few  people  pennies  of  poor  people:  and  it  is  supported 

with  the  church.    It  is  one  of  the  emphasized  to-day  by  their  offerings.  I  am  not  here  enter- 

rules^  of  this  chapel  that  '^assistance  is  given  ing  into  a  discussion  of  the  Roman  Catholic 

only  to  persons  that  are  regularly  enrc^led  system:  I  am  merely  pointing  out  that  poor 

members  of  the  chapel  cure."  people  can   and   do  contribute  to   religious 

This  particular  chapel  has  a  staff  of  twenty-  work,  when  that  work  really  means  something 

six  clergy,  teachers,  lay-workers  and  sextons  to  them. 

regularly  hired:  and  a  choir  of  twenty-four  Nor  need  I  make  a  comparison  only  with 
members:  a  total  of  fifty  paid  workers.  Yet  I  the  Roman  Catholics.  I  have  a  still  better  ex- 
have  been  in  that  chapel  during  services  when  ample:  a  Protestant  church  on  the  lower  West 
there  were  not  fifty  people  in  the  congregation.  Side,  not  far  from  two  of  Trinity's  chapels, 
Think  of  it.  With  land  and  buildings  worth  St.  John's  and  St.  Luke's,  and  ministering  to 
$300,000  and  an  operating  cost  (I  could  not  get  the  same  sort  of  people.  I  refer  to  the  Spring 
the  exact  figures)  of  probably  not  less  than  Street  Presb3rterian  Church,  the  work  of  which 
$50,000,  although  it  is  in  a  neighborhood  is  like  the  shadow  of  a  rock  in  a  weary  land, 
swarming  with  people,  this  is  the  use  to  which  it  The  Spring  Street  Church  ministers  wholly  to 
is  put !  A  little  money — ^very  little — ^is  collected  wage-earners,  the  average  wage  of  the  member- 
from  the  congregation  for  charities,  but  not  one  ship  being  less  than  ten  dollars  a  week — and 
cent  is  paid  by  the  people  of  the  church  for  the  highest  wage  of  any  member  being  eighteen 
the  support  of  the  work.    It  is  pure  charity.  dollars    a    week.    While    both    the    Trinity 

Do  not  think  that  the  people  in  the  neighbor-  chapels  still  have  a  few  well-to-do  people  in 

hood  who  see  this  sort  of  work  do  not  know  their  congregations,  the  Spring  Street  Church 

exactly  what  is  going  on.    No  people  are  more  has  none  at  all.    And  yet,  while  Trinity  paid 

sensitive  to  real  values,  or  quicker  to  see  the  last  year  $20,000  to  operate  St.  John's  chapel, 

difference  between  charity  and  brotherly  love,  Spring  Street  Church  was  wholly  self-support- 

than  these  people  of  the  tenements.    Charity  is  ing.    When  the  Rev.  H.  Roswell  Bates,  its 

indeed   often  necessary,  but  it  requires  the  minister,  went  to  the  church  eight  years  ago, 

genius  of  love  to  bestow  it  properly.     One  he  told  the  feeble  congregation  that  he  would 

woman,  a  member  of  a  Trinity  chapel — one  enter  the  work  only  upon  condition  that  every 

of   the    clean,    self-respecting,   hard-working  expense  (including  his  own  salary)  was  met 

sort,  an  example  and   a  light  in  her  neigh-  by  the  people  of  the  community.    The  mem- 

borfaood — gave  me  this  point  of  view  in  so  bers  got  together  and  resolved  to  work  as  they 

many  words:  never  had  before.     Some  of  them  went  with- 
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out  eggs  and  butter  all  the  first  year,  others  order,  cut  off  a  chapel  with  four  hundred 
walked  to  their  work  to  save  car  fare,  in  order  and  eighty-seven  communicants,  and  a  Sunday 
to  help  raise  the  amount  necessary.  And  the  School  of  three  hundred  and  twenty-one  mem- 
church  has  grown  rapidly  both  in  member-  bers,  in  a  neighborhood  where  many  of  its 
ship  and  in  influence.  Last  year  the  congrega-  tenements  were  located,  and  from  which  it 
tion  contributed  $4,900  and  maintained  an  drew  nearly  all  of  its  income.  Its  excuse  was 
active  and  enthusiasticworkforsix  hundred  and  that  the  work,  considering  the  changing  char- 
thirty-five  members.  The  church  has  become  acter  of  the  neighborhood,  and  the  influx  of 
a  marvelous  source  of  power  in  the  community:  foreigners,  no  longer  paid,  that  the  money 
everybody  works  for  somebody  else;  everybody  could  be  better  expended  elsewhere  (perhaps 
gives,  rather  than  gets.  They  have  now  built  on  the  rich  churches  up  town!),  that  the  con- 
up  a  neighborhood  Settlement  House  next  the  gregation  of  St.  John's  could  easily  go  to 
church  where  there  are  many  clubs,  classes,  a  St.  Luke's  and  the  work  of  both  chapels  could 
kindergarten,  a  day  nursery  and  the  like,  largely  go  forward  together. 

conducted  by  volunteer  workers.     Money  from  A  storm  of  protest  at  once  arose.    A  petition 

the  outside  is  contributed  to  help  maintain  the  from  members  of  St.  John's  was  presented  to  the 

settlement  work,  but  the  church  is  supported  vestry  respectfully  asking  that  their  committee 

wholly  by  the  congregation.  be  granted  a  hearing  and  that  St.  John's  chapel 

While  the  Spring  Street  Church  supports  its  be  not  closed.     It  was  ignored.     The  members 

work  for  635  members  with  $4,900,  Trinity  then  presented  a  second  petition,  in  which  they 

pays  $20,000  for  487   communicants  at   St.  said: 

John's  chapel.    And  this  is  not  makinjg  an  un-  "  The    request    accompanying   our   former 

favorable  comparison  of  St.  John's  as  against  petition,  that  a  committee  appointed  by  the 

other  Trinity   chapels:  for  the  work  at  St.  members  of  St.  John's  chapel  be  granted  a 

John's,  cost  for  cost,  is  probably  more  profit-  hearing,  has  been  ignored.     We  have  no  repre- 

able  than  at  most  of  the  other  chapels.     At  sentative  on  the  vestry.     Years  ago,  five  of  the 

St.  John's  the  music  cost  $6,000— more  than  vestrymen  were  members  of  St.  John's  chapel, 

the  entire   cost  of    the    work   at    the   Spring  but  owing  to  the  movement  of  wealthy  people 

Street  Church.     St.  John's  has  six  paid  clergy-  to  up-town  districts,  the  vestry  seems  now  to  be 

men  and  lay  workers,  while  the  Spring  Street  largely  selected  from  members  of  the  Chapel 

Church  has  three.  of  St.  Agnes,  located  on  West  Ninety-second 

Street,    leaving    us    with    no    representation, 

Siory  of  St.  John'9  Chapel  Bishop  Potter,  a  friend  of  St.  John's  Chapel, 

and  the  late  Rector,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Dix,  who 

In  what  I  have  said  about  St.  John's,  let  me  dearly  loved  it,  are  no  longer  with  us;  and  our 

not  blame  the  clergy.     They  are  earnest  young  beloved  Vicar,  who  has  ministered  to  us  for 

men:  they  have  had  to  labor  against  the  paral-  more  than  thirty  years,  is  absent  on  account  of 

ysis  of  the  Trinity  system,  and  in  spite  of  that  ill-health.     The  present  rector  has  been  in  the 

they  have  been  broadening  their  work.    They  city  of  New  York  but  a  few  years,  during  which 

have  increased  the  number  of  communicants  period  he  has  resided  in  the  upper  part  of  the 

of  the  chapel:  and  they  had  been  building  up  city;  and  we  believe  he  has  not  had  occasion  to 

guilds  and  classes  of  various  sorts.     I  wish  become  familiar  with  conditions  existing  in  the 

to   make   this   point  particularly,   because   I  neighborhood   of   St.    John's    chapel.     Since 

come  now  to  the  story  of  St.  John's  chapel,  he  has  been  Rector  we  have  not  seen  him  at  any 

As  every  one  knows.  Trinity  attempted  to  close  of  the  services  of  St.  John's  Chapel,  and  the  first 

St,  John's  chapel  last  fall — and  precipitated  and  only  communication  we   have  received 

the  present  storm  of  agitation.  from  him  was  the  notice  which  was  read  from 

St.  John's  chapel  is  one  of  the  oldest  churches  the  pulpit  that  the  doors  of  the  church  would 

in  New  York:  a  beautiful  building,  once  in  a  be  closed  February  first,  1909." 
fashionable  quarter  of  the  city,  now  surrounded 

by  warehouses  and  tenements.  One  Sunday  last  An  Appeal  to  the  Bishop 
November  the  curate  in  charge  read  a  notice  from 

the  pulpit  to  the  effect  that  the  vestry  had  ordered  The  committee  also  appealed  to  the  Bishop 

the  church  closed  on  February  fiirst,  and  that  of  the   Diocese,   Bishop   Greer,    and   finally 

the  congregation  would  be  expected  to  attend  offered  on  behalf  of  the  congregation  to  take 

St.  Luke's  chapel — a  mile  further  north.     It  over  and  support  the  church  themselves.     Still 

came  like  a  thunder  bolt  out  of  a  clear  sky.  Trinity  corporation  tiid  not  budge. 

Trinity  corporation,  probably  looking  about  Then  the  public  began  to  stir.    A  notable 

to  reduce   expenses,  had   thus   by  executive  memorial  was  presented  to  the  vestry  on  behalf 
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of  St.  John's:  it  was  signed  by  the  most  dis-  taught  Sunday  School  in  St.  John's  Chapel, 

tinguished  citizens  of  New  York,  among  them  and  my  wife  is  now  and  has  been  for  some 

President  Roosevelt,  Secretary  Root,  Mayor  time  a  delegate  to  St.  Augustine's  League  from 

McClellan,  Ex-Mayor  Seth  Low,  Joseph  H.  that  Chapel." 

Choate,  and  others.  The  plain  fact  is  that  Trinity  did  not  care 

Other   memorials   were   presented   by   the  for  the  people.    And  it  was  not  really  until  the 

New  York  Art  Commission  and  the  Fine  Arts'  agitation  had  grown  to  such  an  extent  that 

League.     The    Municipal    Art    Commission  legislative  and  judicial  action  were  threatened 

asked   "respectfully  and  earnestly"  that  the  that  Trinity  began  to  move.     Then  it  was 

corporation  might  further  consider  "whether  too  late  to  prevent  the  whole    matter    from 

in  the  public  interest  St.  John's  chapel,  as  a  being   carried   into   the   courts.     The  people 

landmark  of  the  early  religious  and  social  life  of  St.  John's  have  based  their   case   on   the 

the  city,  and  as  a  work  of  art,  might  not  be  declaration  that  under  the   charter  of   18 14 

permanently  preserved  and  maintained  as  a  they    were    voters    in    Trinity   [parish    and 

place  of  worship."  that    the    closing    of    St.    John's    and    the 

And  finally,  Trinity  spoke.  Three  defensive  relegation  of  the  njembership  to  the  free- 
statements  were  made,  one  by  Trinity  corpora-  mission  chapel  of  St.  Luke's  deprived  them  of 
tion  itself,  one  by  Bishop  Greer,  and  one  by  their  franchise  rights,  and  they  have  demanded 
Dr.  Huntington,  rector  of  Grace  Church,  redress  from  the  courts.  A  temporary  injunction 
It  is  significant  that  neither  the  Bishop  was  immediately  issued  ordering  Trinity  to 
nor  Dr.  Huntington  had  ever  investigated  keep  St.  John's  Chapel  open  for  religious  ser- 
the  condition  of  the  people  of  St.  John's  vices.  The  litigation,  however,  is  likely  to  be 
nor  the  woric  being  done  there,  yet  they  de-  long  continued  and  very  bitter.  On  the  side 
fended  the  action  of  Trinity  as  being  "  in  the  of  the  people  the  cost  of  the  cases  will  have 
interests  of  the  Christian  religion,"  to  quote  to  be  raised  by  general  subscription  where 
from  Dr.  Huntington.  The  Churchman  says  money  is  not  plentiful:  but  it  will  cost  the  ves- 
of  these  three  statements:  trymen  personally  not  one  cent;  they  will  use 

"  But    the   distinguishing   characteristic   of  the  ready  money  of  the  church — ^which  comes 

the  three  statements  is  that  nothing  is  said  of  out  of  the  rentals  from  the  very  neighborhood 

the  people  in  St.  John's  parish,  of  their  rights,  served   by  St.    John's   Chapel.     Their   chief 

of  their  hopes  or  of  their  souls.     Even  the  lawyer  is  himself  a  vestryman,  paid  by  the 

appeals  that  have  been  made  in  their  behalf  vestry. 
have    been    ignored.     What    religion    means 

under  such  conditions,  the  public  are  left  to  RewultM  of  thm  Agitation  againut  Trinity 

guess." 

Not  having  investigated,  neither  these  men  Several    excellent    results,    however,    have 

nor  the  Rector  of  Trinity,  could  know  the  real  come  out  of  the  agitation.     First,  Trinity  cor- 

love  with  which  many  of  the  members  of  St.  poration  has  shown  the  first  evidence  in  its 

John's  clung  to  their  chapel.     Here  is  the  brief  history  that  it  feels  any  responsibility  to  the 

story  of  one  of  the  communicants:  public.     It  has  issued  its  first  public  report, 

"I  have  been  a  regular  member  ana  con-  defending  its  position  in  closing  St.  John's 
tributor  of  St.  John's  Chapel,  in  good  standing,  Chapel,  and  giving  its  first  financial  statement, 
for  more  than  twenty-five  years.  The  religious  It  has  also  declared  its  purpose  of  doing  away 
life  largely  of  my  immediate  family  has  been  with  the  old  tenements  as  rapidly  as  possible 
connected  with  St.  John's  Chapel.  My  only  and  improving  the  land  with  new  buildings, 
brother  was  confirmed  there  and  he  died  It  has  also  decided  to  open  St.  John's  Chapel 
twenty-two  years  ago  and  his  funeral  services  on  week-days,  and  provide  noon  revival  ser- 
were  held  there.  My  sister  was  a  communi-  vices  for  the  people  of  the  neighborhood, 
cant  at  St.  John's  Chapel,  she  was  confirmed  I  have  talked  with  many  of  the  people  con- 
there,  and  was  married  in  that  church.  My  nected  with  Trinity  in  various  capacities:  I 
mother  was  confirmed  there;  she  died  about  found  them  all  disturbed — indeed,  astonished, 
fourteen  years  ago,  and  her  funeral  services,  >  perplexed,  and  unable  to  account  for  the 
also,  where  held  in  that  church.  In  that  extent  and  violence  of  the  public  agitation, 
church  I  met  my  wife,  who  was  baptized  and  One  of  them  said  it  was  "  jealousy  of  the  wealth 
confirmed  there,  and  our  marriage  ceremony  of  Trinity";  another  blamed  the  clergy  of 
was  performed  in  that  church,  and  our  two  St.  John's;  another  laid  it  up  to  "agitators." 
children  have  been  baptized  there,  and  one  of  They  did  not  seem  to  understand,  to  have 
them,  my  boy,  is  at  present  a  choir-boy  in  any  grasp  of  the  new  spiritual  impulses 
St.  John's  Chapel.    My  wife  and  I  have  both  which  are  permeating  our  common  life — the 
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new  democracy,   if  you   will — and  they  are  spond  to  its  inspiration:  it  is  found  among 

yielding  just  as  they  have  in  the  past,  grudg-  common  men  and    women   everywhere.     As 

ingly,  without  vision.     They  are  paralyzed  by  ever,  it  demands,  not   observances,  nor  doc- 

their  own  wealth  and  the  pride  of  their  tradi-  trines,  nor  a  habitation  in    magnificent  tem- 

tions.     They  would  like  to  improve  things —  pies — but  self-sacrifice  and  a  contrite  heart, 
a  little — ^but  they  do  not  see  that  the  whole        Thus   earnest   men   in   Trinity   find   their 

aristocratic,    feudalistic    system    upon    which  efforts   paralyzed    by   wealth    and    tradition, 

they  are  operating  belongs  to  a  past  age,  that  They  are  very  far  away  from  life:  these  poor 

religion  is  not  charity,  but  justice  and  brotherly  men  of  Trinity;  they  have  not  felt  the  thrill 

love.     They  are  not  ready  to  make  the  self-  and  inspiration  of  the  new  time.     By  and  by 

sacrifice  necessary,   in  the  highest  sense,  to  they  will  find  it  impossible  to  listen  to  beautiful 

save  the  life  of  their  church.  and  costly  music,  which  they  have  not  paid  for, 

It  is,  indeed,  not  at  all  surprising  to  hear  the  without  thinking  of  the  people  of  the  tene- 

clergymen  of  rich  and  doctrine-bound  churches,  ments,  and  of  the  men  and  women  and  the 

strike    the    note    of    disheartenment.     They  little  children  thei;p"who  must  work  long  hours 

themselves  often  work  hard,  with  a  passionate  at  low  wages,  and  out  of  whose  small  earnings 

earnestness  of  devotion,  but  they  do  not  get  comes  the  money  to  pay  for  that  music.     And 

spiritual  results.   The  church  is  not  holding  its  they  will  see  the  absurdity  of  taking  from 

own;  people  avoid  the  church.     The  clergy  the   people    of    the    tenements    and     giving* 

wonder    why;  they  ask  vainly,  "What  is  the  nothing   back  —  save   empty    homilies.     "It 

matter  with  the  church?"    It  even  seems  to  will  become  a  matter  of  wonder  that  there 

some  of  them  that  religion  itself  is  decaying,  should  ever  have  existed  those  who  thought  it 

But  religion  is  not  decaying:  it  is  only  the  admirable  to  enjoy  without  working,  at  the 
church.  More  religion  is  to  be  found  in  our  expense  of  others,  who  worked  without 'en- 
life  to-day  than  ever  beforie,  more  hearts  re-  joying." 


An   Ode   to   Sky-Climbers 

©y  Harry   H.    K.emp 


Climb,  sky-men,  climb  above  the  lessening  -world 
^Vitk  all  tbe  city's  million  roofs  belo-w,       ^ 

And  catch  the  red-hot  rivets,  de^ly  hurled. 

And  drive  them  home  with  hammers,  hlo-w  on  hlotir; 

And,  to  the  under-whistle^s  tiny  scream. 
Ride,  as  upon  some  huge  ungainly  steed. 

Into  the  sky  the  cable-lifted  beam 

AVhich  quivers  in  the  -wind  as  doth  a  reed. 

Heroes  you  are  who  need  no  drums  to  urge, 
Heroes  ^vho  ask  no  laurel,  should  you  die 

Balanced  aloft  where  tempests  heat  and  surge. 
Half-vanished  in  the  great  blue-doming  sky! 

For  (more  heroic  than  the  battle-rage 

Which  animates  the  olden  poet's  lay) 
There  in  a  task  Homeric  you  engage 

Without  the  strut  and  tinsel  of  a  play! 


A  Young  Instructo/ 
and  His  Big  Dream 

The  Story  of  an  Educational  Suggestion  That  Worked  Out 

By  E  F.  DU  BRUL 

Chairman  of  the  Committee  on  Engineering  College, 
Board  of  Directors,  University  of  Cincinnati 
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A  FEW  years  ago,  a  young  fellow  worked 
as  a  blue  print  boy  in  a  Pennsylvania 
bridge  shop,  became  a  draftsman,  then 
went  to  coUege,  graduating  as  a  Bachelor 
of  Science  in  Civil  Engineering.  He  went 
back  to  the  bridge  works,  worked  there  for  a 
few  years,  and  then  returned  to  his  college  as  an 
instructor.  His  teaching  work  interested  him, 
but  with  class  after  class  he  was  worried  about 
one  thing.  The  classes  would  struggle  along 
with  their  work,  and  though  managing  to  pass 
examinations,  no  matter  how  plain  the  instruct- 
ors had  made  their  courses,  most  of  the  students 
had  only  a  very  hazy  notion  of  what  they  were 
actually  about  and  did  not  thoroughly  under- 
stand their  lessons.  Yet  in  each  class,  some 
students  never  failed  fully  to  benefit  from  the 
course  and  never  failed  to  secure  good  positions 
pn  graduation.  Investigating  the  matter  In- 
structor Schneider  found  these  students  to  be 
such  as  came  to  college  after  they  had  gained 
some  practical  experience  by  working  for  a 
living.  When  such  chaps  came  to  college, 
they  knew  what  the  professors  meant  when  they 
used  technical  terms,  and  their  practical  ex- 
perience enabled  them  to  pick  and  choose  dur- 
ing their  course,  to  discard  some  of  the  lore 
handed  out  by  the  professors  as  real  knowledge 
and  thoroughly  to  assimilate  what  was  really 
worth  while. 

Another  thought  came  to  Instructor 
Schneider.  He  knew  that  the  bridge  com- 
pany not  only  turned  out  a  product,  but  fol-. 
lowed  the  product  up  to  see  that  it  was  satis- 
factory. In  this  way  the  producer  got  many  a 
good  point  from  the  user  of  his  product,  and 
the  product  was  increasingly  better  for  this 
knowledge.  But  curiously  enough,  educational 
institutions,  just  knowledge  factories,   so  to 


speak,  paid  no  attention  to  the  users  of  their 
product.  Of  course  the  knowledge  factories 
didn't  have  to  go  out  and  sell  their  products. 
The  products  had  to  go  out  and  sell  themselves. 
Neither  did  the  knowledge  factories  have  to 
concern  themselves  with  dividends.  They  h^ 
been  left  endowments  whose  income  was  to  be 
spent  and  it  was  spent,  and  no  one  thought  of 
asking  if  the  products  were  worth  what  they 
cost. 

How  the  idea  Happened  to  Strike  Mr,  Schneider 

Instructor  Schneider  had  a  hard  business 
head  and  began  to  inquire.  Every  user  told 
him  that  the  products  of  the  knowledge  fac- 
tories were,  on  the  whole,  of  rather  poor  quality, 
considering  the  money  spent  on  them.  Almost 
every  user  complained  that  though  they  needed 
the  products  in  their  business,  they  had  a  lot  of 
trouble  getting  a  good  kind,  and  of  the  large 
annual  production,  only  a  few  were  just  right. 
One  large  user  even  went  so  far  as  never  to  at- 
tempt to  use  an  ordinary  graduate  until  he  had 
been  hammered  into  really  usable  condition  by 
other  employers,  this  process  needing  about 
two  years  out  of  college.  Yet  this  user  had 
noted  the  existence  of  the  same  exceptional 
sort  that  Instructor  Schneider  had  noted,  the 
fellows  who  had  been  at  real  work  before  they 
went  to  college.  That  kind  was  useful  as 
soon  as  turned  out  on  the  market.  All  of  the 
users  agreed  that  the  thing  noticeably  wanting 
in  most  of  the  graduates  was  practical  knowl- 
edge. 

The  employers  wanted  men  who  could  do 
things.  To  run  a  shop  right  a  man  must  know 
how  to  do  things  the  shop  does,  and  he  can 
learn  only  by  doing  them  himself,  not  by  read- 
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ing  about  it.  Yet  the  graduate  who  does  not  there  wasn't  enough  of  it  to  be  academic,  so 
know  how  to  do  things  expects  to  step  right  into  Instructor  Schneider  went  to  Cincinnati  as 
a  high  salary  and  direct  men  who  have  been  at  Professor  of  Civil  Engineering, 
real  work  all  their  lives.  As  his  employer  can-  First  he  had  to  put  his  own  courses  in  ship- 
not  see.it  in  that  light,  the  graduate  feels  pe^v-  shape  order,  and  this  took  a  little  time.  In  the 
ish  and  abused,  M  because  he  has  such  a  vast  meanwhile  the  University  of  Cincinnati  se- 
store  of  book  learning  about  the  way  things  cured  a  new  president,  one  who  was  not  aca- 
should  be  done.  Instructor  Schneider  thought  demic  either.  He  had  been  a  chemist  and  an 
after  a  while  that  it  was  rather  a  ridiculous  assistant  secretary  of  agriculture  and  had  done 
(thing  to  try  to  prepare  young  men  for  com-  things. 

mercial  production  by  religiously  withdrawing  President  Dabney  wanted  to  build  up  the 
them  for  four  years  from  all  contact  with  the  Engineering  College  of  this  University,  but 
work  and  men  they  were  fitting  themselves  to  there  was  no  money  for  shops  and  things.  So 
direct.  This  man  Schneider  also  realized  that  Professor  Schneider  explained  his  Big  Dream 
the  ordinary  graduate  on  leaving  college  is  of  to  the  president  and  the  president  told  him  to  go 
an  age  and  habit  of  mind  that  prevent  him  out  and  tell  it  to  the  manufacturers,  the  users  of 
going  back  to  learn  the  elementary  things  of  the  his  product,  and  also  to  the  Faculty,  the  makers 
practical  and  business  side  of  his  career.  He  is  of  his  product.  President  Dabney  not  l)eing 
ashamed  to  ask  the  foolish  questions  that  alone  academic,  was  willing  to  give  it  a  trial, 
draw  out  the  knowledge  possessed  by  others.  Among  the  faculty  there  was  but  little  en- 
He  also  realized  that  not  in  college  was  such  couragement.  Only  a  few  of  them  bad  been 
knowledge  to  be  acquired.  No  college  can  out  of  a  job  themselves  and  only  to  those  few 
give  to  the  "  man-oflF-the- job "  the  human  did  the  scheme  seem  good.  To  the  others,  it 
sense  required  to  handle  labor,  nor  the  busi-  was  not  academic.  Among  the  manufacturers 
ness  sense  to  work  out  every  day  methods  of  his  success  was  better,  but  here,  too,  he  met 
propduction.  This  takes  much  time  at  practical  many  rebuffs.  Those  who  had  no  college 
work  and  comes  only  to  the  "  man-on-the  job. "  training  and  who  had  tried  college  men  with 

So  young  Schneider  thought  and  thought  and  poor  results   thought   it  was  too   academic, 

as  young  men  do,  he  dreamed  his  "Big  Dream, "  Others,  who,  though  trained  in  the  old  college 

a  plan  that  would  combine  the  advantages  of  ways  had  survived  their  training,  thought  with 

both  school  and  shop,  leaving  each  to  give  the  the  faculty,  that  it  was  not  academic.     Some 

student  the  best  it  could,  without  detracting  others  thought  it  just  the  thing,  still  others  were 

one  from  the  other;  but  both,  in  combination,  dubiously  willing  to  try  it  out. 

turning  out  the  desired  product:  a  scientific  Finally  the  faculty  consented  to  try  the  plan, \ 

engineer    with    practical    work-a-day    shop  because  it  offered  their  only  chance  to  build  up 

knowledge.  the    Engineering    College.     Some    of    them 

He  went  to  his  superiors  to  explain  his  Big  feared  they  would  be  burdened  with  a  lot  of 

Dream.    But  why  should  a  mere  instructor  tobacco-chewing  boiler  makers.    Then,  too,^ 

dare  dream  a  Big  Dream?    Besides,  it  was  about  this  time,  the  Board  of  Directors  had 

revolutionary.     It  was  different.    No  one  had  some  new  additions,  all  business  men  to  whom 

ever  done  it  that  way.    Filially  because  it  the  scheme  appealed,  and  not  being  academic, 

really  hitched  the  school  and  shop  abreast  they  wanted  the  plan  tried.     Enough  manu- 

instead  of  tandem,  it  would  spoil  the  fine  scho-  facturers   consented   to  do   their  part,   even 

lastic  atmosphere.    No  matter  that  even  team-  though  they  feared  they  would  be  burdened 

sters  long  ago  abandoned  tandem  hitching  as  with  a  lot  of  ^^  Rackety  Rax'' boys, 

inefficient  and  clumsy.     This  plan  was  not  The  University  was  to  give  the  boys  an  en-  ^ 

academic  and  that  settled  it.  gineering  course,  and  the  employers  were  to 

give  them  an  apprenticeship.    The  boys  had 

Whmrm  the  Plan  Wom  Firmt  Tried  to  do  all  the  college  work  any  other  student  did, 

and  had  to  have  all  the  entrance  requirements 

One  day,  however,  Instructor  Schneider  had  that  any  other  student  had.    They  had  to  do 

two  offers  to  go  elsewhere  to  teach.     One  was  all  the  shop  work  that  any  other  apprentice  did, 

from  a  large  state  university,  located  in  a  coun-  and  had  to  take  all  the  shop  medicine  any  other : 

try  town  out  West.    The  other  was  from  the  apprentice  got.    Nobody  played  any  favorites. 

University  of  Cincinnati.    The  State  Univer-  Of  course  it  couldn't  all  be  done  in  four  years, 

sity  offered  the  better  salary,  but  the  Univer-  because  both  the  CoUege  Course  and  the  Fac- 

sity  of  Cincinnati  seemed  to  offer  the  better  tory  Course  took  four  years  each.    But  then 

field.     It's  Engineering  Department  was  new  the  College  Course  had  long  vacations,  nearly 

and  small.    It  was  not   academic    because  four  months  each  year,  and  it  bad  a  lot  of ''Near 
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Shop"  work  in  it  that  needn't  be  in  this  new       Having  his  choice  from  so  many,  Professor 

course.  Schneider,  now  Dean  of  the  Engineering  Col- 

An  ordinary  course  has  two  kinds  of  students  lege,  naturally  secures  the  very  best  type  of 

— those  who  "  go  "  to  college  and  those  who  are  young  men.     While  other  colleges  are  seeking 

"  sent. "    Professor  Schneider  figured  on  elim-  students,  taking  in  many  triflers,  and  helping 

inating  the  kind  that  are  sent,  and  by  elimi-  them  through  a  course,  graduating  them  only 

nating  the  drags  that  held  classes  back,  he  knew  to  be  failures  in  Engineering,  if  not  in  life,  Dean 

that  the  others  could  do  more  and  better  work.  Schneider  is  carefully  culling  his  few  students 

So  the  course  was  arranged  for  six  years,  and  from  a  great  number  of  deserving,  serious, 

mechanical,  electrical,  and  chemical  manufac-  creditable  young  men  of  the  highest  type  to  be 

turers  opened  their  doors  to  the  student  ap-  found  an)rwhere.     He  has  no  triflers — for  no-  \ 

prentices.  where  else  can  such  an  education  be  had  and 

The  boys  are  hired  in  pairs,  so  that  they  can  the  student  be  paid  nearly  $2,000  while  taking 

attend  the  University  every  other  week,  alter-  it.     If  they  fail  at  the  shops,  they  lose  their  edu- 

nating  with  their  work  in  the  shop.     In  this  cational  chance  at  the  University.     If  they  fail 

way,  the  shop  suflFers  but  little  inconvenience,  at  school,  they  lose  their  jobs.     If  they  gradu-  ^ 

always  having  one  apprentice  of  the  pair  at  the  ate,  their  future  is  assured, 
shop.     On  Saturday  morning  the  one  attending        Dean  Schneider  does  not  ask  himself,  "  Can 

school  that  week  reports  to  the  shop  to  get  the  I  induce  this  boy  to  enter  my  courses  ? "   He 

run  of  the  work  his  "buddy"  is  doing,  that  it  must  and  does  ask,  "Is  this  boy  worth  while 

may  continue  without  hitch  on  Monday.     In  spending  time  and  money  on?"  Funds  are  so 

this  way  the  boys  learn  to  teach  workmen  by  limited — shop  openings  so  few  in  comparison 

teaching  each  other.  to  the  number  clamoring  for  admission  that  to 

be  a  Co-operative  Student  Apprentice  at  the 

Blexk  and  Blae — the  New  College  Colon  University  of  Cincinnati  is  a  mark  of  the  high- 
est distinction. 

It  wasn't  easy  to  get  together  the  first  class  to  "  Make  Good. "  That  is  the  official  motto 
try  out  the  Big  Dream.  The  boys  had  to  have  of  the  course,  and  the  boys  are  making  good, 
a  stiff  high  school  diploma  to  enter  the  Uni-  "Black  and  Blue"  are  their  colors,  and  very 
versity,  and  most  boys  with  high  school  di-  appropriate,  for  many  a  hard  knock  they  got 
plomas  don't  want  to  do  greasy  shop  work,  before  they  made  good  in  the  eyes  of  all  con- 
Some  of  that  kind  applied,  but  when  they  cemed.  They  are  not  a  lot  of  tobacco-chewing  i 
found  that  they  were  expected  to  start  work  at  hoodlums  as  some  of  the  faculty  feared  they 
the  7  A.  M.  whistle  and  work  ten  hours  a  day,  would  be,  but  the  best,  the  manliest,  the  de- 
they  just  couldn't,  so  there.  Others,  though  centest  lot  of  students  ever  gathered  together 
willing  were  not  robust  enough  because  the  first  anywhere,  and  so  do  the  faculty  unanimously 
lessons  in  shop  work  were  on  the  art  of  wheeling  testify. 

sand  in  a  foyndry,  demonstrated  and  perfected       They  are  not  a  lot  of  "Mollycoddles"  as 

by  practical  exercise  of  several  weeks.  some  employers  feared  they  might  be,  but  the 

Incidentally,  though  these  boys  might  read  of  best,  the  most  intelligent,  and  steadiest  lot  of 

Parlor  Socialists  who  don't  really  count,  jivhen  apprentices  ever  collected,  and  so  do  their 

the  student   becomes   the   "  boss-on-the-job "  employers  unanimously  agree.     Against  prej- 

he  will  pretty  weU  know  the  point  of  view  of  the  udices  of  fellow  workmen,  foremen,  superin- 

Wheelbarrow  Socialist,  who  does  count.  tendents,  employers,  educators,  the  boys  have 

The  first  class  was  started  July  i,  1906,  with  done  their  noble  share  in  carrying  to  a  success- 

44  neophytes  out  of  70  inquirers.     After  a  ful  demonstration    the  Big  Dream  of  their 

summer's  steady  work,  some  of  them  didn't  young  Dean,  whom  they  honor  and  love, 
want  to  be  that  kind  of  engineer  so  they  went  off 

to  other  engineering  schools,  but  28  of  them  Changes  Right  Down  the  Line 

entered  the  University. 

Theseconddassstarted  July  i,i9o7,andout       Now  as  to  the  ultimate  results.    The  suc- 

of  800  inquirers,  60  entered  the  shops  for  a  cess  of  the  Schneider  plan  of  Co-operative 

summer's  probation,  and  of  these  44  made  Education  means  that  several  things  are  bound 

good  and  entered  the  University  in  the  fall.  to  happen.     It  means  revolution  all  along  the 

The  third  class  was  culled  from  2,000  in-  line  of  industrial  education.    The  Engineering 

quirers.     Work  was  slack  during  1908,  but  College  of  the  future  will  not  be  out  on  a  farm, 

60  of  the  2,000  found  places  in  the  shops  in  nor  in  a  country  town.     It  will  be  in  an  indus- 

July  and  of  these  52  entered  the  University  in  trial  center  where  it's  students  can  serve  their 

September.  time  as  apprentices.     It  is  as  wrong  to  put  an 
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engineering  college  on  a  farm  as  to  put  an  sequence  deplorably  and  additionally  femin- 

agricultural  college  on  a  dty  block.  ized  in  their  courses  and  in  their  faculties,  even 

The  Engineering  CoU^e  of  the  future  will  though  some  members  of  the  faculty  do  wear 
not  have  extensive  "  Play  Shops. "    The  money  trousers  rather  than  petticoats, 
now  sunk  in  such  shops,  antiquated  and  almost        Further  criticism  of  this  latter  condition  later 
useless  in  a  few  years — will  in  future  be  put  into  led  to  the  introduction  of  so  called  manual 
brains,  and  the  colleges  will  pay  better  for  the  training  as  a  sop  to  those  who  demand  some- 
talent  they  need,  but  don't  usually  have  under  thing  practical  in  schools.    B^t  manual  train-] 
present  conditions.     It  takes  practical  men  to  ing,  as  now  conducted,  is  itself  feminized.     It  \ 
teach  practical  boys  and  practical  men  draw  is  not  vocational,  in  fact  the  educational  world 
big  salaries  in  shops.  has  always  fought   hard   against  vocational 

Engineering  Colleges  can't  pay  them  now,  training  and  in  favor  of  purely  cultural  work, 

and  they  don't  get  the  practical  teachers,  but  And  so  manual  traim'ng  is  now  merely  cultural.' 

when  they  really  try  to  produce  the  educational  It  makes  a  lot  of  kid-glove  boys  who  disdain 

goods  demanded,  the  funds  will  be  forthcoming  labor  in  a  real  shop  because  their  manual 

from  those  demanding  the  goods.    Professors  training  teacher  never  having  been  a  laborer 

in  the  future  will  need  shop  references  as  well  as  has  no  actual  sympathy  with  the  dignity  of 

college  references  before  they  will  be  called  to  labor  of  which  so  much  is  glibly  prated, 
faculty  chairs.  On  account  of  the  failure  of  all  this  cultural 

method,  manual  training  included,  comes  the 

"Kid'Clifoe  Boy"  Won't  Be  So  P6palar  demand    for    trade    schools.    But    if    trade 

schools  are  to  be  run  by  those  who  have  cul- 

Something  of  this  also  affects  the  other  col-  turized  manual  training  the  manufacturer 
leges  as  well  as  the  Engineering  College,  even  must  continue  to  look  elsewhere  for  his  artizans, 
to-day  at  the  University  of  Cincinnati.  The  for  lo!  the  trades  too  will  be  culturized  to  the 
other  faculties  are  impressed  with  the  supe-  vanishing  point.  Curiously  this  has  happened 
riority  both  in  mentality  and  morals  of  the  co-  to  the  trade  school  already  in  too  many  in- 
operative students.    They,  too,  begin  to  feel  a  stances. 

stimulus,  a  necessity  of  more  careful  selection       A  school  is  called  a  trade  school,  but  very 

of  students.    Medical  faculties  all  over  the  few  trades  are  professedly  taught,  generally  the 

country  have  gradually  weeded  out  undesirable  trades  of  machinist,  patternmaker,  molder,  or 

and  useless  material  by  more  and  more  strin^  Carpenter.    But  the  trade  sqhools  put  so  much 

gent    selection.    Law    faculties    are    not    so  emphasis  on  drawing  that  a  boy  entering  to 

stringent.    Academic  faculties  are  the  most  lax  become  a  good  machinist  graduates  a  poor 

of  all.    But  why  should  it  be  so  ?  Why  spoil  a  draftsman,  or  entering  to  become  a  carpenter 

good  dry-goods  clerk  to  make  a  poor  lawyer  or  graduates  a  low-grade  architect.    The  kid- 

a   poor   teacher,   or   an   educated   good-for-  glove  end  is  too  prominent.    Good  machinists 

nothing,  as  are  too  many  of  our  A.  B.'s?  Why  are  scarce  at  $3.00  per  day.    Poor  draftsmen 

tolerate  an  elective  system  that  allows  an  im-  are  all  too  plentiful  at  a  doUar  and  half, 
mature  boy  or  girl  to  browse  through  a  number         ' 

of    elective    courses    accumulating    a    stated  The  Hand  and  the  Mind 

quantum  of  totally  unrelated  credits,  sufficient  ^ 

to  secure  a  collegiate  degree,  but  totally  unavail-        In   Cincinnati,    Professor   Schneider's   Big 

able  in  assisting  the  graduate  in  any  manner  to  Dream  is  changing  all  that.     In  that  city  8,567 

support  himself  by  earning  an  honest  living?  pupils  are  enrolled  in  the  first  grade,  447  in 

Of  course,  such  as  are  able  to  gamer  such  a  the  tenth  \^en  the  children  reach  an  age  when 

degree  are  generally  supported  by  their  fond  the  laws  allow  them  to  go  to  work.    Most  of 

parents  during  and  after  their  college  years,  but  these  children  who  drop  out  are  swallowed  up 

is  it  wise  social  economy  for  colleges  to  lend  by  the  industrial  life  of  the  city  and  thereafter 

themselves  as  much  as  they  do,  to  such  per-  obtain  no  instruction  except  what  they  might 

nicious  sciolism?  get   in   night   high   schools.    Before  leaving 

A  revolution  in  high  school  methods  is  fol-  school,  they  get  practically  no  instruction  in 

lowing  on  the  heels  of  the  technical  college  industrial  efficiency  nor  any  to  help  them  to 

revolution.    High  schools  have  been,  primarily,  make  a  living. 

preparation  schools  for  academic  colleges.  Yet  education  should  make  good  citizens 
Criticbm  of  this  attitude  has  largely  made  them  and  the  first  duty  of  the  good  citizen  is  to  sup- 
worse,  by  making  them  imitation  colleges  of  a  port  himself  on  the  highest  step  of  the  indus- 
lower  academic  grade,  largely  literary,  appeal-  trial  ladder  to  which  he  is  fairly  capable  of  at- 
ing  more  to  the  feminine  element  and  as  a  con-  taining.    Education,  therefore,  should  provide 
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/plans  for  assisting  the  youth  in  his  industrial 
efforts  by  giving  him  practical  instruction  both 
kluring  his  school  days  and  after  he  enters  in- 
dustrial life. 

It  is  impossible,  even  if  desirable,  to  organ- 
ize trade  schools  of  all  kinds  for  the  thousands 
who  enter  industrial  life.  Millions  of  dollars 
would  be  locked  up  in  shops  and  equipment, 
and  yet  fail  of  the  desired  end,  as  other  trade 
schools  fail  to-day.  The  mechanic  is  trained 
in  the  shop,  and  is  not  now,  never  was,  and 
never  will  be  trained  in  the  school.  Yet  the 
school  can  give  much  directly  useful  instruc- 
tion that  the  shop  cannot  give,  and  this  again 
means  co-operation.  Professor  Schneider's  Big 
^  Dream.  Hitch  the  shop  and  the  school  abreast 
for  all  classes  of  workers  from  the  lowest  to  the 
'^highest.  Arrange  part  time  schedules  to  fit 
the.  cases  presented.  Let  the  shop  teach  the 
\  hand,  and  the  school  the  mind.  Many  a  child 
can  attend  school  part  time  if  it  earns  money 
the  rest  of  the  time.  Many  a  parent  will  make 
sacrifices  to  increase  the  child's  efficiency  pro- 
vided that  a  school  is  so  planned  as  to  give  in  a 
part-time  scheme,  a  course  directly  valuable  to 
a  child  at  work,  earning  some  or  all  of  its 
living. 

Ctfod  for  Our  Country  as  Weil  a»  Our  Boys 

Professor  Schneider's  Big  Dream  is  at  work 
in  Cincinnati.  The  high  schools  are  better 
because  of  his  Dream  Come  True.  The  City 
High  School  boy  didn't  make  good  in  the  Co- 
operative Course.  It  was  up  to  the  city  high 
schools  to  find  out  the  remedy  and  apply  it.  A 
bitter  pill,  but  good  medicine.  They,  too,  will 
make  good  after  a  while.  The  shop  boy  who 
cannot  be  an  engineer  becomes  a  better  me- 
chanic by  contact  with  the  student  apprentice. 


and  so  on  up  the  line  in  the  shop  and  down  the 
line  in  the  school. 

And  finally  the  Big  Dream  means  the  capture 
and  maintenance  in  our  country  of  the  eco- 
nomic supremacy  of  the  world.  How  so? 
Because  it  is  essentially  democratic,  possibly 
only  in  democratized  industry.  It  is  impos- 
sible in  Europe,  where  society  even  in  the  shop 
is  stratified  and  where  no  straight  path  opens 
from  bottom  to  top.  European  engineers  are 
of  a  class  that  scorn  to  serve  a  greasy  appren- 
ticeship and  take  the  Black  and  Blue  that  goes 
with  it. 

But  here  we  do  it,  and  honor  him  who  does 
it.  Here  in  truth  we  realize  not  only  the  dignity 
of  labor,  but  its  inestimable  value.  The 
co-operative  graduate  engineer  directing  the  co- 
operatively educated  mechanic  wiU  produce 
goods  with  machinery  designed  by  the  "  man- 
on-the-job  "  at  a  price  that  no  other  nation  can 
meet,  simply  because  the  social  institutions  of 
no  other  nation  will  permit  of  the  same  kind  of 
training.     Social  institutions  linger  long. 

All  of  these  things  follow  from  a  dream  of  the 
young  instructor  who  was  not  academic  and 
who  even  to-day  is  considered  just  a  little  queer 
among  academicians  because,  forsooth,  he  has 
no  Doctor's  degree,  nor  yet  even  a  Master's. 
Being  so  busy,  he  never  had  time  to  go  through 
the  necessary  red  tape  and  so  remains  only  a 
plain  Bachelor  of  Science  in  Civil  Engineering. 

Yet  it  is  not  improbable  that  in  recognition 
of  the  service  he  has  done  her,  the  University 
of  Cincinnati  may  at  no  distant  day  honor  her- 
self by  honoring  him  with  a  Doctor's  degree. 
Then  will  be  soothed  the  souls  of  those  who 
now  look  at  him  askance,  and  in  all  eyes  Pro- 
fessor Schneider  and  his  Dream  will  attain  to 
the  dignity  of  being  quite  academic.  Even  so, 
it  and  he  have  both  "  Made  Good. " 
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I  FORGET  who  the  clever,  ugly  Frenchman  absurdly,  he  was  shy;  almost  as  incredibly  his 
was  who  asked  only  ten  minutes'  start  of  shyness  was  a  force  that  made  for  instant 
the  handsomest  man  in  Europe.  I  believe  popularity.  In  much  less  than  half  an  hour 
that  Archibold  Cameron  would  have  been  we  all  meant,  earnestly,  to  give  him  a  good 
quicker;  I  believe  that  he  would  have  done  time,  and  meanwhOe  he  gave  us  one,  for  for- 
with  six  minutes.  I  saw  him  hypnotize  a  din-  getting  himself,  he  talked  like  a  fairy  story, 
ner  party  in  about  so  much.  He  slid  into  the  He  told  us  in  a  commonplace,  choppy  way,  in 
room  where  we  stood  assembled,  waiting  for  the  loveliest  pure  voice,  in  burring  Scottish 
him,  half  apologetically,  half  respectfully,  as  speech,  of  things  which  one  reads,  without  a 
if  he  knew  himself  inadequate  to  look  at,  but  twinge  of  realizing,— and  we  lived  them  as  he 
as  if  he  did  not  want  to  come  to  begin  with,  told.  He  talked  casually  about  elephant 
and  it  was  none  of  our  business  if  he  was  long  shooting  on  the  Zambesi;  he  spun  a  merry 
and  drooping  and  weather-beaten  and  his  tale  of  pig-sticking  with  a  lady  whose  hair 
clothes  needed  pressing.  With  blue  eyes  came  down  and  who  rolled  off  her  pony  and 
dropped,  with  a  sun-faded  mustache  and  a  would  not  let  him  stop  to  pick  her  up, — and 
British  air  of  saying  "  Tell  me  what  you  think  we  felt  a  glow  of  comradeship  with  that 
and  I'll  disagree  with  you,"  he  made  a  rapid  plucky  woman.  Then  he  made  us  laugh  as  if 
bow  to  each  one  of  us  and  was  silent  and  .  at  an  episode  of  the  Bowery,  over  a  llfe-and- 
defied  us.  death  stampede  he  had  done  on  a  lame  horse 
Mrs.  McDonald,  our  hostess,  had  talked  out  of  a  Thibet  stronghold.  It  was  the  gossip 
much  of  this  war-correspondent  Scotch  friend  of  his  life  he  was  talking  to  us,  only  Mr. 
who  had  been  into  hot  water  all  over  the  Cameron's  gossip  was  of  the  caliber  of  history. 
world,  wherever  hot  water  and  hot  blood  were  And  in  and  out  of  his  vibrant  voice  shot  mag- 
spilling;  I  felt  a  chill  of.  disappointment  at  netism — the  unexplainable  quality  which  may 
sight  of  the  hero.  But  Mrs.  McDonald  knew  let  all  other  gifts  have  cards  and  spades,  and 
her  affair.  We  went  directly  out  to  dinner;  win  the  game.  And  the  argument  to  this 
the  resentful  one  did  not  lift  a  finger  to  con-  long  preamble  is  only  that  we  listened  with  all 
ciliate  or  amuse  us  and  in  five  minutes  no  one  our  ears  to  whatever  he  said. 
at  the  table  willingly  talked  to  anyone  but  him.  He  said  much,  for  he  liked  to  be  killed,  as 
So  does  personality  triumph  over  manner,  the  other  people,  yet  at  times  the  absurd  shyness 
big  thing  that  a  man  is  over  the  small  things  seized  him,  and  he  flashed  down  the  line  of 
that  he  does.  In  less  than  half  an  hour  we  faces  a  startled  glance,  and  then  his  eyes  dulled 
all  knew  that  this  stranger  who  was  cheerfully  and  dropped  and  he  fell  silent.  And  with 
at  ease  in  an  uncanny  Tartar  camp  or  a  fierce  that  we  must  provoke  the  lion's  roar  again. 
African  village,  was  afraid  of  us.     Incredibly,  It  was  part  of  his  charm,  it  added  an  attrac- 
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tion  to  the  appealing  blue  glance  to  know  that  dress.     Across  the  pink  candle  shades,  in  the 

at  any  second  it  might  be  frosted.  I  half  coaxed  bronze  shadows,  the  black  head  and  olive  face 

him,  half  prodded  him  through  such  a  spasm  were  a  note  of  the  East.     I  saw  Mr.  Cam- 

of  uncertainty,  sitting  sidewise'in  my  chair  to  eron's  quick  eyes  on  him  too,  and  h^  turned 

look  at  him — I  was  placed  next — ^when  the  to  Mrs.  McDonald. 

Japanese  butler  bent  with  a  tray  at  his  left  "That's  not  the  same  Japanese  you  had  two 

hand  and  Mr.   Cameron  did  not  see  it.     I  years  ago?" 

stopped  to  call  his  attention,  and  he  turned,  "How  you  remember!"  she  answered  in 
and  then  instead  of  taking  a  squab  he  threw  surprise.  "  No — oh  no  1  This  is  another.  A 
back  his  head  and  flashed  up  a  smile  at  the  good  little  heathen,  too,  but  nothing  to  the 
little  dark  man  and  slid  off  a  sentence  of  queer  first."  She  sighed.  "Nothing  like  that  will 
sounds.  The  butler  stood  as  if  petrified;  his  ever  happen  to  my  dining-room  again — angels 
masklike  face  twisted  and  he  answered  with  a  don't  come  and  buttle  for  us  twice  in  a  life- 
low  syllable  and  was  gone.  time." 

" What  did  you  say ?"  I  asked.  "What   became  of   him?"   Mr.    Cameron 

"I  merely  told  him,  don't  you  know,  that  asked,  yet  not  as  if  he  cared,  but  to  show 

they  were  making  heroes  of  stuff  like  him  out  decent  interest. 

in  Japan,"  he  answered,  and  fell  to  at  his  "He  went  back  to  Japan — he  said  that  a 

salad.  word  had  come  to  him  that  his  country  needed 

"Merely!"     I     said.     "Merely    a    bomb.  him.     I  don't  know  what  he  meant  I'm  sure, 

Those  little  fellows  are  inflammable  as  tow,  but  I  know  that  no  one  ever  made  the  silver 

they  say.     You'll  be  owing  Mrs.  McDonald  a  look  as  he  did.     Little  gentle  creature,  I  hated 

butler."  to  have  him  travel  alone — I  wanted  to  send  a 

"Dear  me — I  hope  not."  nurse  with  him.     And  such  a  wonder  at  ar- 

And  then  some  one  spoke  to  him  from  the  ranging  flowers.     But  Ishi  is  good — I'm  fond 

other  end  of  the  table,  and  much  too  soon  the  of  Ishi,"  she  said  and  glanced  down  the  room 

dinner  was  over,  and  next  day  the  quiet  hero  where  the  butler's  face  was  a  shadow  painted 

of  many  adventures  was  gone,  no  one  knew  to  on  shadows.     "  How  in  the  world  did  you  ever 

what  hidden  comer  of  the  world.  happen  to  remember  one  Japanese  from  an- 

Two  years  later,  in  December,  1900,  Mrs.  other  after  two  years ?"  she  demanded.   "They 

McDonald  called  me  up  on  the  telephone.  look  to  me  as  if  they  came  .in  sets." 

"Something  good  is  going  to  happen,"  she  "Ah,  that's  just  the  t)rpe,"  answered  Mr. 

said.     "Archie  Cameron  is  coming  Thursday  Cameron.     "They're  quite  as  distinct  as  we 


but  for  only  one  night.    He's  just  from  China,  are  when  once  you  get  to  know  them — even  as 

He  was  in  the  Boxer  trouble  and  got  into  Americans    possibly,    though    that's    hardly 

Pekin  with  the  allied  armies  last  summer.   He  credible,"  and  he  lifted  his  eyes  and  sent  down 

was  awfully  ill — but  I'll  let  him  tell  you  the  the  table  a  luminous  sinile  which  made  each 

rest.    Will  you  come  to  dinner  ?    He's  sure  to  woman  suspect  herself  of  being  the  unforget- 

ask  for  you — he  alwa5rs  does  in  his  letters."  table  one  of  a  unique  nation. 

"  You  don't  need  to  flatter  me,"  I  hurriedly  Everybody  had  forgotten  Ishi  now,  but  the 

threw  down  the  wire.     "  I'll  come  without  urg-  entire  company  was  interested  in  Japanese 

ing — you  couldn't  keep  me  away."  personality.     "  Isn't  it  true  that  they're  more 

Again  I  sat  next  Mr.  Cameron,  and  as  the  alike    than    Anglo-Saxons?"    a   man    asked, 

middle  of  the  dinner  came  around,  as  I  sat  "That  the  same  characteristics  run  through 

turned,  looking  at  him,  behold  again  a  little  the    nation    more    universally?    Take    their 

noiseless  figure  held  a  silver. dish  of  birds  close  courage — it's  all  of  the  same  sort — a  sort  by 

to  his  left  hand,  and  an  expressionless  dark  itself." 

face  bent  over  him.     And  again  he  did  not  £.22.  Mr.  Cameron  considered.     "  They're  quite 

"Look,"  I  told  him.     "You  keep  me  busy,  as  different  as  we  are  individually,  don't  you 

Mr.  Cameron — every  two  years  I  have  to  tell  kn.>w,"   he   insisted.      "  Yet   Japanese   hero- 

you  to  take  a  squab."  ism  is — typically — Japanese   heroism."    The 

He  laughed,  remembering,  and  as  before  he  clearly  enunciated  words  fell  slowly.     "  When 

flashed  up  a  quick  look  at  the  impenetrable  one  of  those  little  chaps  comes  to  offer  up  his 

Oriental  mask,  but  this  time  he  said  nothing  life  he  inevitably  does  it  in  the  national  way. 

— only  helped  himself  to  a  bird.     Ishi,  the  It's  a  good  way.     I  don't  know  but  it's  the 

butler,  passed  down  the  table.     I  watched  finest  way  I've  run  across." 

him  whOe,  with  the  carefid  tenderness  he  has  "  It  isn't  fair  to  make  a  distinction  between 

with  his  eatables,  as  if  handling  something  one  man  who  gives  his  life  and  another.    Dy- 

precious,  he  bent  by  a  woman  in  a  gold-colored  ing  is  the  last  test — ^there's  nothing  farther; 
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one  way  of  dying  can't  be  finer  than  another."  He   stopped;   there   was  silence;   then   he 

I  brought  this  out  in  a  hurry,  impelled  by  an  dropped  his  eyes  and  began  beating  with  his 

unexpected  violence  of  loyalty  to  white  heroes,  carnation.     Some  one  gasped  at  him: 

And  Mr.  Cameron  turned  to  me  with  a  wistful  "You — ^in  the  middle  of  it?" 

smile.  "  Oh  yes,"  Mr.  Cameron  said  in  acommon- 

"Very  good,"  he  said.     "I'm  a  white  man  place  tone,  and  looked  annoyed, 

myself.     All  I  mean  is  that  we  are  subject,  as  "  Did  the  Chinese  fire  at  you  ?"  I  asked, 

a  race,  to  theatrical  manias  in  heroism,  and  "A  bit,"   he   acknowledged,   and    smiled, 

the  Japanese  aren't.     It  doesn't  occur  among  "They  popped  us  from  the  gate  and  the  wall, 

them.    For  instance,  do  you  remember  that  — The  beggars  shelled  us  too.    I  didn't  like  it. 

chap — ^what  was  his  name  ?    Ah — certainly —  You  must  understand  I'd  got  lost  the  day  be- 

Douglas.     The    Black    Douglas?"    He    in-  fore  between  Tung-Chow  and  Pekin,  and  run 

quired  it  of  us  as  of  historical  authorities,  into  the  Japanese,  and  I  stuck  to  them  like  a 

"  He  had  the  heart  of  Bruce  done  up  in  a  silver  brother,  don't  you  see — ^afraid  of  Boxers.     But 

casket,  as  I  recollect,  to  take  to  the  Holy  Land  I  didn't  want  to  go  into  the  attack  at  all.     It 

— didn't  he  ?    And  as  he  went  through  a  battle  was  very  much  against  my  will.     It  frightened 

it  was  his  practice  to  throw  the  casket  forward,  me  badly." 

and  then  fight  his  way  up  to  it.     That  was  a  Everyone  at  the  table  drew  a  breath  and 
theatrical  performance.     It  would  have  served  laughed.    But  we  were  keen  now  to   hear 
him  right  if  an  acquisitive  person  had  made  more.    A  man  spoke  from  the  other  end. 
oflF  with  the  box.     Now  that  sort  of  business  "That's   intensely   interesting,   Mr.    Cam- 
would  have  been  impossible  to  a  Japanese —  eron,"  he  said.     "It  makes  one  want  to  im- 
they  have  better  taste,  don't  you  know.    I  can  pose  on  you  and  ask  questions." 
think  of  a  hundred  instances" — he  stopped  Mr.  Cameron  had  got  back  into  his  shell — 
and  looked  up  at  us  all,  imcertainly,  modestly,  conscious  because  he  felt  the  atmosphere  he 
wondering  quite  plainly  if  he  were  not  talking  had  created.    He  answered  civilly  but  coldly, 
too  much.  "  Oh,  thank  you  very  much." 

"Oh  please  tell  one,  please  tell  one,"  I  The  man  went  on,  impervious  to  the  chill, 
begged.  And  with  that  he  smiled  a  liquid  and  we  all  were  glad.  "  You  talk  about  Jap- 
blue  glance  and  dropped  his  lashes  like  a  girl  anese  acts  of  heroism  you've  seen.  Couldn't 
of  sixteen.  you  tell  us  one?  Most  of  us  here  to-night 
"  It's  a  bit  hard  to  choose,"  he  stammered,  didn't  get  into  Pekin  with  the  allied  armies, 
and  detached  a  loose  pink  carnation  and  beat  and  this  is  a  great  event,  to  hear  about  it  at 
the  cloth  with  it.     And  then  suddenly  his  look  first  hand." 

flashed  up  again,  animated  and  at  ease.  "  By  Mrs.  McDonald,  the  hostess,  put  in  a  word. 
Jove,  I  got  caught  in  the  Japanese  column  as  "There's  no  question,  Mr.  Cameron,  you're  a 
it  advanced  on  the  Chi-ho  gate — the  east  gate  lion  and  you  must  roar  a  little  for  us.  Tell  us 
of  the  Tartar  city."  a  story,  please.  Anything  as  good  as  Ma- 
He  had  forgotten  himself.  There  was  no  caulay's  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome  will  do.  Just 
shyness  now.     The  words  rushed.  some  simple  tale." 

"It  was  much  against  my  will,  don't  you  "By  Jove,"  said  Mr.  Cameron  with  easy, 
know — I  couldn't  help  it,"  he  went  on.  "But  unexpected  boldness,  "there's  plenty  of  mate- 
it  was  inspiring.  Probably  you  know  the  rial  good  enough  for  Macaulay  or  any  other 
Japanese  cry  of  'Banzai' — it  means  literally  chap.  Every  man  there  saw  a  few  things  that 
'  ten  thousand  years.'    They  began  that  slowly  were  remarkable." 

— ^'Banzai — Ban-zai' — ^keeping  time  to  their  ^* That's  what  we  want    Begin,"  Mrs.  Mc- 

march.    And  as  the  pace  quickened,  the '  Ban-  Donald  urged  him.     "  I'U  start  you — ^  Heavy 

zai'    got    faster.     And    louder — ^buder    and  clouds  hung  over  the  great  city  of  Pekin.     It 

faster  and  more  furious.     It  was  an  outlandish  was  the  day  before  the  battle." 

effect,  all  those  foreign  voices  together,  and  "You're  wrong  there,"  he  caught  up  the 

yet  for  all  its'  gaining  impetus,  it  kept  an  thread.     "  It  was  the  very  day  that  the  allies 

undertone  of  ddJberation — of  purpose — ^that  got  in,  the  14th  of  August,  1900.    I  was  with 

made  it  rather  terrible.    Finally  the  column  my  friends  the  Japanese.     I  wasn't  quite  fit, 

was  running,  and  the  welded  shout  of  many  and  they  were  taking  care  of  me — ^their  hos- 

voices  was   like   the  roll  of  water — ^*B'zai,  pital  business  was  capital    However,  they'd 

B'zai,'  like  a  torrent — ^inevitable  and  resistless,  no  idea,  don't  you  see,  of  being  left  out  of  the 

Every  little  brown  man  was  screwed  up  to  the  scrinmiage — ^in  fact  they  had  a  distinct  idea 

last  notch,  teeth  gleaming,  muscles  tight.    In-  that  they'd  be  in  the  front,  so  I  had  to  trot 

camate  vengeances,  human  tigers "  along  with  them.     And  time  was  important. 


"  Tben  At  gale  blew  np  and  (he  delBchmest  wu  killed  U 
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The  Legations  might  be  at  their  last  gasp —  mare    dungeons,    topped    with    the    typical 

we  couldn't  tell.     Any  half  hour  those  white  Chinese  cocked  roof.     Most  extraordinary  af- 

women  and  children  might  fall  into  the  hands  fairs,  really. .  Upon  my  word  I  thought  I  was 

of  the  cruelest  devils  known  to  history.   Plenty  dreaming  when  I  first  saw  the  Tartar  wall  and 

to  hurry  for.  the  Chi-ho  gate. 

"There  were  several  ways  of  getting  into  "As  I  mentioned  just  now  we  pounded 
Pekin,  and  the  Japanese  had  been  told  off  to  away  with  shells  a  good  bit  of  the  day,  and  at 
do  the  march  from  Tung-Chow  by  the  ancient  each  discharge  we  thought  we'd  fetched  it,  but 
paved  road,  and  to  attack  the  east  gate — the  the  old  barrier  stood  it  all,  and  finally  there 
one  I  spoke  of.  The  Chi-ho  gate,  the  Chinese  was  a  pause.  The  Japanese  officers  were 
call  it.  We  had  camped  about  three  miles  puzzled.  The  next  move  was  more  radical — 
from  it,  the  night  of  the  13th,  and  had  got  a  detachment  was  ordered  to  blow  up  the  gate 
soaked  in  a  rain  like  a  mountain  torrent.  I  with  dynamite.  The  little  chaps  ran  forward 
was  feeling  rather  nasty,  but  the  little  soldiers  — under  fire  of  course  from  the  walls — a  pic- 
in  their  wet  white  uniforms  were  as  fit  as  ever  ture  of  soldierly  trimness  in  their  white  uni- 
— tough  little  chaps.  But  Vm  telling  about  forms  and  black  and  yellow  caps,  quick,  but 
taking  the  gate.  At  eight  o'clock  they  made  yet  quite  deliberate.  All  of  them  got  there 
a  rush  on  it — the  one  I  was  just  mentioning —  safe,  and  they  had  the  explosive  fixed  and  the 
and  we  got  awfully  peppered  from  the  walls  fuse  set  in  a  short  time,  and  got  back  without 
and  a  lot  of  shells  burst  among  us.  Yet  we  a  casualty.  But  before  they'd  reached  us  the 
advanced,  sheltering  along  the  roadside,  and  Boxers  from  the  inside  opened  a  wicket  in  the 
it  was  interesting  to  see  volunteer  sharp-  main  gate,  and  two  men  in  the  dirty-blue  cot- 
shooters  rush  out  from  the  ranks  up  to  a  hun-  ton  of  the  Chinese  rank  and  file,  had  slipped 
dred  yards  of  the  gate,  and  empty  their  maga-  through  and  taken  away  the  fuse,  and  slipped 
zines  at  the  Chinese  on  the  walls  and  rush  back  likt  evil  spirits,  in  their  element  with  fire- 
back  before  the  fire  could  be  returned.  The  works—  and  the  wicket  was  barred  again.  We 
quiet  way  they  did  that  was  rather  Japanese,  went  through  that  performance  several  times. 
Of  course  many  of  them  got  potted,"  Mr.  Each  time,  as  quickly  as  our  men  turned  to 
Cameron  added  reflectively,  as  if  talking  about  leave,  out  through  the  wicket  slipped  the  blue 
a  disease  among  chickens.  ghosts,  and  the  work  and  the  danger  went  for 

"  But  about  shelling  the  gate.     I  forgot  to  nothing.     Several  were  killed  in  the  attempts, 

say  that  some  Japanese  artillery  had  come  up  and  presently  it  was  patent  that  there  was 

— four   pieces — and   they   began    shelling   at  nothing  to  be  expected  from  that  plan, 

eight  hundred  yards.     They  kept  that  up  all  "  A  knot  of  Japanese  officers  drew  together, 

day  and  it  was  surprising  how  the  old  affair  close  by  me,  and  consulted.     And  whilst  they 

stood  it.     It's  astonishing  how  many  shells  it  talked  in  low  tones,  in  a  flash  a  soldier,  a  cor- 

took  to  do  any  damage  to  those  antediluvian  poral,  sprang  from  the  ranks  and  saluted,  and 

gates.     Case  after  case  was  brought  up,  the  said  something  rdpidly  to  his  captain — Cajj- 

nose  of  each  shell  screwed  and  inserted  in  the  tain  Yusai  it  was — I  know  him  well.     I  saw 

gun    according    to    Hoyle,    and    discharged,  the  corporal  quite  plainly — he  was  ten  feet 

There  was  a  thundering  lot  of  noise,  splinters  from  me — but  I  didn't  catch  what  he  said.     I 

flew,  the  gates  shook,  but  there  they  stood  speak  the  language  a  little  but  I  can't  follow 

solid    as    ever.     They're    rotten    looking    ar-  when  it's  done  fast.     The  captain's  face  was 

rangements,  those  old  triple  entrances,  bored  as  inscrutable  as  common,  but  yet  I  thought  I 

like  tunnels  into  the  endless,  colossal  wall,  fifty  saw  a  gleam  in  his  eye,  as  if  he  was  gratified, 

feet  high  and  forty  thick,  the  black  forbidding  Then  he  turned,  and  in  a  loud  voice  asked  for 

wall  of  masonry  which  extends  for  miles  clean  volunteers  to  go  to  the  gate  and  protect  the 

around   the   Tartar   city.     It's   an   uncanny,  fuse  till  the  dynamite  exploded — be  blown  up 

heathenish  creation,  that  wall  lifting  out  of  with  the  gate,  you  understand, 

the  black  dust  of  the  desert;  it  gives  a  man  a  "Now    mark    this" — Mr.    Cameron    bent 

shiver.     It's  as  if  it  were  taken  from  some  across  the  table  then,  utterly  forgetful  of  all 

ancient  tale,  as  if  built  by  ogres  or  demons,  to  but  his  story,  and  lifted  a  forefinger  at  us  all. 

guard  evil  riches.     Not  so  far  wrong  either,  "  This  is  one  of  the  reasons  why  I  think  that 

by  Jove.     Pekin  is  a  fantastic  setting  for  half-  all  Japanese  are  heroes — every  man  in  sound 

human  fiends,  to  my  mind.     But  that's  di-  of  the  captain's  voice  wanted  to  go.     Every 

gressing.     The  gates  are  deep  arches  twelve  man.     Yusai  had  to  pick  them,  and  the  ones 

or  fifteen  feet  high,  burrowing  into  the  wall,  who  were  left  looked  as  if  they'd  been  con- 

and  over  each  is  a  preposterous  pile  of  dun-  demned  to  death,  instead  of  their  friends.     A 

geons  of  five  stories  or  so,  extravagant,  night-  squad  of  six  was  quickly  chosen,  and  as  they 


"  You  uked — whal  becune  of— 


y  buli«l" 


Mwxi  ready  to  start  Yusai  whipped  out  his 
little  water  bottle  and  handed  it  to  the  cor- 
poral who'd  invented  the  scheme,  and  the  man 
took  it  and  drank  from  it  as  if  it  had  been  a 
sacrantient.  Which  as  a  matter  of  fact  it  was 
—among  the  Japanese  the  cup  of  pure  water 
i=  administered  to  the  dying  by  his  nearest 
relative,  as  a  manner  of  purification,  I  mean 
to  say,  for  the  next  life.  Then  Yusai  spoke  a 
few  words,  and  the  little  doomed  chaps  listened 
eagerly— you  could  see  that,  for  alt  their  im- 
passive fates. 

■''Vou  have  Hone  well,  men,'  he  said. 
'  You  are  sending  fatherland.  You  go  to 
death,  and  your  country  will  keep  your 
memory.  Out  of  your  dust  will  blossom  the 
flower  of  honor.     Forward  march!' 

■'They  sprang  as  if  going  to  a  fete,  led  bj- 
the  corporal,  and  the  column  as  they  started 
began  singing — first  two  or  three  men,  and 
then  the  whole  column  took  it  up.  It  was  the 
Japanese  national  hymn — 'Kimi  ga  yo'  they 
call  it. 

"  '  May  our  Lord's  dominion  last 
Till  Icn  thousand  years  are  )>ast,' 

it's  translated.  When  the  detachment  heard 
that  it  seemed  to  set  ihem  on  fire.  It  got  into 
my  blood  even,  the  heavj-  chords  of  men's 
voices  in  the  ancient  song  of  triumph  as  a 
requiem     to     their     comrades.     The     squad 


leaped  through  the  dust,  and  shot  on  a  nin 
across  the  open  where  the  firing  was  hot,  and 
the  song  followed  after.  Not  a  man  was 
touched.  We  saw  them  a  moment  under  the 
arch  of  the  gateway,  bus)'  over  the  fuse;  then 
we  saw  them  a  moment,  a  mass  of  white  with 
yellow  touche.s  of  the  caps,  grouped  quietly 
around  the  dynamite.  The  Chinese  would 
not  meddle  this  time." 

Mr.  Cameron  sti)pped.  Xo  one  at  the 
table  moved  or  spoke.  It  was  perhaps  a 
minute  we  waiteil  and  then  Mrs.  McDonald 
.said: 

■■Tell  it!"  .\nd  her  voice  broke  on  the  two 
words. 

He  answeretl  in  a  mat tcr-of -fact  tone. 
"Then  the  gale  blew  up  and  the  detachment 
was  killed  to  a  man.  Nothing  else  possible, 
don't  you  know." 

No  one  spoke.  I  think  we  all  felt  we  had 
been  watching  a  handful  of  little  soldiers,  a 
white  spot  on  a  gray  desert,  running  to  death. 
We  sat  at  the  pink-shaded  dinner  table  and 
stared  across  flowers  and  silver  and  saw  that. 
Mr.  Cameron  looked  down  the  line  of  people 
and  suddenly  he  seemed  to  know  how  we  felt, 
and  how  he  had  taken  us  with  him  and  we 
could  not  get  back  to  commonjilace.  When 
he  spoke  again  we  could  tell  that  he  was  trust- 
ing us  with  his  real  feeling,  which  he  had  not 
done  before,  and  by  the  lii^ht  of  his  words  we 
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could  read  a  little  into  the  shy,  resented  depths 
of  his  character,  and  know  that  some  of  the 
charm  by  which  he  held  us  was  the  charm  of 
'*him  who  humbleth  himself." 

"  I  know  of  nothing  finer,"  he  said.  "  Done 
quite  simply,  without  self-consciousness — ab- 
solutely for  their  country,  the  antique  brand 
of  patriotism.  It  is  that  sort  of  heroism  which 
seems  greater  to  me  than  the  pictorial  edition. 
The  self-effacement,  the  disregard  of  personal 
glory — it*s  typically  Japanese.  That  incident 
stirred  Japan.  They  were  all  heroes,  every 
one  of  the  six,  but  to  the  little  corporal  be- 
longed the  inspiration  and  the  decision,  the 
hardest  part.  When  what  was  left  of  him  was 
sent  home  to  Tokio  every  battleship  in  the 
harl)()r  saluted  the  ship  bearing  his  bo<ly  as  it 


passed;  up  and  down  the  country  the  story 
was  told  and  retold,  and  they  say  there's  not 
a  child  in  Japan  to-day  that  doesn't  know  the 
name  of  Kato  Gondo." 

We  jumped  when  Mrs.  McDonald  leaned 
forward  sharply,  knocking  over  her  claret 
glass  and  not  seeing  it.  She  spoke  harshly, 
and  we  all  looked  at  her.  "What  did  you  say 
his  name  was?"  she  asked. 

Mr.  Cameron  repeated,  a  little  surprised. 
"Kato  Gondo,"  he  said.  "It's  a  famous 
name  now  in  Japan — Kato  Gondo." 

Mrs.  McDonald's  hand  lay  in  the  claret;  her 
eyes  were  fastened  on  his  face,  and  she  was 
quite  still  for  a  long  minute.     At  last: 

"Kato  Gondo,"  she  spoke  after  him. 
"You  asked — what  became  of — my  butler!" 


At    Dusk    in    tlie    Garret 

By  Sarak  N.  Clegkom 

^Vkere  'viraflps  their  frail  grey  nests  have  hung 
The  ancient  rough-bmrn  beama  among. 
An  old  man  climba  at  evening  hour  to  muae  on  days  when  he  u'as  young. 

He  does  not  see  the  River  fall. 
He  does  not  hear  the  s^nrallo'ws  call. 
He  does  not  look  or  listen  through  the  little  half-moon  blind  at  all. 

But  turning  from  the  splendid  w^est. 
He  bends  above  a  cedar  chest. 
Takes  out  the  yellowed  christening  robe,  the  old  cocked  hat  an/^  all  the  rest. 

And  lays  them  by  in  haste  to  see 
Some  treasure  hid  more  carefully: — 
It  isvthe  bonnet  never  worn  of  his  long-buried  bride-to-be. 

He  looks  upon  it: — O  how^  plain 
He  sees  her  deepening  eyes  again. 
With  dimples  lost  in  hollows  ^nrhere  the  hectic  roses  bloom  in  vain! 

He  gaxes  but  a  little  space. 
And  lays  the  bonnet  in  its  place; 
And  down  the  narrow  stair  comes  back  with  solemn  and  yet  cheerful  face. 

The  moon  of  May  is  on  the  wane. 
Yet  lights  the  field  and  orchard  plain. 
Where  grandchildren  that  might  have  been  like  shadows  steal  along  the  lane 
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Points  of  the  Game 

True  stories  which  illustrate  how 
sharp  eyes,  quick  thinf^ing  and 
ingenious  signals  win  ball  games 

By 
HUGH  S.  FULLERTON 

lUuibaled  with  portraits  and  dia  grams 
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ALMOST    any    spectator    at    a     major  getting  loo  great  a  start.     Every  infielder,  at 

league  ball  game  will  tell  you:  "Oh,  I  least,  knows  just  how  certain  men  will  make 

understand    baseball,"    yet    in    every  a  play,  and  turn  their  play  accordingly.    For 

game  hundreds  of  moves  are  made  and  orders  instance,  with  Wagner  on  first  and  Tommy 

issued  and  obeyed,  all  with  exact  purpose,  and  Leach  on  third,  everj-  catcher  in  the  N'ational 

scientific  intent  that   not  one  in  a  thousand  League  throws  to  third  if  Piltsburg  attempts 

sees  or  realizes.     The  game  has  made  such  a  "double  steal,"  because  it  is  a  well-known 

wonderful  advances  scientifically,  and  the  gen-  fact  that  Leach,  in  other  respects  a  good  base 

eralship  and  team  work  have  become  so  in-  runner,  will  "come  through  with  the  play," 

volved  and  complicated  that  the  lover  of  the  that  is,  if  the  catcher  makes  a  motion  as  if 

game,  even  one  who  attends  scores  of  games  to  throw  to  second  base  and  then  "  whips  It  to 

each  season,  rarely  sees  or  understands  the  third,"  Leach  will  make  a  false  start  for  the 

fine  points  of  the  game,  or  knows  how,  or  why  plate  and  be  caught.     In  the  last  season  Chi- 

a  play  is  made  even  after  it  is  successfully  cago  defeated  Pittsburg  three  times  because, 

completed,  with  either  Wagner  or  Clarke  on  first,  Leach 

Every    catcher    and    pitcher    in    the    "Big  was  caught  oS  third  on  exactly  the  same  play. 

Leagues"  knows  to  an  inch  how  far  each  base  Each  man  must  know  whether  Mike  Donlin 

runner    may   leave    any   base   and   get    back  "pulls"  a  fast  ball  or  not,  whether  or  not  he 

safely.     A  catcher  will  throw  to  catch  Miller  hits  a  curve  to  left.     He  must  know  that  Fred 

Huggins,  of  Cincinnati,  for  instance,  when  he  Clarke  is  the  only  left-handed  baiter  in  the 

leaves  first  base  over  twelve  feet,  while  he  will  game  who  can  hit  a  left-handed  pitcher's  curve 

let  Fred   Clarke,  of  Pittsburg,  lake  sixteen,  ball  hard — and  a  thousand  other  points  of 

even  eighteen,  feet  without  making  a  throw  similar  nature, 

with  intent   to  catch  him.     If  he  throws,   it  Besides    knowing    those    things    the    team 

is  to  drive  Clarke  back,  and  keep  him  from  must  play,  as  a  whole,  so  a3  to  cover  every 

The  uatKor  of  diii  atlicle  ii  a  welUknowa  Chicago  baKball  reporter.      For  ihlrteea  yeart  Ke  '  covered  '  baieball  for 

"^  '                                     '        '     nning  writer  he  hai  uuciued   nrjih  proiaiioDal    baiebali   pUyen   ioi 
ia  wndnt  more  iboul  them  foe  The  American  Magaiine. 
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These  diagrams  show  how  the  fielders  of  the  Cubs  change  their  positioiis  when 
Donlin  bats  against  Brown,  a  right-handed  pitcher,  and  Pfiester,  a  left  nanded  pitcher 


inch  of  ground  possible,  and,  by  moving  away 
and  vacating  parts  of  the  field  where  a  batter, 
is  unlikely  to  hit,  they  can  defend  the  re- 
mainder with  much  greater  success.  A  "right- 
field  hitter" — one  who  swings  late  at  the  ball, 
or  pulls  his  body  away  from  the  plate,  seldom 
is  a  good  batter.  He  may  hit  the  ball  just  as 
squarely  and  just  as  hard  as  a  "free  hitter," 
but  the  field  into  which  he  hits  the  ball  is 
much  better  covered  and  the  likelihood  of  the 
ball  falling  safe  much  lessened. 

Watch  the  World's  Champion  Chicago 
Cubs.  Mike  Donlin,  of  New  York,  is  com- 
ing to  bat.  Observe  the  kaleidoscopic  move- 
ment on  the  field.  Chance  suddenly  drops 
back  ten  feet  and  takes  a  step  nearer  the  first 
base  line.  Evers  edges  twelve  feet  toward 
first  base  and  goes  ten  feet  further  back,  play- 
ing "deep,"  Schulte  retreats  twenty-five  feet 
or  more  toward  the  stands  and  moves  nearer 
the  foul  line.  Sheckard,  in  left  field,  trots 
forty  feet  closer  to  the  diamond  and  angles 
toward  center  field,  while  little  Slagle  swings 
from  center  over  into  right.  Tinker  is  play- 
ing down  within  ten  feet  of  second  base. 
Brown  is  pitching,  and  anyone  in  the  stands 
who  knows  the  team  well  enough,  knows  that 
Kling  has  signaled  Brown  to  pitch  a  fast  ball 
waist  high  and  on  the  inside  corner  of  the 
plate,  and  that,  if  the  ball  is  pitched  as  or- 
dered the  chances  are  20  to  1  or  more  that 
Donlin  will  pull  it  hard  toward  right  field. 
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Crack!  the  ball  is  driven  fiercely  down  the 
first  base  line.  Chance  dives  over,  scoops  it, 
Brown  races  to  first  base,  the  ball  is  tossed  to 
him,  the  umpire  yells  "Out,"  and  the  crowd 
says,  "Tough  luck,  he  pickled  that — and 
Chance  just  happened  to  be  there." 

Now  watch  the  same  team  when  Pfiester,  a 
left  hander,  pitches  to  Donlin.  Kling  signals 
Pfiester  to  pitch  a  cur\'e.  Instantly  the  entire 
team  swings  toward  left  field.  Slagle  drops 
far  back  in  left  center,  while  Sheckard  "covers 
up."  Steinfeldt  and  Tinker  both  move  back, 
readv  for  a  dash*forward  at  Donlin 's  first  mo- 
tion  to  bunt.  They  know  if  he  hits  the  curve 
the  ball  is  going  toward  left  or  left  center.  A 
moment  later  Kling  signals  Pfiester  for  a  fast 
ball.  The  whole  team  swings  rapidly  in  the 
other  direction — and  so  for  every  man  on  every 
team — every  man  except  Hans  Wagner;  and 
for  him  they  play  deep  and  trust  to  luck,  for 
he  is  likely  to  hit  an>'thing  pitched  and  in  any 
direction. 

Do  you  remember  the  now  famous  game 
between  the  New  York  and  Chicago  teams 
last  fall  when  the  season  ended  with  the  teams 
tied,  and  they  played  off  one  game  at  the  Polo 
Grounds  to  decide  the  championship  of  the 
National  League?  Who  lost  that  game?  It 
was  "Cy"  Seymour,  but  perhaps  not  a  dozen 
of  the  30,000  persons  who  witnessed  the 
struggle  know  he  did.  New  York  had  the 
game  won  until  the  third  inning  in  which 
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Tinker  was  Chicago's  first  batter.  During 
the  entire  season  Tinker  had  been  hitting 
Mathewson  hard,  and  the  psychologic  effect 
of  past  performances  has  much  to  do  with 
pitching  and  batting.  Mathewson  feared 
Tinker,  and  he  signaled  Seymour  to  play 
deep  in  center  field.  He  was  afraid  that  a 
long  drive  by  Tinker  might  turn  the  tide  of 
battle.  Seymour  saw  the  signal,  but  disre- 
garded it,  having  an  idea  that  Tinker  would 
bit  a  low  line  fly,  so  he  crept  a  few  steps 
closer  to  the  infield,  instead  of  moving  back. 
Matty  dropped  his  famous  '"fade  away"  over 
the  plate,  and  Tinker  drove  a  long,  high,  line 
fly  to  left  center.  Seymour  made  a  desperate 
effort  to  reach  Ihe  ball,  but  fell  a  few  feet 
short,  and  the  ball  rolled  to  the  crowd  in  the 
outfield  for  a  three-base  hit,  and  started  a 
raLy  that  gave  Chicago  the  victory.  If  Sey- 
mour had  played  a  deep  field,  as  he  was  com- 
manded to  do,  the  probabilities  are  that  New 
York  would  have  won  the  pennant. 

Each  man  in  a  major  league  must  know  not 
only  the  strength  but  the  weakness  of  every 
op[>onent,  and  the  array  of  facts  and  informa- 
tion concerning  players  that  each  pitcher  can 
muster  up  is  amazing  to  the  layman.  Late 
last  season  Boston  presented  a  new  outfielder 
who,  as  far  as  I  can  learn,  never  had  played 
in  a  major  league  before,  and  no  one  on  the 
Chicago  club  knew  him  or 
ever  had  seen  him  play  ball, 
yet  they  were  perfectly  famil- 
iar with  him,  his  peculiarities, 
batting  habits,  and  disposi- 
tion. On  the  way  to  the 
grounds  Brown  and  Reul- 
bach,  one  of  whom  was  to 
pitch,  \\-ent  minutely  over 
that  new  man,  analyzing  his 
position  at  bat,  the  way  he 
swung  at  a  ball,  the  kind  of 
ball  he  could  hit,  and  what 
he  could  not,ande.\aclIyhow 
fast  he  could  reach  first  base. 
Steinfeldt  was  warned  that 
the  man  was  dangerous  and 
a  tricky  buntcr,  and  that  he 
always  bunted  toward  third. 
When  the  pitchers  got 
through  discussing  the  new- 
comer, Kling  and  Chance 
analyzed  him  as  a  base 
runner. 

"I  think,"  Kling  re- 
marked, "we  can  catch  that 
fellow  a  couple  of  times  if 
he  gets  on  t>ases  to-day.  If 
he  reaches  second  I'll  pull  Maaagn-  ol 
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off  that  delayed  throw.  Let  Joe  cover  and 
Johnny  stall." 

In  the  third  inning  of  the  game  the  unfor- 
tunate youngster  reached  second  base  on  a  hit 
and  a  sacrifice:  On  the  first  ball  pitched  to 
the  next  batter  he  raced  up  toward  third. 
Kling  motioned  as  if  to  throw,  Tinker  covered 
second  base  like  a  flash,  and  Evers  stood  still. 
The  recruit  at  first  made  a  jump  toward  sec- 
ond base,  then  seeing  Kling  had  not  thrown. 
he  slowed  down.  Tinker,  walking  back  past 
him,  remarked:  "We'd  have  caught  you  that 
time,  old  pal,  if  the  Jew  had  thrown."  For 
just  one  fatal  trice  the  youngster  turned  his 
face  to  retort  to  Tinker's  remark,  and  in  that 
instant  Kling  threw.  Evers  met  the  ball  at 
second  base,  jabbed  it  against  the  runner,  anj 
before  he  knew  what  had  happened  he  was 
out.  That  man  really  was  caught  in  the  'bus 
on  the  way  to  the  ball  grounds,  for  the  play 
was  executed  exactly  as  Kling  planned. 

Quick  thinking  by  individuals,  as  well  as  by 
the  directing  heads  of  the  team,  is  absolutely 
necessary,  and  unless  a  player's  brain  acts 
quickly  enough  to  follow  every  move  he  is  not 
of  major  league  caliber.  Professor  Miinster- 
berg  could  save  managers  and  club  owners 
much  time,  trouble  and  money,  as  well  as 
many  disappointments,  by  testing  the  brain 
action  of  players  psychologically  and  discov- 


"  Muggiy  "  McGraw 
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ering  their  brain 
speed  before  a  sea- 
son opens.  Man- 
ager Frank  Chance, 
of  the  Cubs,  never 
has  dabbled  in 
psychological  ex- 
perimentation on  a 
scientific  basis,  but 
unconsciously  imi- 
tating the  Harvard 
specialist,  he  de- 
clares he  can  dis- 
cover how  rapidly 
a  man  thinks  quick- 
er in  a  poker  game 
than  any  other  way, 
and  thus  save  the 
expense  of  carrying 
some  player  for 
months  to  lose  a 
game  because  his 
convolutions  fail  to 
revolve  fast  enough, 
"BadBiIl"Egan 
was  playing  second 
base,"  Bill  "Dahlen 
third,  and  "Cap" 
Anson  first.  Chica- 
go and  New  York's 
baseball  teams  in 
the  National 
League  were  fight- 
ing desperately  for 
victory.  The  score 
was  tied.  A  New 
York  runner  was 
on  second  base,  one 
man  was  ,out  and 
George  VanHaltren 
at  bat.  VanHahren 
hit  a  sharp  ground 
ball  five  feet  to  the 
right  of  Egan.  The 
ball  struck  his 
hands,  he  fumbled, 
and  it  rolled  five 
feet  away.  Like  a 
flash  Egan  pounced 
after  the  ball,  re- 
covered it  and,  with- 
out stopping  or 
looking,  hurled  it 
toward  Dahlen. 
The  third  baseman, 
intent  on  "making 
the  runner  swing 
wide,"  looked  up 
just   in   time   to 
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dodge  as  the  ball 
flashed  by  his  head 
and  bounded  to  the 
stands.  One  run 
scored,  Van  Haltren 
raced  around  to 
third,  scored  on  a 
fly  out,  and  Chicago 
was  beaten  4  to  3- 
'■You're  rotten!" 
"Release  him!" 
"Get  a  second 
baseman!"  yelled 
the  crowd.  And 
within  a  week  An- 
son released  Egan. 
That  play  shows 
how  little  the  mil- 
lions of  "fans"  who 
see  games  know 
about-  baseball. 
Also  it  shows  the 
relative  speed  with 
which  the  brain 
cells  of  the  three 
players  involved 
worked.  Egan 
thought  too  rapidly 
for  Dahlen,  whose . 
mind,  intent  on 
something  else, 
moved  an  eighth  of 
a  second  too  late, 
and  Anson,  by  re- 
leasing Egan  for 
making  a  brilliant 
play,  showed  that 
he  never  grasped 
the  situation  at  all 
The  speed  with 
which  Egan's  brain 
convolutions  moved 
may  be  judged 
from  the  fact  that 
a  batted  ball,  hit  ' 
toward  a  second 
baseman  playing 
from  lis  •<>  *4S 
feet  from  the  home 
plate  reaches  his 
hands  in  from  four- 
fifths  of  a  second 
to  three  seconds, 
depending  upon  the 
force  with  which  it 
is  hit,  and  the  way 
it  bounds.  The 
ball  hit  to  Egan  was 
hard  hit,  bounded 


Frank  Chance 
Captun    and    ■nuiagei'    of    iKe 
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four  times  on  solid  turf,  and  probably  struck  is  a  quick  thinker.    He  saw  how  hard  that 

his  hands  one  and  one-fifth  seconds  after  it  ball  was  hit  and  knew  he  would  be  thrown 

left   Van    Haltren's    bat.     The    entire    play  out  at  the  plate  unless  I  fumbled.     Doyle 

was  made  in  less  than  three  seconds,  and  doesn't  think  very  fast  and,  knowing  that  he 

this  is  the  process    through    which    Egan's  would  turn  first  and  stop  to  see  if  I  was 

brain  went   in  that  time.     His  first  thought  throwing  home,  I  threw  across  to  first  and 

was    direction;    second,    speed;    third,    how  caught  him." 

the  ball  was  bounding  and  whether  to  He  figured  that  out  while  the  ball  was 
"back  up"  or  "come  in  on  it."  He  knew  screaming  through  the  air  toward  him,  prob- 
Van  Haltren  could  reach  first  base  in  three  ably  reaching  his  conclusions  and  making  the 
and  two-fifth  seconds,  and  that  to  throw  there  decisions  in  four-fifths  of  a  second, 
he  would  have  to  recover  the  ball,  make  a  But  the  victories  that  are  won  and  lost  by 
half  turn  and  then  throw.  The  moment  the  fast  individual  thinking  are  few  compared 
ball  bounded  away  from  his  hands  he  knew  with  those  won  and  lost  by  the  managers  who 
Van  Haltren  could  beat  it  to  first  base.  Then,  direct  the  plays.  Managers  spend  hours  fig- 
while  springing  after  the  ball  he  thought^  uring  plays,  situations,  and  calculating  days 
"Clark,  who  is  going  to  third,  will  turn  ten  and  even  weeks  ahead  on  their  pitchers,  using 
feet  around  the  base,  hesitate  and  look  to  see  those  they  deem  effective  in  one  series,  saving 
whether  the  ball  has  rolled  on  to  the  outfield  up  others  for  coming  battles,  and  planning 
and,  if  I  can  get  the  ball  to  Dahlen  while  new  tricks  and  new  plays.  Before  each  game 
Clark  is  hesitating,  we  will  catch  him."  So  he  the  manager  and  his  players,  especially  his 
made  the  play,  and  if  Dahlen's  brain  had  pitchers,  go  over  the  characteristics  of  th6 
worked  at  the  same  rate  of  speed  Clark  would  players  of  the  opposing  teams.  Of  course,  with 
have  been  out — ^and  Chicago  would  have  won.  veteran  teams  and  with  pitchers  who  have  been 

The  quickest  thinking  I  ever  saw  on  a  base-  through  many  hard  campaign^,  this  is  un- 
ball  field  was  done  by  Tommy  McCarthy,  the  necessary.  The  study  of  pitchers — ^his  own  as 
Boston  outfielder  of  years  ago.  He  made  a  well  as  those  of  the  other  fellow — is  the  chief 
play  that  called  for  such  rapid  thinking  that  duty  of  a  manager.  He  must  know  their  con- 
he  would  have  tangled  up  Professor  Miinster-  dition,  their  superstitions,  their  courage,  nerve 
berg^s  instruments.  Tom  Browne,  one  of  the  in  the  face  of  trying  circumstances,  what  bat- 
speediest  runners  that  ever  played  baseball,  ters  they  "  have  on  their  string "  and  what  one 
v»'as  on  second  base  and  New  York  needed  "has  something  on  them."  He  must  change 
one  run  to  tie  the  score.  Jack  Doyle,  then  a  batting  orders  to  meet  emergencies,  drag'  a 
great  batter,  was  at  bat,  and  it  seemed  certain  left  handed  hitter  out  to  let  a  right  hander  bat 
that  a  base  hit  by  Doyle  would  tie  the  score  against  one  pitcher,  and  a  right  hander  out  to 
and  perhaps  win  the  game,  as  there  was  but  put  a  left  hander  in  against  another, 
one  out  and  Browne  was  so  speedy  he  could  During  the  progress  of  a  game  the  manager, 
score  from  second  base  on  almost  any  kind  of  both  on  the  field  and  the  bench,  directs  all 
a  safe  hit.  McCarthy  crept  closer  to  the  in-  plays,  moves  his  men  around,  instructs  each 
field  in  left,  realizing  that  although  he  could  batter  what  he  is  to  attempt,  signals  to  coach- 
throw  with  wonderful  rapidity  and  accuracy,  ers  on  what  ball  or  strike  a  base  runner  is  to 
the  chances  were  all  against  throwing  Browne  attempt  a  steal  or  "hit  and  run,"  and  fre- 
out  at  the  plate  unless  he  was  close  and  the  quently  he  issues  three  or  four  orders  from  the 
hall  came  to  him  quickly.  Doyle  drove  a  bench  to  one  batter,  trying  to  "outguess  the 
hard   line  hit   straij^ht   to  left   field,   Browne  other  fellow." 

went  scudding  toward  third  ba>e,  Doyle  raced  Each  man  on  a  team  ha>  his  private  signals 
for  first  and  McCarthy  plunged  forward  at  top  with  the  batters  who  precede  or  follow  him, 
speed.  The  fielder  reached  the  ball  on  its  and  the  batter,  receiving  orders  from  the  man- 
first  bound,  grabbed  it  and  without  stopping  ager,  signals  the  base  runner  exactly  what  to 
or  looking  threw  with  terrific  force  and  per-  do.  Last  summer,  while  the  Chicago  team 
feet  aim  across  the  diamond  into  the  first  base-  was  badly  crippled  and  changing  batting  order 
man's  hands.  Browne  had  stopped  at  third  almost  every  day,  Sheckard  reached  first  one 
base,  Doyle,  who  had  turned  first  with  the  in-  afternoon  and  Chance  was  following  him. 
tention  of  sprinting  to  second,  was  caught  As  Chance  came  to  bat  he  was  swinging  two 
standing  still  ten  feet  from  first.  The  next  bats,  and  he  tossed  one  back  of  him  with  his 
batter  went  out  on  a  fly  ball  and  Boston  won  left  hand.  On  the  first  ball  pitched  Sheckard 
the  game.  attempted  a  steal  and  was  thrown  out.   "What 

After  the  game  I  asked  McCarthy  concern-  did  you  go  down  for?"   demanded   Chance 

ing  the  play.     ''Well,"  he  explained,  "Browne  later.     "I   thought    I    got   the   signal,"   said 
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Sheckard.  "I  didn't  give  any  signal."  "Well, 
you  tossed  that  bat  away  with  your  left  hand, 
and  you  usually  throw  it  with  your  right,  so  I 
thought  you'd  made  a  new  signal  while  I  was 
out  of  the  game." 

Sheckard's  blunder  shows  how  closely  every 


But  the  science  of  signaling  is  but  part  of 
the  generalship  of  the  game,  for  a  dozen  times 
in  each  struggle,  if  it  is  close,  the  manager 
must  decide  points,  and  his  decision  each  time 
may  result  in  victory  or  defeat.  Taking  men 
of  the  game,  knowing  when  to  do  it  and 


movement  of  a  batter  is  watched,  not  only  by    when  not,  is  the  hardest  task.    Fielder  Jor 
his  fellow  players  but  by  hi-;  ojiponents.     In    manager  of  the  Chicago  White  Stockings,  and 
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lliiker  nwlring  hu  rhree-bax  hil  which  really  woo  tlie 

one  game  last  year  Evers  and  Kling  analyzed 
and  discovered  every  hit  and  run  signal  used 
by  the  Cincinnati  club  merely  by  their  powers 
of  observation.  Ganzel,  then  manager  of  the 
club,  signaled  .entirely  by  words,  and  by  close 
attention  and  listening  for  every  unnatural 
phrase  or  expression  the  Cubs  secured  the  en- 
tire code  used  by  their  opponents,  and  knew 
as  well  as  the  Cincinnati  players  what  Ganzel 
was  ordering. 


low  (unoiu  deciding  New  Yoik-Chicago  game  lut  fall 

one  of  the  best  field  generals  in  the  world,  last 
summer  used  more  pitchers  and  changed 
players  more  frequently  than  any  other  man- 
ager. In  one  game  he  changed  pitchers  five 
times  and  won.  With  the  team  badly  crip- 
pled, and  only  one  pitcher  to  rely  upon,  Jones, 
by  using  that  pitcher  (Walsh)  in  everv'  emer- 
gency, came  within  one  game  of  winning  the 
pennant.  Three  times  in  the  late  season  he 
summoned  Walsh  to  pitch  just  one  ball,  and 


'  Three  Finger  '  Brown  of  ihe  Cubi 


The  two  greateit  pitchen 


two  of  the  three  games  he  saved.  Mc- 
Closkcy,  of  St.  Louis,  in  a  game  against  New 
York,  took  out  a  pitcher  with  two  strikes  on 
a  baiter,  sent  Raymond  in  to  pitch  one  ball, 
struck  the  man  out,  and  then  sent  Kargcr  in 
to  finish  up  the  game — and  won  it. 

Generalship  by  the  manager  is  not  all.  A 
good  team  needs  the  fewest  orders,  and  what 
perhaps  was  the  most  brilliant  half  inning 
ever  played  in  a  ball  game,  from  the  stand- 
point of  headwork  and  perfect  execution,  was 
one  in  which  the  managers  had  small  part. 
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That  inning  was  the  last  half  of  the  fourth  in- 
ning of  the  game  between  Detroit  and  Chicago 
on  October  13 — the  game  that  practically  de- 
cided the  World's  Championship  series.  Chi- 
cago had  made  two  runs  in  the  third  inning, 
and,  with  Brown  pitching,  appeared  to  be 
winning  easily  until  0'Lear>-  and  Crawford 
opened  Detroit's  half  of  the  fourth  inning  with 
line  singles  to  left,  putting  runners  on  first  and 
second  bases  with  none  out,  and  Cobb,  the 
best  batter  in  the  American  League,  at  bat. 
O'Leary  is  fast,  Cobb  is  extremely  fast,  and 


DOW  playing  bateball 

MathewioD  of  the  Ciinli 

Cobb  is  a  natural  and  almost  perfect  hunter,  ter  in  field  generalship  as  well  as  e 

Everyone  knew  that  Cobb  intended  to  bunt  walked  over  to  Steinfeldt  at  third  base  and 

the  ball,  and  that  failure  to  retire  either  him  said:  "Anchor  yourself  to  that  bag.     The  hall 

or  one  of  the  other  runners  probably  meant  is  coming  there."    Kling  signaled  for  a  fast 

victory  for  Detroit.    Jennings,  Detroit's  man-  ball  close  to  the  batter  at  his  waist.    It  was 

ager,  sent  Cobb  to  bat  with  instructions  to  his  plan  to  have  Cobb  miss  the  ball  on  his  first 

bunt   toward   third   base.    They   knew   that  attempt  to  bunt  and  then,  by  a  quick  throw 

Brown  intended  to  make  the  play  to  third  to  Tinker  on  second,  to  catch  O'Leary  off  the 

base  to  force  O'Leary,  and  the  coachers  were  base.     Brown  shook    his    head  and  signaled 

signaled  to  make  O'Leary  take  ^s  much  lead  Kling  his  intention  to  pitch  a  curve  ball  low 

toward  third  as  possible  and  to  start  running  and  at  the  outside  comer  of  the  plate.     Cobb 

as  the  ball  was  pitched.     Brown,  a  past  mas-  was  hoping  that  Brown  would  pitch  precisely 
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the  foul  line.  As  Brown 
pitched  he  went  forward  at 
top  speed,  "following  the 
ball  through,"  and  he  was 
in  front  of  the  ball  when  it 
bounded  along.  Still  run- 
ning he  scooped  the  sphere, 
and  whirling  made  a  terrifif 
throw  straight  to  Steinfeldt 
and  O'Leary  was  forced  out 
by  fifteen  feet  on  a  seem- 
ingly impossible  play,  exe- 
cuted chiefly  because  Brown 
knew  exactly  what  Cobb 
would  do. 

Chance's  magnificent 
machine  was  not  through. 
Knowing  that  the  failure  of 
that  play  would  "  rattle " 
the  Tigers  they  instantly 
seized  the  psychological 
situation.  Kling  gave  a 
quick  signal  for  a  fast 
inshoot  across  Rossman's 
shoulders,  and  Brown,  with- 
out wailing  for  Detroit  to 
rally  and  plan  a  play,  drove 
the  ball  fast  and  high. 
Rossman  struck  at  the  ball 
that  kind  of  a  ball,  and  Brown  knew  that  and  missed  it.  Like  a  flash  Kling  hurled  the 
Cobb  was  hoping  for  it,  and  it  was  Brown's  sphere  toward  second  base,  Tinker  met  it  at 
plan  to  force  Cobb  to  do  exactly  what  he  was  top  speed,  touched  Crawford  three  feet  from 
most  anxious  to  do — to  make  a  perfect  bunt  the  base  and  standing  still,  and  Detroit  was 
and  toward  third  base.  Brown  pitched  per-  beaten  and  in  panic.  .\n  Instant  later  as  Ross- 
fectly,  and  Cobb  bunted  perfectly,  thirty  feet  man  struck  out,  Kling  threw  to  second,  and 
toward  third  base  and  about  five  feet  inside    Evers,  leaping,  stuck  up  one   hand,  dragged 
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ipuer  or  Ihe  Chicago 
held  gencrali  in  llie 
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down  the  ball,  and  while  descending  touched 
Cobb  as  he  slid.  The  big  crowd,  frenzied  over 
the  brilhant  series  of  plays,  and  only  half 
understanding  them,  cheered  for  five  minutes. 

A  few  years  ago  a  play  suggested  by  me 
came  near  beating  the  Chicago  White  Stock- 
ings out  of  the  American  League  pennant. 
"Dutch"  Schaefer  and  I,  with  several  other 
players,  were  forgathered  one  evening  in  Chi- 
cago "talking  shop"  as  usual,  and,  to  pro- 
mote discussion,  I  was  lamenting  the  lack  of 
inventiveness  and  ingenuity  in  the  later  gen- 
erations of  ball  players.  "Why,"  I  said  to 
clinch  the  argument,  "to-day  three  of  you  fel- 
lows let  Altrock  sneak  strikes  over  on  you. 
After  he  had  done  it  once  why  didn't  a  batter 
walk  up  to  the  plate,  pretend  not  to  be  watch- 
ing, and  when  he  tried  that  quick  straight  ball 
slam  it  out  of  the  lot  ?" 

At  that  time  Chicago  was  fighting  desper- 
ately for  the  pennant  and  every  game  counted. 
It  looked  as  if  one  defeat  would  mean  the  loss 
of  the  championship.  The  next  afternoon,  in 
the  ninth  inning,  with  the  score  i  to  o  in 
favor  of  Chicago,  Schaefer,  who  had  been 
crippled,  was  sent  to  bat.  As  he  came 
slouching  up  to  the  plate,  carrying  his  bat  in 
his  left  hand  and  pretending  not  to  be  watch- 
ing the  pitcher  at  all,  I  hastily  regretted  the 
argument  of  the  previous  evening.  Schaefer 
aaually  turned  his  head  away,  and  "Doc" 
White,  thinking  he  saw  an  opening,  drove  a 
fast  straight  ball  over  the  plate.  Schaefer 
waked  up,  mauled  that  ball  clear  into  the  left 
field  bleachers,  drove  home  a  runner  ahead  of 
him  and  beat  Chicago  i  to  i.  I  didn't  dare 
tell  Comiskey  about  that  argument  until  the 
pennant  was  won. 

The  "delayed  steal,"  worked  with  such  suc- 
cess by  the  Chicago  National  League  team, 
the  "bunt  and  steal  third"  developed  by 
Fielder  Jones,  of  the  Chicago  Americans,  and 
used  frequently  in  the  American  League,  were 
two  fine  points  in  baseball  perfected  last  sea- 
son, although  used  before  that.  The  "bunt 
and  steal"  really  is  a  cleverly  conceived  play. 
It  b  used  with  a  runner  on  second  base  and 
no  one  out.  The  baiter  in  that  situation  natu- 
rally Is  supposed  to  sacrifice,  advancing  the  run- 
ner from  second  to  third,  from  where  he  can 
score  on  almost  anything,  but  Jones  figured 
that  sacrificing  in  that  situation  is  a  useless 
waste  of  one  man,  so  he  devised  a  plan  to 
waste  only  one  strike  in  advancing  the  runner. 
The  batter  was  ordered  to  bunt  at  the  first 
ball  pitched  to  him,  pretending  lo  try  to  push 
the  ball  toward  third  base.  By  this  ruse  the 
third  baseman  was  "pulled  off  his  base"  to 
field  the  ball,  and  the  runner  at  second  base. 
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signaled  to  steal,  slides  safe  to  third  before. 
the  guardian  of  the  bag  can  get  back  to  re- 
ceive a  thro*  from  the  catcher.  The  play 
worked  brilliantly  until  opposing  teams  par- 
tially solved  it  by  having  the  short  stop  cover 
third  base  the  moment  the  third  baseman 
starts  in  for  the  ball. 
Each  winter  the  "magnates"  meet  and  sol- 


Kliog,  ihe  great  catcher  for  the  Cubi 

emnly  make  rules  for  baseball,  amend  old 
onch,  and  all  summer  every  ball  player  in  the 
business  spends  hours  of  time  and  thought  to 
see  how  he  can  beat  the  rules,  to  discover 
some  way  to  gain  an  e.ttra  base,  or  some 
slight  advantage  over  their  opponents.  Show- 
ing how  deeply  some  of  them  study  the  rules. 
and  how  to  get  around  them,  is  a  play  devised 
by  Johnny  Evers  last  summer;  the  same  being 
worthy  the  efforts  of  a  trust  lawyer. 

There  is  a  rule  that  a  base  runner  may  ad- 
vance on  the  bases  after  a  fly  catch  provided 
he  touches  the  base  after  the  ball  strikes  the 
fielder's  hands.  Another  rule  provides  that 
an  "infield  fly"  is  out,  whether  or  not  the  ball 
is  caught,  if  first  and  second  bases  are  occu- 
pied and  fewer  than  two  men  out.     This  rule 
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was  made  necessary  by  fielders  "trapping"  interfered  with  the  batter  by  running  in  front 

fly  balls  and  then  "doubling"  base  runners  of  him,  thereby  keeping  him  from  hitting  the 

because   they  were  compelled  (o  hold  their  ball  ?     The  umpire  ruled  that  he-  was  not,  as 

bases  until  they  saw  whether  or  not  the  fielder  the  ball  was  thrown   to  the  plate,  and  not 

caught  the  bail.     Whether  or  not  a  fly  is  an  pitched,  therefore  the  batter  had  no  right  to 

infield  fly  is  left  to  the  judgment  of  the  urn-  hit    it.     Then    Jones    argued;    Did    not    the 

pire  and  the  rules  order  that  the  umpire  must  pitcher  make  a  balk  by  changing  from  a  pilch 

call  "infield  fly"  while  the  ball  is  in  the  air,  to  to  a  throw  while  in  the  act  of  delivering  the 

give  base  runners  a  fair  opportunity  to  run.  ball  ? 

Evcrs  reasoned  that  as  a  base  runner  may  The  umpire  refused  to  discuss  the  case  fur- 
run  on  a  fair  catch,  he  may  also  run  as  soon  ther,  and  called  the  runner  out.  The  points 
as  the  umpire  calls  "infield  fly,"  because,  raised  stirred  up  a  long  discussion.  President 
technically,  the  ball  is  caught  the  instant  the  Johnson  ruled  one  waj'.  President  Pulliam 
umpire  calls  "infield  fly."  So  he  awaited  his  another.  The  umpires  in  the  American  t 
opport  unit 


which  came  with 
him  on  second, 
another  runner 
on  first,  and  Chi- 
cago leading  by  a 
big  margin. 
O'Day  was  um- 
piring, and  when 
the  batter  drove 
a  high  fly  into  the 
air,  Evers  waited 
at  second,  with 
one  foot  on  the 
base.  The  ball 
was  sixty  feet  in 
the  air  when 
O'Day  called 
"infield  fly;  bat- 
ter out,"  and  at 
that  instant 
Ever;  dashed  for 
third,  and  he 
reached  the  baw 
in  safety  before 
the  ball  fell  into 
the  fielder's 
hands  and  wa-. 
relayed.  Unlike 
most    judges, 

O'Day  isn't  hampered  by  supreme  court  de- 
cisions or  technicalities,  so  Evers  lost  the 
argument,  although  technically  he  was  right. 
Fielder  Jones  deliberately  tested  a  rule  in 
Detroit  and  stirrcfl  up  the  bigiicst  discussion 
baseball  has  had  in  years.  With 
third,  Jones  ordered  him  to  steal  hi 
pitcher  w, 


Cobb,  the  (lugging  rif^t-licicl«  of  ihe  Detri 


National  leagues 
received  oppo- 
site instructions 
in  regard  to  their 
decision  on  that 
play.  Four- fifths 
of  the  umphres 
admit ,  after 
studying  oyer  the 
situation,  that 
Jones  was  right, 
and  that  the  run- 
ner was  safe, 
either  on  the 
grounds  of  inter- 
ference, or  be- 
cause the  pitcher 
balked. 

If  you  go  to  a 
baseball  game 
this  year  watch 
and  listen.  Be- 
hind the  "e- Yah" 
of  Jennings  and 
the  way  he  kicks' 
up  one  foot  and 
eats  grass,  you 
may  caich  his 
signal  to  the  run- 
ner or   batter. 


Back   of    Chance's 

or  "Xow  ye're  ]>itching,"  may  Iw  hidden  ( 
whole  command  to  his  team.  When  Matty 
shakes  his  head  quickly  he  means  "no," 
and  when  he  shake?  it  just  a  little  dilTer- 
r  on  ently  he  means  "ye,-."  If  you  sit  real  still 
s  the  and  watch  every  move  you'll  enjoy  the  game 
ict  of  delivering  the  ball,  lots  more.  But  you  won't  waich.  The  first  ■ 
The  pitcher  hesitated,  changed  hi?  entire  mo-  time  Donlin  bangs  a  two-l>aggcr  down  that 
tion,  and  hurled  the  ball  to  the  calcher,  who  right  field  line  you'll  stand  up  on  your  seat 
ran  in  front  of  the  batter,  caught  the  ball,  and  and  yell  the  top  of  your  head  off.  Vou  don't 
touched  the  runner  out.  The  umpire  called  care  much  for  the  tine  points— what  you 
the  runner  out.  Then  Jones  raised  his  point:  want  is  lots  of  hitting— and  victory  for  the 
Was  not  the  runner  sate  because  the  catcher    home  team. 
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The  Indecent  Stage 

^  SAMUEL  HOPKINS  ADAMS 

TKere  are  times  when  it  is  desirable  to  be  frank  on  forbidden  topics.  Just 
now  the  Ameiican  stage  is  suffering  from  a  contagious  plague  of  evil  plays  and 
exhibitions.  That  this  epidemic  be  stopped,  it  is  necessary  for  good  pec^e  to 
know  about  it  and  to  be  stirred  to  diective  measures  of  quarantine  and 
sui^ession.     It  is  with   this  purpose  that  we  publish  the  foOowing  article. 

THE  EDITOR 
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AMERICA  is  still  a  Puritan  nation.  For 
better  or  for  worse  the  old,  stem,  dour 
strain  flows,  efficient,  in  our  blood. 
Blue  laws  stand  unchanged  on  our  statute 
books.  The  whole  supports,  outwardly,  at 
least,  a  Sunday  observance  which  only  the  half 
inwardly  approves.  Literature  and  art  are 
limited  by  the  moral  censorship  of  the  New 
England  heritage.  Revolt  makes  itself  felt, 
inevitably,  at  times,  and,  little  by  little,  loosens 
the  bonds,  widens  the  limits.  One  phase  of 
that  revolt  is  now  in  process;  the  attempt  of  the 
stage  to  achieve  independence  of  moral  re- 
straint, to  attain  a  liberty  which  is  nothing  less 
than  license,  a  freedom  which  it  can  interpret 
into  filth.  Whether  this  new  movement,  orig- 
inating and  centralizing  in  the  nation's  metrop- 
olis, is  a  vital  matter  or  merely  a  passing  wave, 
it  is  yet  too  early  to  determine.  Movements  in 
morals,  Hke  floods,  are  susceptible  of  correct 
estimate  only  when  they  have  reached  their 
height.  But  in  any  case,  the  situation  is  suf- 
ficiently serious,  in  its  potentialities,  to  justify 
an  analysis  in  plain  terms. 

At  one  period  of  the  present  theatrical  sea- 
son, one-fifth  of  all  the  dramatic  presentments 
in  New  York  were  of  dubious  character,  using 
the  adjective  in  its  most  charitable  sense.  Half 
a  dozen  of  them  were  sheer  physical  brutish- 
ness;  the  appeal  to  the  Yahoo  that  lurks  within 
all  of  us,  to  the  beast  that  we  hold  in  leash,  out 
of  respect  to  ourselves  and  to  our  fellows. 
Sensuality,  it  is  called,  in  men.  In  women  it  is 
named,  more  politely,  curiosity.  To  the  police 
of  all  cities  it  is  familiar  in  the  worst  and 
extremest  type  of  slum-party.  The  Paris 
'* guide,"  that  loathsome  battener  on  the  vices 
of  others,  lives  from  it.     It  pays    the  "wine 


bills"  in  the  brothels  of  New  Orleans,  Chicago, 
and  Denver.  To  stimulate  this  appetite,  to 
divert  it  to  his  own  profit,  is  the  present  design 
of  the  enterprising  and  progressive  theatrical 
manager. 

Bold  frankness  of  exploitation  characterizes 
the  attempt.  "  A  Spicy  Salad,  with  Very  Little 
Dressing  "  is  the  lure  thrown  out  in  print  by  one 
manager.  "The  Show  That  Made  Trenton 
Famous, "  is  another  catchline,  the  production 
which  it  advertises  having  been  suppressed  in 
the  New  Jersey  capital.  .Again,  a  prurient 
farce  from  the  German,  takes  extra  advertising 
space  in  the  metropolitan  press,  ostensibly  to 
publish  the  fact  that  its  performance  was  per- 
mitted in  certain  outside  cities,  but  the  leer  of 
the  sagacious  manager  is  only  too  apparent. 
The  real  meaning,  for  the  conveyance  of  which 
to  the  public  mind  hard  money  has  been  paid,  is 
that  the  play  is  such  as  to  invite  suppression. 
Thus  the  question  is  put,  fairly  and  squarely. 
Can  the  worst  be  made  to  pay?  If  it  pays,  it 
will  be  produced. 

In  what  follows,  be  it  remembered,  I  am  not 
discussing  the  typical  American  drama,  but  a 
definite,  dangerous,  and  influential  type  of 
stage  presentation  which  is  becoming  Ameri- 
canized. For  the  influence  comes,  largely,  from 
without.  Propriety  has  always  been,  if  not  the 
invariable  rule,  at  least  the  touchstone  of  our 
stage.  Classics  such  as  "Faust"  have  been 
edited  down  to  its  requirements.  Raw  Shake- 
speare is  still  too  much  for  us.  Occasional 
lapses  there  have  been,  wherein  the  profitable 
Yahoo  has  had  his  appetite  appeased;  but  they 
have  been  sporadic  until  the  present  phase. 
Never  has  there  been  a  time  when  the  phallic 
sign  might  simultaneously  have  been  displayed 
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above  the  doors  of  four  New  York  theatres,  "Her  steps  take  hold  on  hell."    There  is  no 

as  appropriately  as  at  the  entrance  to  the  lupa-  glint  of  threatening  flame  in  the  mirror  which 

naria  of   decadent  Rome.    True,  there  was  your  ultra-modern  philosopher  of  the  stage 

"The  Black  Crook,"  thirty  years  ago,  and  one  holds  up  to  life.    No,  indeed!    The  scarlet 

or  two  others  of  its  ilk,  designated  in  the  bat-  woman's  steps  trip  along  primrose  paths,  in 

ed  breath  of  those  naive  and  prudent  da3rs  as  merry  (if  somewhat  drunken)  dalliance;  and  in 

'^  leg-shows. "    By  what  printable  anatomical  the  end  she  prevails  and  is,  one  must  suppose, 

term,  if  one  may  so  speculate,  could  the  mod-  "  happy  ever  after. "    The  logic  of  imbecility 

em  Salome  dance  be  competently  described,  to  joined  to  the  morality  of  the  demi-monde;  the 

the  old-time  "rounder"   of  Niblo's  Garden?  scene,  the  Tenderloin;  dramatis  personae,  the 

K  "Faust"  elevated  the  startled  eyebrows  of  a  dregs  of  society;  the  purpose,  that  of  the  pander 

generation  ago,  what  would  have  been  thought  stimulating  a  profitable  lust — ^such  is  the  stage 

of  "  The  Devil,  "which  has  aU  the  diabolicism  that  "  holds  the  mirror  up  to  life. "     Is  there  no 

of  "Faust,''  modernized  and  vulgarized,  without  distortion  on  the  surface  of  the  glass  ?  Is  this,  in 

one  redeeming    touch   of  the  great  drama's  truth,  to  what  the  world  has  come  or  is  coming  ? 

poetic  and  moral  beauty?  Then  let  us  all,  in  the  name  of  the  eternal  de- 

The  "  musical  shows,"  in  their  inception,  lost  cencies,  quietly  commit  suicide,  leaving  the 

nothing  oTBrightness  or  gayety  by  being  decent,  polluted  earth  to  the  tiger  and  the  ape! 
As  I  remember  the  first  of  the  famous  Casino 

productions,  "The  Passing  Show,"  there  was  Heard  in  the  Theatre 

QQt  a  situation  or  a  line  in  it  that  could  offend. 

And  this  has  been,  though  not  without  excep-  Even  at  the  cost  of  a  shock  to  sheltered  sensi- 
tions,  the  general  rule,  right  up  to  "  Florodora "  bilities,  it  is  worth  while  to  analyze  this  new 
and  "The  Red  Mill."  The  problem  of  sex  movement  through  some  of  its  principal  ex- 
which,  in  one  form  or  another,  must  be  the  vital  emplifications.  The  responsibility  is  univer- 
element  in  all  emotional  representation  of  sal,  and  the  peril  comprehensive,  in  a  country 
human  life,  was,  up  to  within  recent  years,  where  the  theatres  are  open  to  all  ages  and  con- 
handled  either  charily  or  with  entire  serious-  ditions,  as  is  our  American  custom.  In  a  French 
ness.  Where  the  seamy  side  of  life  was  pre-  play  it  would  be  quite  possible  for  a  demi- 
sented,  the  presentation  comprised  more  sense  mondaine  to  point  out  to  her  lover,  a  "  half- 
of  moral  and  less  of  physical  proportions  than  married "  bridegroom,  the  door  of  his  wife's 
to-day.  Ten  years  ago  we  did  not  chuckle  over  apartment  and  advise  him  to  "  make  divorce 
adultery  or  joke  about  prostitution.  "  Orange  impossible. "  But  it  would  not  be  possible  for 
Blossoms"  was  suppressed  as  being  beyond  the  an  unmarried  girl  of  respectable  upbringing  to 
pale  of  Twentieth  Century  tolerance.  But  sit  in  the  audience  and  listen  to  it.  At  a  mat- 
Anna  Held,  exponent  of  the  new  tending,  has  in^e  three  pupils  of  a  fashionable  school  sat 
in  her  plays  gone  from  bad  to  worse,  and  in  in  front  of  me  and  drank  in  the  following 
her  train  have  come  others  until  we  find  a  defi-  dialogue  between  an  amorous  judge  and  a 
nite  proportion  of  the  stage  given  over  to  such  pert  serving  maid,  to  whom  he  had  been  making 
productions.  love: 

The  Judge — Wait  a  minute. 

The  DefenMe-^r,  Rather,  the  Excate  The  Maid — What  do  you  want  ? 

The  Judge  (clutching  at  her) — Which  is  the 

Of  course  there  is  a  defense.  Perhaps  excuse  way  to  your  room  ? 
would  be  the  more  apt  term.     "  Holding  the        The  Maid — Right  up  the  aisle  of  the  church 

mirror  up  to  life. "    That  is  the  purpose  of  the  with  a  wedding  license  in  your  hand, 
stage,  we  are  glibly  told.     "  An  attempt  to  por-        The  Judge  (eagerly) — ^No  short  cut  ? 
tray  the  night  life  of  Paris  just  as  it  exists, "  is        The  Maid — No. 

the  description,  on  the  programme  of  "  The        And  again,  in  a  dialogue  between  the  "  half- 
Queen  of  the  Moulin  Rouge."     "The  Girl  married"  young  man  and  his  mother-in-law. 
From  Rector's"  makes  the  same  claim  in  other  who  is  keeping  bride  and  groom  apart: 
words.     In  these  two  we  see,  illuminated  by        "Where  is  my  wife?" 
"the  light  that  never  was,  on  sea  or  land,"  a        "In  her  room." 
world  of  gayety  and  harlotry,  a  debauched  and        "  Can  I  go  to  her?" 
lustful  world  in  which  there  are  no  penalties  to        "  No;  she  is  dressing. " 
pay,  a  world  as  lightly  alien  to  moral  responsi-        "All  the  more  reason. " 
bility  as  it  is  to  human  reality.     Of  a  certain        "Now — Moderation!   Moderation!" 
type  of  woman,  the  gladsome  heroine  of  these       The  husband  (a  little  later  in  the  action,  on 
plays,  an  almost  forgotten  philosopher  wrote,  receiving  a  bill) — "Well,  it  appears  that  Tm 
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pianied  enough  to  pay  for  a  bed,  but  not  mar-  house  with  the  green  shutters, "  which,  in  the 

ried  enough  to  sleep  in  it. "  course  of  events,  is  raided  by  the  police,  the' 

In  this  case,  the  only  purpose  of  the  bill —  women  being  bundled  off  to  the  station.     It  is 

which  interrupted  the  action  df  the  play — was  this  detail  which  gives  rise  to  the  triumphant 

to  give  an  opening  for  the  suggestive  joke,  climax  of  the  piece,  a  scene  within  the  station 

These  excerpts  fairly  express  the  spirit  of,  this  house.    Although  quite  contrary  to  real  life, 

type  of  play.     To  give  an  accurate  outline,  to  by  a  stretch  of  dramatic  (and  moral)  license, 

express  the  meaning  and  purport  of  the  drama  the   women  of   "  the  house  with   the  green 

of  license,  while  still  keeping  within  the  limits  shutters "  are  ordered  to  undress  in  their  cells, 

of  what  is  permissible  in  print,  is  difficult.  The  The  fronts  of  the  cells,  of  course,  are  open  to 

spoken  word  sounds  and  is  gone.    The  visual  the  audience.    They  strip  down  to  the  most 

"situation"   dissolves   and   passes.     Not   for  elementary  underclothes,  to  the  music  of  a  song 

that  are  they  the  less  potent  in  result;  for  entitled  " Take  That  Off ,  Too, "  and  then  pro- 

though  the  visual  and  aural  vibrations  die,  the  ceed  to  resolve  the  trimming  of  their  hats  into 

effect  upon  the  mind  may  well  be  permanent  stockings,  skirts,  etc.,  clad  in  which  they  sally 

and  effective — all  the  more  so,  perhaps,  be-  forth  to  dance  joyously.    There  have  been 

cause  unrealized  or  half -realized.    The  light-  plays  on  the  American  stage  in  which  a  woman 

ning  flash  is  the  thing  of  a  second's  tenth:  yet  its  has  partially  disrobed,  and  without  offence  or 

mark  in  the  imagination  is  not  blotted  out  by  a  suggestiveness,    as   in   "  The  Chorus  Lady. " 

night  of  moonlit  radiance.     But  to  embalm,  in  There   the   situation  inhered   in  the   action, 

cold  print,  the  rancid  innuendoes  or  the  inti-  Here  the  action  obviously  leads  up  to  a  situa- 

mate  indecencies  of  "The  Girl  From  Rec-  tion  as  strained  and  absurd  as  it  is  indecent, 

tor's, "  would  be  as  flat  an  affront  as  to  repro-  Of  the  rest  of  the  play  there  is  little  to  be  said, 

duce,  on  the  permanent  photographic  plate,  the  It  included  a  scene  (by  shadow)  in  a  cabinet . 

lustful,  but  instantaneously  merging  poses  of  partictdier;  an  ensemble  dance  of  astonishingly 

the  duo  dance  in  "  The  Queen  of  the  Moulin  vulgar  posturing,  and  a  duo  dance,  in  which  the 

Rouge. "    Therefore,  in  what  follows,  I  have  man's  performance  was  such,  in  suggestiveness, 

attempted  to  describe,  not  what  is  worst,  but  as   defies    even   suggestion   in   these   pages, 

what  is  printably  typical.  '  Honor  to  whom  honor  is  due.     The  person  re- 

sponsible  for  this   masterpiece   is   Paul   M. 

"Tike  Qammn  ofihe  MouBn  Roagm"  Potter,  an  American. 

Frankly  put,  the  one  interest  of  "  The  Queen  "MUa  /nnocencc'' 

of  the  Moulin  Rouge  "  is  sexual.    The  title  is  a 

fair  and  competent  advertisement.  As  every-  Had  Shakespeare  ever  suffered  the  amaze- 
one  is  supposed  to  know,  the  Moulin  Rouge  ment  of  seeing  "Miss  Innocence,"  he  would 
is  a  famous  Parisian  resort  frequented  by  pros-  not  have  said  "  the  play's  the  thing. "  Anna 
titutes  and  their  followers.  This  is  the  en-  Held  is  the  thing.  The  play  is  written  down  to 
vironment  and  atmosphere  of  the  whole  play,  the  level  of  her  guiding  principle,  "  all  the  pub- 
The  plot  it.  so  slight  as  to  be  almost  negligible,  lie  will  bear. "  On  the  programme,  "  Miss  In- 
concerning  itself  with  a  young  king  "  out  for  a  nocence"  is  described  as  "  a  musical  entertain- 
good  time"  with  his  attendant  courtiers  and  his  ment,"  which  is  rather  a  stretch  of  the  facts, 
fianc^  who,  to  prove  that  she  is  no  prude,  be-  Musical  it  is  not,  certainly,  and  in  only  a  slight 
comes  "  Queen  of  the  Moulin  Rouge. "  There  degree  is  it  entertaining.  Take  from  it  the 
are,  of  course,  "models,"  "apaches,"  and  nakedness,  the  suggestiveness,  the  actual 
other  figures  of  night  life  in  Montmartre;  but  "smut,"  and  I  venture  the  prediction  that  it 
the  scheme  of  the  play  is  quite  unimportant,  would  not  last  a  week  on  any  stage.  As  might 
except  as  leading  up,  with  some  degree  of  skill,  be  expected  from  the  "  model  pupil  of  a  model 
to  certain  "situations"  and  displays.  The  school"  (I  quote  from  the  programme),  3fw5 
climax  of  the  first  act  comes  in  the  parade  Innocence  goes  straight  from  the  island  resort  to 
across  the  stage,  of  floats,  supposed  to  be  copied  the  center  of  the  demi-monde  of  Paris,  this 
from  the  Quat'-z-Arts  Ball,  each  float  bearing  time  L'Abbaye.  Here  we  see  the  sight  already 
a  woman  dad  only  in  fleshings.  I  have  seen  made  familiar  in  the  "new  style"  play,  the 
the  nude  "living  pictures"  of  the  Boulevard  revel  of  harlotry.  Later,  there  is  a  delicate  and 
Music  Halk  in  Paris,  and  they  are  far  more  sug-  dainty  scene,  the  invasion  of  a  bridal  chamber 
gestive  of  art  and  less  suggestive  of  a  certain  by  the  lady's  former  husbands,  in  the  course  of 
sort  of  professionalism  than  the  clamant  naked-  which,  as  if  to  put  a  point  and  pinnacle  on  the 
ness  of  the  posed  figures  in  tights.  whole  matter,  the  comedian  jocularly  addresses 

In  the  second  act,  the  curtain  rises  on  "the  one  of  the  entrants  by  a  name,  long  made  no- 


44  The  American  Magazine 

torious  in  advertisements  as  that  of  the  leading  at  the  house  for  the  night,  and  after  they  have 
quack  practitioner  in  private  diseases  of  men.  retired,  the  men's  coming  to  seek  them  and 
So  much  for  the  heights  to  which  comedy  can  getting  into  the  wrong  rooms.  Loute,  becom- 
rise  under  pressure.  Two  scenes  quite  imre-  ing  stricken  with*  an  access  of  good  fellowship, 
lated  to  the  play  are  introduced,  the  one  to  turns  Dick  from  her  room  and  bids  him  go  to 
show  a  supposedly  naked  woman  model  in  a  his  wife — pointing  out  the  door — and  "make 
studio;  the  other  to  "set"  a  chorus  of  women  divorce  impossible,"  which,  later  he  announces 
reclining  on  tiger  skins  and  singing,  from  the  •  that  he  has  done.  Finally  Loute  entraps  her 
theme  of  a  certain  nauseous  novel,  their  desire  husband,  the  judge,  in  the  maid's  room,  and,  on 
for  a  son  and  heir,  the  plea  being  directed  to  the  the  "  tu  quoque  "  basis,  they  mutually  agree  to 
male  part  of  the  chorus.  This  tasteful  bit  was  let  bygones  be  bygones.  A  happy,  high- 
entitled  "Three  Weeks  with  You."  The  plot  minded,  uplifting  termination! 
of  the  play  doesn't  matter,  even  were  it  trace-  This  play  also  is  the  work  of  Mr.  Paul  M. 
able.  We  mention  with  sadness  that  the  Potter,  who  furnishes  a  "justification"  of  him- 
author  is  Mr.  Harry  Bi  Smith,  sometime  libret-  self  on  the  programme, 
tist  of  such  charming  comic  operas  as  "  Robin 
Hood"  and  "Maid  Marian." 


AUTHOR'S  NOTE 

"The  Girl  From  Rector's."  by  Paul  M.  Potter,  is  a  free 

version  of  Pierre  Veber's  famous  comedy.  "Loute."  which 

««7X     r^*«l  P  M»     *     •  •»  ^*^  ^^^  ^  triumphant  career  in  Europe.     Based  on  the 

1  ne  Uiff  r  rom  iC«cror  s  strange  theory  that  married  men  often  lead  double  lives. 

and  tnat  the  saint  of  the  rural  home  may  be  the  Lothario 
^»7«.i    <rmt       r>t*  1  r*  -n     ^     i  a  ^\.  xx         of  the  city,  Mr.  Potter  hesitated  to  introduce  this  comedy 

With  "The  Girl  From  Rector's"  the  matter     to  a  community,  where  he  believed,  in  his  innocence,  that 


vviiu      X  uc  vjrui  x'iuiu  xvcuiux  a     iiic  uiaiicx  to  a  community,  wnere  ne  oeiievea.  m  nis  mnocence.  mat 

ic    «rkm«>whaf    Hiffprpnf       K*»rp      itiHp«»H      ic    a  man ied  men  ol  double  lives  were  practically  unknown,  but 

is    SOmewnat    amerem.      Here,     maeea,     is    a  as  many  recent  law  suits  have  tended  to  prove  the  contrary. 

genuine  plot  (taken  from  the  French)  and  it  is  in  the  management  has  now  decided  to  produce  this  play,  m 

p.         1   X  ii     .  \         •   •                   •    i_                 *     •     a.1-  t««  hope  that  it  will  serve  as  a  warning  to  American  hus- 

tne  plot  that  the  VlClOUSneSS  inheres.      As  in  the  hands,  and  strengthen  the  hands  of  matrons  and  maids,  who 

case  of  "The  Queen  of  the  Moulin  Rouge,"  are  battling  for  the  purity  of  the  American  home. 

the  title  is  diagnostic.     Loute,  the  principal  Tastes  in  humor  differ.    To  me  that  final 

character,  is,  to  use  the  polite  language  of  the  sentence,  regarding  the  purity  of  the  American 

Tenderloin,  in  which  the  play  is  appropriately  home,  and  the  author's  desire  to  battle  beneath 

couched,  a  "  sporting  lady. "    Her  lover,  dur-  its  standard,  seems  rather  a  crass  sort  of  joke, 

ing  her  absence,  becomes  tired  of  her  and  en-  On  the  other  hand,  if  it  is  not  intended  to  di- 

gages  himself  to  a  young  girl,  Mania,  at  the  vert,  if  Mr.  Potter  really  means  that  seriously, 

•  same  time  breaking  off  his  association  with  an  he  should  be  careful  about  venturing  out  unat- 

aged  lecher,  Tandy,    The  scene  then  shifts-  to  tended.    The  alienists  will  get  him,  if  he  don't 

Battle  Creek,  on  the  day  of  the  wedding.  Dick,  watch  out. 
Louie's   lover,  has  married  Mania  by  civil 

ceremony  that  morning,  but  the  religious  cere-  "Thm  Blue  Mome" 
mony  is  not  to  take  place  until  the  morrow. 

Of  course,  marriages  conducted  according  to  By  the  writing  of  amusing  and  decent  plays, 
this  method  are  quite  unknown  in  America.  Mr.  Clyde  Fitch  has  won  both  reputation  and 
But  probability  is  unimportant  in  the  face  of  the  wealth.  In  his  desire  to  increase  the  latter 
fact  that  the  device  gives  opportunity  for  vari-  he  seems  willing  to  risk  the  former.  Other- 
ous  suggestive  "lines,"  between  the  half-  wise  he  would  never  have  adapted  "The 
married  man  and  his  mother-in-law,  who  in-  Blue  Mouse "  from  the  German.  In  this  semi- 
sists  on  keeping  him  separated  from  his  bride.  Americanization  of  the  foreign  farce,  he  has 
In  the  midst  of  the  festivities  LouU,  the  "  Girl  overstepped  the  bounds  of  decency  in  a  rather 
From  Rector's, "  comes  in,  and  it  appears  that  peculiarly  unsavory  fashion.  A  blackmailing 
she  is  the  wife  of  a,  local  judge  who  has  been  private  secretary  plans  to  secure  advancement 
making  love — and  very  broadly — to  the  serving  from  his  employer,  a  railroad  president,  by 
maid.  Tarn/)' appears  under  his  rightful  name,  playing  upon  his  concupiscence  toward  the 
as  Dick's  prospective  father-in-law.  To  in-  wives  of  his  underlings.  To  this  end,  being 
crease  the  complications,  Loute,  as  the  price  of  unwilling  to  submit  his  own  bride  to  the  at- 
silence,  makes  Dick  promise  to  take  her  to  a  tentions  of  the  old  man,  he  hires  the  Blue 
disreputable  road-house,  that  night.  Tandy  Mouse,  a  notorious  performer  of  the  Salome 
discovers  this  and  arranges  to  have  all  the  dance,  to  play  the  part  of  his  wife.  Taken  in 
others  there  to  catch  them.  by  the  trick,  the  railroad  president  mistakes  the 
The  finale,  in  the  road-house,  is  the  grossest  real  wife  for  the  Blue  Mouse,  and  various  corn- 
bit  of  action  that  I  have  ever  [seen  on  an  plications  arise  out  of  this,  as  well  as  out  of  the 
English-speaking  stage.  The  "comedy"  ele-  fact  that  the  Blue  Mouse's  lover  and  the  real 
ment  is  achieved  by  the  women's  taking  rooms  wife's  father  both  appear  upon  the  scene,  fore- 
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ing  their  welcome  attentions  upon  the  actress,  at  the  same  time  making  known  to  him  her  past. 

As  a  further  complication  the  Blue  Mouse  her-  It  is  agreed  that  she  is  to  return  to  New  York 

self  develops  a  mildly  amorous  streak  and  in-  and  the  stage  until  he  can  "  make  his  pile, " 

sists  upon  her  supposed  husband  making  love  and  come  to  claim  her.     In  New  York  she 

to  her.    In  one  scene  the  audience  is  shown  does    her    best,    but    finds    all    employment 

the  actress's  apartments,  on  the  eve  of  an  denied  her  except  on  condition  of  her  being 

auction,  which,  as  she  explains,  she  makes  complaisant.     Overcome  by  the  pressure  of 

profitable  by  selling  off  the  furnishings,  with  necessity,  and  by  the  persuasions  of  a  friend, 

names  attached  of  ijer  various  lovers  who  have  who  is  a  philosophical  "kept- woman,"  she 

equipped  the  place  for  her.     The  father-in-  returns  to  the  broker,  but  does  not  tell  her 

law  is  caught  in  Her  trap,  and  "gives  up"  a  fiancd.     The  last  scene  is  a  perfectly  frank 

large  check.    As  a  concession  to  the  proprie-  presentation  of  the  life  of  a  man  and  a  woman 

ties  the  Blue  Mouse  is  made  to  tell  her  fiancd  outside  the  marriage  tie.    The  deceived  fianc^ 

that,  whatever  she  may  seem  to  be,  "  down  at  comes   and   surprises   the   truth.     Then   the 

rock  bottom  I'm  aU  right,"  which  is,  in  view  of  broker,  angry  because  his  mistress  has  not 

the  circumstances,  not  wholly  convincing.  "played    fair"    with    the    young    Westerner, 

After  the  railroad  president  has  pursued,  with  throws  her  over.     In  the  finale  the  girl,  de- 

quite  obvious  avidity,  both  the  Blue  Mouse  and  serted  by  both  men,  in  an  access  of  frenzy  gives 

the  real  wife,  the  actress  is  discovered,  half  un-  herself  up  to  the  world  of  men,  and  on  that 

dressed,  in  the  apartments  of  the  private  sec-  tragic  conclusion  the  curtain  falls, 

retary,  and  matters  are  eventually  straightened  To  join  this  kind  of  a  play  in  the  condemna- 

out  by  that  ingenious  young  hero's  obtaining  the  tion  of  such  filth  as  "  The  Girl  From  Rector's" 

position  for  which  he  and  the  Blue  Mouse  had'  or  such  viciousness  as  "The  Devil"  would  be 

worked  out  their  plan  of  blackmail.     There  manifestly    unfair.     Those    are    merely    the 

isn't  a  motive  in  the  play  that  is  clean,  nor  a  exploitation  in  dramatic  form,  of  an  appeal 

character  that  is  decent,  except  the  young  wife,  to  animal  appetites.     This  is  an  honest  and 

who  is  a  mere  foil.  genuine  study  of  an  existing  social  problem. 

Mr.   Walter  has,   himself,  defended  it,  with 

"  The  EtMMett  Way"  some  passion,  and,  as  it  seems  to  me,  with  a 

great  deal  of  justice  on  his  side.  The  question 
From  the  types  of  play  thus  far  discussed,  to  whether  or  not  the  American  public  is  ready  to 
Eugene  Walter's  "The  Easiest  Way,"  is  a  see,  laid  naked  before  it,  such  problems  as  this, 
long  step.  All  are  alike  in  this,  that  they  ex-  is  a  difficult  and  profound  one.  Here,  indeed, 
emplify  the  broadening  license  allowed  to  the  "  it  takes  two  to  tell  the  truth;  one  to  speak  and 
drama  of  sexuality.  Certainly,  "  The  Easiest  one  to  hear  it. "  Mr.  Walter  has  spoken  the 
Way"  would  not  have  been  tolerated  a  few  truth;  but  has  his  public  heard  it?  It  is  gravely 
years  ago,  when  "Mrs.  Warren's  Profession"  to  be  doubted.  My  own  estimate  of  the  au- 
was  censored  off  the  stage  by  a  not-too-intelli-  dience  of  which  I  was  a  part,  at  a  performance 
gent  super-policeman,  listening,  with  his  ear  to  of  "  The  Easiest  Way, "  is  that  it  was  essentially 
the  ground,  to  a  sonorous,  but  meaningless  the  same  audience  which  I  had  heard  cackling 
newspaper  clamor.  Meaningless,  I  say,  be-  and  sniggering  over  "The  Girl  From  Rector's." 
cause  when,  not  long  after,  the  drama  re-  At  one  point  in  the  play,  the  professional  stage 
turned  to  New  York,  newspapers  and  public  beauty  who  is  maintained  by  an  aged  lover,  ex- 
were  busy  with  something  else,  and  it  ran  its  plicates  her  philosophy  of  life  in  a  long  speech, 
course  without  scandal,  leaving  the  super-  It  is  an  extraordinary  piece  of  character  study, 
policeman  to  wonder  why  his  head  emitted  a  vivid,  bitter,  profound.  But  the  audience  took 
hollow  sound,  when  he  scratched  it  in  stupe-  it  for  humor;  guffawed  appreciatively  over  the 
faction.  The  problems  which  were  discussed  points  that  were  genuinely  tragic ;  obviously 
as  a  feature  of  existence  in  the  Bernard  Shaw  licked  its  lips  over  the  embittered  plain  speak- 
play,  without  directly  appearing  upon  the  stage  ing  of  other  portions. 

at  all,  constitute  the  whole  action  of  the  Walter  In  London's  East  End  I  once  happened 

tragedy.     "The  Easiest  Way  "is  a  study  in  the  to  see  a  group  of   hoodlums   and  harridans 

siege  and  surrender  of  a  woman;  trenchant,  convulsed  with  laughter  and  relish  over  the 

brutal  (though  never  brutish),  powerful,  and  dying  struggles  of  a  cat  which  had  been  run 

convincing.     "It  was  too  true:  that  was  the  over.     I  should  say  that  the  point  of  view  of 

trouble,"  wrote  the  Sun's  critic,  analyzing  his  that  Stuyvesant  Theatre  audience  was  about 

own  unpleasant  emotions.    An  actress  who  has  the  same.    Neither  tragedy  nor  truth  inhered  in 

been  the  mistress  of  a  broker,  falls  in  love  with  the  play,  for  them;  only  titillation  of  craving 

a  young  Westerner  and  promises  to  marry  him,  nerves. 
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"Sahme"  by  an  overwrought  worshiper  of  Dionysius, 

producing  an  acceptable  effect  because  of  its 

"Salome*'  is  an  opera  in  which  the  prose  world  old  significance  of  passion.  But  as  de- 
play  of  Oscar  Wilde  is  set  to  music  by  Richard  livered  by  Mary  Garden  in  philistine  abandon 
Strauss.  It  portrays  the  imagined  actions  and  of  dress  and  posture,  signifying  to  the  most 
emotions  of  the  daughter  of  Herodias  and  stupid  what  the  most  stupid  think  of  as  the 
assigns  the  basest  reasons  for  her  demand  for  exhibit  of  desire,  the  whole  scene  becomes 
the  head  of  John  the  Baptist.  In  Oscar  absurd  and  ridiculous.  And  yet  the  opera- 
Wilde^s  hands  the  story  becomes  the  artistic  house  is  thronged  with  men  and  women,  many 
apotheosis  of  degenerate  passion.  John  is  un-  of  them  young,  to  look  upon  this  abhorrent 
moved  by  the  approaches  of  Salome y  who  sets  piece,  that  has  no  redeeming  idea  or  suggestion, 
about  getting  some  satisfaction  for  her  abnor-  Even  the  charm  of  parts  of  the  score  is  lost — 
mal  lust.  She  takes  advantage  of  the  tempera-  for  the  disgusting  evolution  of  the  action  on  the 
ment  of  Herod  (her  mother's  husband)  and  stage,  brilliantly  set  and  costumed,  is  too 
through  a  voluptuous  dance  so  rouses  him  that  startling  and  sensational  to  permit  of  the  music 
he  offers  to  grant  any  request.  She  asks  for  the  being  appreciated, 
head  of  John,  and  when  it  is  brought  falls  upon 

it  with  loathsome  caresses,  as  the  final  curtain  Why  New  Yorken  Ukm  Thmtm  "Showa" 
drops. 

This  piece  was  given  at  the  Metropolitan  It  is  on  the  neurotic  side,  I  am  convinced, 
Opera  House  some  years  ago  with  Fremstad  in  that  we  shall  find  in  part  an  explanation  of  the 
the  title  r61e.  It  was  taken  off  after  one  per-  present  dramatic  tendency.  New  York  is  a 
formance,  though  presented  without  the  frank  city  of  abnormal  and  unhealthy  nervous  ten- 
emphasis  evident  in  the  current  production.  sion.     The  New  Yorker  works,  keyed  up  to  a 

How  far  laxity  of  public  opinion  has  gone  in  strained  pitch.  After  work  comes  the  revul- 
t  he  interval  is  seen  from  the  fact  that  "Salome,"  sion.  The  nerves  slacken;  the  whole  psy- 
with  Mary  Garden  as  Herodias^  daughter,  has  chologic  being  droops.  Nervously,  the  man  is 
been  given  at  the  Manhattan  Opera  House  spent  and  flaccid.  If  you  will  track  the  aver- 
more  times  this  past  winter  than  any  other  age  "man  of  affairs"  after  he  leaves  his  busi- 
opera  at  either  house.  Oscar  Hammerstein  ness,  you  will-  find  him  making  an  alcoholic 
announced  to  the  public  of  Philadelphia,  after  progress  uptown,  from  bar  to  bar.  This  does 
protest  was  made  against  its  production  in  that  not  mean  that  he  is  getting  drunk.  It  means, 
city,  that  he  would  fulfil  his  promise  of  three  simply,  that  he  is  striving  to  bring  his  depressed 
performances,  but  if  after  the  first  one  sub-  and  fagged  out  nerves  up  to  the  concert  pitch 
scribers  for  the  other  two  wished  to  give  up  their  at  which  the  normal  person  lives.  After  dinner 
seats,  he  would  exchange  or  repurchase  tickets;  he  is  ready  for  amusement.  Often  it  is  gam- 
yet  we  are  informed  that  there  were  practically  bling,  the  excitement  of  which  keys  him  up. 
no  such  requests  made.  Or,  it  is  the  theatre.     Of  this  he  says  "  I  don't 

"Salome"  is  a  slightly  disguised  piece  of  want  to  see  anything  that  makes  me  think, 

abnormal  sensuality.    It  is  a  case  for  Krafft-  Tm  too  tired.    Let's  take  in  something  with 

Ebing  (the  great  authority  on  " Psychopathia  *go'  to  it."    What  he  really  and  unconsciously 

Sexualis").     This  sort  of  thing  can  only  be  means  is,  not  that  he  is  too  tired  to  think,  but 

normal  in  a  world  made  up  of  lecherous-minded  that  he  needs  a  mental  cocktail ;  something  that 

people — a  world  in  which  such  ideas  and  mo-  will  spur  his  jaded  nerve  centers  up  again, 

tives  being  natural  to  the  mass  are  the  proper  Shock  will  do  it;  the  appeal  to  the  sensual  and 

subjects  of  art.     The  book  drapes  the  disgusting  the  animal  within  him  will  do  it.     Hence  the 

theme  with  the  magic  of  artistry ;  with  won-  success  of  the  prurient  drama,  amidst  a  theatre- 

derful  and  instinctive  skill  a  genuine  poet  ex-  going  public  largely  composed  of  sufferers  from 

presses  his  degraded  temperament  in  simple  depressed  nerves. 

voluptuous  language  that  lures    to  a  state  of  Then,  too,  the  demand  of  the  cosmopolite 

mind  destructive  of  feeling  and  thought.  must  be  considered  as  an  element.     There  is. 

There  are  no  aesthetics  of  bestiality  as  such;  in  this  country,  a  great  and  growing  circle  of 

in  "Salome"  there  is  only  the  confusing  appeal  people   who    travel.     Many   of   them   travel 

to  the  corrupt  sense  in  the  guise  of  pretended  purely  for  excitement.     Their  "  Wanderlust  '* 

beauty — which  but  drapes  the  thing  in  order  is  a  pathologic  phenomenon;  St.  Vitus*  dance 

to  suggest  what  should  not  be  seen.    In  read-  of  the  soul.    Whatever  of  forbidden  fruit  the 

ing  the  scene  between  Salome  and  John,  we  world  affords,  they  must  cull.    But  for  their 

can  imagine  the  melodious  recital  of  Salome's  ready   American   gold,    Montmartre,    Monte 

words  with  restrained  and  poignant  acting,  as  Carlo,  and  the  Continental  boulevard  would 
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be  less  luxurious,  though  perhaps  not  less  la-  will  save  "the  provinces"  for  a  time,  at  least, 

boredly  flagitious.     To  a  considerable  extent  from  the  vitiating  influences  of  the  growing 

they   maintain   the   lupanars   and   gambling  dramatic  indecencies  of  New  York, 
houses  of  civilization,  and  when  these  appear 

on  the  stage,  they  support  the  sham  life  as  they  What  the  Public  Negligently  Toleratea 
have  supported  the  real.     Lacking  any  genuine 

sense  of  national  responsibility  or  patriotism,  In  the  last  analysis  the  public  will  decide 

they  demand,  on  their  return,  the  license  of  whether  or  not  the  lust-drama '"-to  stay.  From 

more  settled  and  ordered  civilizations,  careless  the  managers,  there  is  nothing  to  hope.     They  . 

of  what  the  general  effect  may  be.    Add  to  this,  are  not  in  the  business  for  their  own  physical 

the  influence  of  the  more  thoughtful  travelers,  or  the   public's   moral  health.     Said  one  of 

who  cannot  but  feel  a  broadening  and  relaxing  them  to  a  dramatic  critic  whom  he  met  coming 

influence,  from  the  contact  with  looser  stand-  out  of  the  theatre: 

ards,  and  we  find  potent  forces  working  toward  "  What  do  you  think  of  it  ?  " 

a  change  of  moral  attitude.     But  we  must  bear  "  Personally  or  professionally  ?  "  countered 

in  mind  that  we  cannot  safely  loosen  the  bonds  the  other, 

on  one  side  without  tightening  them  on  the  **  Oh,  personally. " 

other.  Unlike  the  European  stage,  the  Ameri-  "  I  think, "  said  the  critic  after  some  con- 
can  stage  is  for  all.  *  *  Why  can't  we  have  the  sideration,  "  that  I'd  hate  to  have  taken  a 
same  freedom  that  France  allows?"  demands  woman  to  see  it." 

the  traveled  hot-head,     lie  forgets  the  vital  "  Hm-m-m, "  ruminated  the  theatrical  man 

fact  that  the  French,  essentiaUy  a  more  moral,  from  the  creases  of  his  chin, 

as  they  are  a  more  philosophical  people  than  "  Perhaps  you  don't  like  my  frankness, " 

we  high-strung  occidentals,  protect  irom  in-  suggested  the  critic. 

fluences  poisonous  to  unformed  minds,  those  "Like  it!  My  dear  fellow,  if  I  wasn't  so  de- 

upon  whom  the  future  of  the  nation  chiefly  de-  cent  I'd  have  it  on  the  bill  boards  by  to- 

pends,  their  young  women.  morrow. " 

There,  within  the  compass  of  a  phrase,  is  the 

in  the  Smaller  Citiea  attitude  of  the  men  (there  are  some  honorable 

exceptions)  who  put  on  our  drama,  as  well  as 

Thus  far  the  American  outbreak  of  impu-  the  expert's  estimateof  his  public.  Whetherthe 
dency  has  been  fairly  localized,  a  species  of  public  will  live  down  to  this  estimate  is  by  no 
New-York-itis.  Undeniable  as  is  the  influence  means  certain,  simply  because  it  paid  $14  per 
of  the  metropolis  over  the  rest  of  the  country,  seat  for  the  opening  night  of  a  farce  that  had 
in  so  far  as  its  cachet  of  success  in  artistic  mat-  been  suppressed  elsewhere.  This  may  be  but 
ters  is  concerned,  it  is  doubtful  whether  the  a  wave  of  prurient  sensatibnalism,  of  vapid 
lesser  and  more  typically  American  cities  will  immorality,  which*  wiU  recede.  Against  this 
slavishly  follow  the  leader,  in  its  new  moral  hopeful  possibility,  however,  is  the  evidence  of 
complaisance.  Outside  of  half  a  dozen  of  the  big  profits  reaped  by  every  improper  produc- 
largest  cities,  the  Puritan  influence  is  stiU  tion  of  the  season.  Evidently  a  certain  con- 
powerful.  The  decencies  of  public  opinion  siderable  portion  of  the  populace  demands  pro- 
hold  sway.  The  pulpit  has  not  wholly  lost  ductions  that  will  sate  its  lower  appetites.  Is  it 
its  power  to  ban.  The  newspapers  could,  practicable  to  check  this  ?  Would  a  censorship 
and  in  many  cases  would  prevent  the  pro-  do  it  ?  Consider  the  potentialities  of  the  censor 
duction  of  the  pornographic  shows.  Patron-  method  under  our  system  of  political  appoint- 
age,  too,  would  be  lessened  by  the  fact  that  ments:  the  Hon.  Tim  Sullivan,  for  example,  as 
the  very  men  who  would  naturally  support  the  the  arbiter  of  what  should  and  what  should  not 
Yahoo  drama,  see  it,  if  at  all,  when  they  visit  hold  the  boards  in  New  York.  And  there 
the  metropolis  "for  a  good  time."  Recently  would  be,  always,  this  peril  in  censorship:  that 
I  asked  a  fellow  townsman  if  he  had  seen  ".The  it  would  maintain  arbitrary  and  cramping  re- 
Blue  Mouse."  strictions,  and  crush  out  the  legitimate  and 

"  Yes, "  he  said.     "  Pretty  lively  show.     I  honest  revolt  against  the  artificial  standards  of 

saw  it  in  New  York. "  extreme  Puritanism.     Public  opinion,  perhaps, 

"  You  might  have  seen  it  here, "  I  suggested,  will  be  the  final  arbiter.     But  public  opinion  is, 

"What,  in  my  own  home!"    he  said  dis-  by  turns,  hysterical  and  inert.     And,  in  the  long 

gustedly.     "  They  never  ought  to  have  let  the  run,  like  it  or  not,  we  Americans  shall  get,  in 

d n  thing  come!"  amusements  as  in  politics,  not  what  we  really 

This  curiously  localized  sense  of  civic  de-  want,  but  what  we  are  negligently  willing  to 

cency  is,  I  believe,  fairly  prevalent.     It  alone  tolerate. 
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Part  IV, — In  which  the  ttream  winds  through  a  sullen  marsh  and  becomes  a  brook 

I-STRAWS   THAT   SHOWED    THE    WIND    aright,  can  be  nothing. short  of  humiliating. 

She  instructs  me  to  tell  you  that  she  can  take  no 

To  Roger  From  H!»  Cotuin  Sarah  cognizance  of  any  such  connection  with  any 

justice  to  the  family  interests,  and  that  although 

Boston,  Sepl.  yih,  188^       you  will  always  be  welcome  here,  she  cannot 

YOUR  mother,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  is  not  undertake  to  extend  the  welcome  further  with 
physically  able  to  answer  your  surpris-  any  sincerity  of  heart. 
ing  and  most  disturbing  letter,  and  has  '  Winfred  Jerrolds  may,  as  you  say,  have  been  . 
laid  upon  me  the  unpleasant  task  of  doing  so.  your  best  friend,  in  one  sense,  but  I  fear  that 
It  is,  as  you  somewhat  brusquely  say,  unneccs-  sense  is  a  very  narrow  one.  He  has  certainly 
sary  to  discuss  at  any  length  what  you  have  succeeded  beyond  anything  he  could  have 
done,  since  it  is  irrevocable.  We  can  but  feel,  hoped  in  his  connection  with  our  family,  I 
however,  that  a  thing  so  hastily  entered  upon  always  thought  his  attentions  to  Uncle  Win- 
can  be  productive  of  no  good  (if,  indeed,  the  throp  unnatural  in  so  young  a  boy,  but  he  was 
matter  has  been  as  sudden  as  you  lead  us  to  always  politic.  I  am  informed  by  Uncle 
suppose).  Searsy's  partner  that  nothing  can  be  done  about 

To  a  woman  of  your  mother's  deep  family    it;  you  will  be  pleased  probably. 
pride  this  alliance  with  a  nameless  girt  from  the        You  will  realize,  I  hope,  that  living  as  I  do 
streets,  practically,  if  I  am  to  read  your  letter    with  Aunt  Miriam,  I  cannot  with  propriety 

4^  CsffritU,  IW>,  bj  Tkr  Piillifi  PuMiiUnf  CtrnfatV- 
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lake  any  course  counter  to  hers  in  the  matter  of  From  Roger's  Uncle 

your  marriage     It  may  be  that  she  will  be  Commonwealth  Ave., 

more  reconciled  with  time-I  hope  so  for  it  gSsTON,  Mass.,  Sept.  rath,  i88- 

must  be  a  temble  thought  for  you  that  she  »      r  > 

might  die  with  such  feelings  as  she  now  has  for  ^^  dear  Roger: 

her  only  son!  Your  mother  has  commumcated  to  me  the 

Your  affectionate  cousin,  ^^^^j  ^J  ^^.^f  marriage,  and  whUe  I  cannot  pre- 

Sarah  Thayer  Bradley.  ^^^^  *^^^  ^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  apparent  mystery 

surrounding  it  are  enturely  satisfactory  to  your 

From  My  Mother  aunt  and  myself,  I  have  hastened  to  point  out 

Stratford,  Conn.,  to  your  mother  that  a  man  of  your  age  and 

Sept.  7th,  188 —  known  character  is  beyond  question  competent 

^f.^^^,.    ^^ '  ,1  I.      T  *o  use  his  judgment  in  such  a  matter  and  that  I 

This  IS  a  hasty  note  to  teU  you  that  I  am  cannot  believe  you  so  unworthy  of  the  family 

afraid  I  cMnot  come  to  you  and  help  dear  traditions  as  she  feels  you  to  have  shown  your- 

Roger's  bnde  (how  interesting  and  beautiful  she  self.     In  any  case,  I  disapprove  heartUy  of  any 

must  be !)  for  I  must  stay  and  nurse  poor  old  public  break  or  scandal,  and  in  the  event  of  her 

Jeanne,  who  has  had  a  bad  faU  puttii^  up  the  failing  to  reverse  her  decision,  which  I  beUeve 

new  curtams  and  nearly  fractured  her  hip.  She  to  be  too  severe  and  unjustifiable  in  view  of 

IS  ma  great  deal  of  pain  and  cannot  bear  anyone  y^^^  consistently  clean  record  in   aU  your 

but  Die  Bbout  her     I  should  enjoy  helping  family  relations,  I  am  writing  to  oflFer  you,  in 

Roger's  wife  with  her  trousseau— how  did  he  y^ur  aunt's  name  as  weU  as  my  own,  the  hos- 

happen  to  go  to  the  island  she  hves  on?  Is  she  pitality  of  our  house  as  long  as  you  and  Mrs. 

one  of  the  Devonshu^  Prynnes?  Your  father  Bradley  care  to  avaU  yourselves  of  it. 

knew  a  Colonel   Prynne-cavaby    I   think.  ^  With  every  hope  that  this  distressing  situa- 

How  you  will  miss  Roger-for  it  will  be  differ-  tion  may  be  quietly  and  privately  adjusted  and 

ent,  now,  Winf red—It  must  be,  you  know   Oh  regards  to  Mrs.  Bradley  from  your  aunt  and 

my  dear  boy,  if  only  I  could  help  y(?«r  wife!  If  ^^yseif,  believe  me, 
only  I  coidd  see  you  with  children  of  your  own !  Yours  faithfully 

Don't  wait  too  long.     Your  father  and  I  had  Wolcott  Sears. 

but  four  years  together,   but   I  would   live 

my  whole  life  over  again  with  no  change,  for  fVom  Tip  Elder 

those  four.     I  must  go  to  Jeanne,  now. 

Your  loving  Mother.  •         University  Club, 

New  York,  Sept.  13th,  188— 

From  Roger's  Sister  DeaR  JeRRY: 

Newton,  Mass.,  Sept.  loth,  188 —  I  can't  resist  sending  you  a  line  to  tell  you  of 

Dear  Jerry:  my  encounter  with  Russell  Dodge,  just  now. 

I  hope  you  and  Roger  will  not  think  me  un-  You  might  drop  Roger  a  hint  of  it,  if  you  like, 
kind,  but  Walter  will  not  hear  of  my  looking  up  not  going  into  details,  of  course.  I  hope  it  will 
Roger's  wife,  as  you  ask  me.  You  see  Mother  be  for  the  best.  I  was  so  hot  at  the  fellow's  im- 
has  just  begun  to  be  nice  to  him,  and  we  can't  pertinence  I  let  myself  get  caught  into  a  lie,  I'm 
afford  to  lose  her  good  will,  Winf red — ^we  simply  afraid,  but  like  Tom  Sawyer's  aunt,  I  can't 
can't.  I  think  Roger  has  a  perfect  right  to  help  feeling  "it  was  a  good  lie!" 
marry  whom  he  chooses  and  I  don't  believe  a  He  was  dining  here  with  a  set  of  pretty  well 
word  of  the  horrid  things  Sarah  says.  They  known  New  York  men  and  I  had  my  back  to 
are  not  true,  are  they  ?  But  of  course  they're  not.  his  table.  Suddenly  I  heard  Roger's  name  and 
But  why  did  Roger  do  it  so  suddenly?  Why  a  great  deal  of  laughing  and  in  a  moment  I 
not  let  us  meet  her  first  ?  What  will  people  found  myself  overhearing  (unavoidably)  a  dis- 
think?  She  will  hate  me,  I  suppose,  but  Roger  gusting  and  scandalous  piece  of  gossip.  In 
knows  what  we  have  suffered  from  Mother  and  some  strange  way  a  garbled  account  of  his  mar- 
I  hope  he  will  understand.  Walter's  eyes  have  riage  has  come  in  from  Boston,  and  Dodge, 
been  very  bad,  lately,  and  Mother  is  going  to  with  that  infernally  suggestive  way  of  his,  was 
get  Cousin  Wolcott  Sears  to  send  him  on  some  cackling  about  Roger's  "  jumping  over  the 
confidential  business  to  Germany,  the  voyage  broomstick"  with  a  "handsome  gypsy"  and 
will  do  him  so  much  good!  Do  explain  to  Roger  letting  his  relatives  believe  the  thine;  was 
— he  will  understand.  And  ask  him  to  write  to  serious  in  order  to  tease  his  stiff  necked  family, 
me,  if  he  will.  I  tell  you,  it  made  me  hot!  I  jumped  up  and 

Yx)urs  always,  looked  that  fellow  Dodge  as  straight  in  the  eye 

Alice  Bradley  Carter.       as  anyone  can  look  him,  and  said,  "I  beg  your 
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pardon  for  this  interruption,  Dodge,  but  you  with — I  am  a  past  mistress  of  the  art  of  a  hasty 

happen  to  be  making  more  of  a  fool  of  yourself  trousseau,  I  assure  you!  And  I  pray  she  may 

than   usual.     As   regards   the   lady  you   are  wear  hers  more  happily  than  I  did  mine, 

speaking  of,  I  married  her  myself  at  her  father's  Be  sure  to  let  me  know  the  moment  I  am 

country  place,  last  week,  with  Winfred  Jerrolds  wanted.     Let  Roger  know  how  glad  I  am — if 

as  best  man."  he  asks.    What  friends  you  two  are!  I  wonder 

He  mumbled   something  or  other,   but   I  if  you  know  what  you  are  losing  ?  Probably  not 

forced  him  to  apologize  plainly,  and  they  all  — men  don't  foresee,  I  suppose, 

heard  him.     Then  he  said  that  he  had  under-  Your  friend  always, 

stood  that  no  one  in  Boston  even  knew  what  her  Sue  Paynter. 
name  was,  and  I  said  almost  (I  hope!)  before  I 

thought,  "she  was  a  Miss  Prynne."  From  My  AiiomeyM 

Then  I  left  for  the  writing  room.     My  only 

excuse  is  that  Roger  himself  did  not  correct  Sears,  Bradley  and  Sears 

that  fellow  from  the  station  when  he  called  her  Attorneys  and  Counselors-at-Law 

that,  and,  honestly,  I  couldn't  turn  on  my  heel  Cable  Address,  Vellashta 
and  leave  that  last  remark  open.     I'm  ready  to 

eat  dirt,  if  need  be,  but  for  a  fire-eating  parson  2 —  Court  Street,  Boston,  Mass., 

I  still  think  I  did  pretty  well!  To  think  of  my  Sept.  12th,  188— 

running  against  Dodge  again  after  all  these  Winfred  Jerrolds,  Esq., 

years — ^you  remember  our  famous  duel  ?  University  Club, 

What  a  strange  day  we  had  out  there!   Let  New  York,  N.  Y. 

me  know  how  Roger  feels  about  it.    It's  sure  to  Dear  Sir  : 

be  in  the  papers  now,  I  suppose.     The  name,  I  We  are  instructed  by  the  heirs  and  next-of- 

mean — I've  quashed  the  other  part,  of  course,  kin  of  the  late  Mr.  Winthrop  Bradley  and  by 

Yours  faithfully,  Mr.  Sears  Bradley,  as  his  administrator  ap- 

Tyler  Fessenden  Elder.  pointed  by  the  Probate  Court,  to  advise  you 

that  the  will  of  Mr.  Winthrop  Bradley,  of  the 

From  Sue  Paynter  existence  of  which  we  have  so  long  felt  confi- 
dent, has  finally  been  discovered  in  an  un- 

3 —  Washington  Square,  expected  way  and  that  you  are  the  principal 

Sept.  14th,  188 —  legatee  thereunder. 

Jerry  dear:  •            •  We  are  further  instructed  to  advise  you  that 

It  occurred  to  me  in  the  midale  of  the  night  its  genuineness  is  unquestioned.     We  are  al- 

that  you  might  be  excused  for  thinking  me  cold  ready  taking  steps  to  probate  the  will  here  and 

and  uninterested  in  your  request  apropos  of  in  North  Carolina. 

Roger's  wife,  and  I  can't  bear  you  to  think  so  You  will  see  by  the  will,  of  which  we  en- 
for  a  moment.  Shall  I  be  quite  frank  (and  close  you  copy,  that  Mr.  Winthrop  Bradley  be- 
how  foolish  to  be  anything  else  with  you,  dear  queathed  to  you  $100,000 — in  bonds  of  the 

Win!)  and  admit  that  I  was  just  a  little  hurt    Co.,  which  bear  4}  per  cent,  interest,  and 

that  Roger  had  not  told  me?  It  was  stupid  of  in  addition  his  lands  in  and  

me,  I  know,  and  I  hereby  forgive  him — before  Counties,   North   Carolina,   which   aggregate 

he  asks  me,  par  exemple!  1  do  it  thus  quickly,  about  12,000  acres,  and  of  which  a  part  has 

I  am  afraid,  because  of  an  unusually  nasty  been  farmed  on  shares  for  a  number  of  years 

letter  from  Sarah.     How  can  a  woman  be  so  past,  bringing  in  an  annual  income  varying 

good  and  yet  so  horrid?  If  Roger  has  been  un-  between  $75  and  $250  above  the  taxes  on  the 

wise,  all  the  more  reason  for  us  to  stand  by  whole  tract, 

him!  We  shall  be  pleased   to  receive  any  instruc- 

But  apparently  he  has  not,  and  you  are  under  tions  you  desire  to  give  us  in  the  premises.     We 

the  same  spell  that  bewitched  him — don't  at-  remain, 

tempt  to  deny  it.     Madam  Bradley  threatens  Yours  very  respectfully, 

us  all  with  excommunication,  it  seems,  but  Sears,  Bradley  &  Sears. 
nHmporte — she  has  been  kind  to  me,  in  her 

alabaster  way,  but  it  is  incredible  that  I  should  Roger's  Telegram  to  Me 
desert  Roger  after  his  unspeakable  goodness 

to  me.*  News  of  will  forwarded  in  packet  from  office. 

I  will  meet  you  whenever  and  wherever  you  More  glad  than  can  say,  deserve  it  all.     Cold 

say  and  give  the  new  Mrs.  Roger  the  benefit  of  wave  here  and  shall  take  noon  express  Thurs- 

whatever  good  taste  Providence  has  blessed  me  day.     Sail  Saturday.                             R.  B. 
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iP-THE  ISLAND  COTTAGE  the  purchase  of  my  first  gift  for  my  mother — 

a  tiny  diamond  sword-hilt,  in  memory  of  my 

I  have  hitherto  said  nothing  about  the  Bank,    father — I  have   never  experienced  so  much 
for  the  best  of  reasons — I  hate  it.    I  hated  it,    pleasure. 

I  think,  from  the  day  when  a  letter  from  one  of  I  had  the  clasp  engraved  with  her  name — 
my  father's  friends  introduced  me  to  it,  until  itself  a  pearl — and  slipped  the  delicate  case  in 
the  day  when  the  letter  from  the  legal  firm  of  my  pocket.  The  great  comedienne,  whom  I 
which  Roger's  imcle  had  been  the  brilliant  have  always  thought  the  sweetest  of  women — 
head  released  me  from  it.  I  do  not  think,  but  one — talked  a  moment  aside  at  the  smiling 
however,  that  many  people  knew  this.  I  did  request  of  the  master  jeweler  and  then  whis- 
my  work  as  well  as  I  could,  accepted  my  pered  laughingly  to  Sue  with  the  most  artfully 
periodical  advances  in  salary  with  a  becoming  artless  glance  at  me.  Sue,  who  was  a  httle 
gratitude,  saved  a  little  each  year,  and  quieted  drawn  and  white  from  her  enemy  neuralgia, 
my  eruptions  of  furious  disgust  with  the  rec-    murmured  to  me  in  French  that  I  had  the 

ollection  of  my  mother's  uiiindered  disposal    honor  to  render  desolate  Miss  L ^n  R 1, 

of  her  little  legacy  since  the  day  I  left  the  the  reigning  stage  beauty,  who  was  greatly  de- 
university,  sirous  of  precisely  those  pearls  and  whose  too 

If  anyone  had  told  me  that  on  a  day  in  early  vacillating  admirer  would  doubtless  enjoy  his 
autunm  I  should  suddenly  come  into  a  thous-  bad  little  quarter  hour  h  cause  de  mot,  I  do  not 
and  pounds  a  year  and  freedom,  I  should  have  deny  that  this  put  a  point  to  my  satisfaction.  I 
caught  my  breath  at  the  very  idea,  and  here  was  was,  in  fact,  idiotically  gratified — God  and  man 
the  thing,  a  fact  accomphshed,  and  here  was  I,  that  is  born  of  woman  alone  know  why. 
not  only  quite  self-contained,  but  sober  beyond  I  hurried  to  the  dingy  station  as  a  boy  hur- 
my  wont,  and  ready  to  take  the  Bank  and  all  ries  to  the  train  that  will  take  him  home  to  the 
its  stodgy  horror  upon  my  shoulders,  if  with  it  I  holidays,  and  the  tedious  hours  were  miracu- 
might  have  had  one  thing — one  woman!  The  lously  light,  the  face  of  the  telegraph  operator 
world  was  before  me,  where  to  choose,  all  the  Uke  the  face  of  my  best  friend,  the  rough,  damp 
far  comers  and  reaches  for  which  I  had  in-  passage  in  the  blue  boat  a  pleasant  incident, 
herited  the  hunger  with  the  blood  that  ran'  in  Caliban  had  a  friendly,  stupid  grin  for  me  and 
my  veins, — and  if  I  might  only  have  been  the  rowed  his  best;  the  very  oars  knew  how  I 
fii^t  to  find  one  lonely,  insignificant  point  on  the    wanted  to  get  to  her! 

Atlantic  coast,  my  heart  would  have  journeyed  They  stood  with  a  lantern  on  the  landing 
there,  content,  and  ceased  (or  so  I  thought)  its  steps,  in  the  rough,  picturesque  clothes  I  had 
wanderings.  Truly  our  joys  are  tempered  for  first  seen  them  in,  and  we  hurried  through  a 
us,  and  no  shorn  lamb  was  ever  more  carefully  thickening  drizzle  to  the  warm,  light  cottage, 
protected  from  the  winds  of  heaven  than  we  ridiculously  hand-in-hand,  the  lantern  bobbing 
from  too  much  joy.    It  is  an  actual  fact  that  I    between  us. 

regarded  my  resignation  from  the  drudgery  of  Roger  had  revived  his  old  school  accomplish- 
twelve  years,  the  disposal  of  my  rooms  and  fur-  ments  and  had  ready  a  panful  of  delicious  little 
niture,  the  heartening  preliminaries  with  the  sausages  in  a  bath  of  tomatoes  and  onions  and 
lawyers,  and  my  booking  at  the  steamship  Worcestershire  that  sent  me  back  to  Vevay  in 
company's  oflSces,  with  less  interest  than  the  the  fraction  of  a  second,  and  we  dipped  f rag- 
successful  transportation  of  Margarita's  wed-  ments  of  the  crusty  French  loaf  I  had  brought 
ding  gift.  in  the  sauce,  in  the  old  Vevay  fashion,  and 

It  was  with  a  real  thrill  of  pleasure  that  I  drank  to  theirvoyage  in  the  last  Burgundy  from 
drew  out  my  small  savings — a  little  over  a  the  little  wine  bin.  If  anything  were  needed  to 
thousand  pounds — and  with  the  breathless  place  Margarita's  father  in  our  estimations, 
assistance  of  Sue  Paynter  and  a  famous  actress  that  Burgundy  would  have  done  it!  After  the 
of  her  acquaintance  selected  the  most  perfect  sweet  course  of  jellied  pancakes  that  Roger  had 
string  of  pearls  to  be  purchased  for  that  money,  taught  Caliban,  we  fell  upon  the  cigars  I  had 
One  of  the  heads  of  the  great  firm  whose  brought,  and  when  Margarita,  an  apt  pupil, 
name  has  been  long  associated  with  American  had  sugared  my  demi-tasse  to  my  liking,  I 
wealth  and  luxury  himself  lent  a  discerning  reached  into  my  pocket  and  drew  out  the  Rus- 
hand  to  the  selection,  and  for  the  first  time  I  sia  leather  case.  My  fingers  trembled  like  a 
tasted  the  snobbish  joy  of  sitting  at  ease  in  a  boy's  as  I  took  out  the  pearls  and  clasped  them 
dainty  private  room  while  respectful  officials  around  her  beciutiful  neck,  above  the  soft  black 
brought  the  splendors  of  the  Orient  to  my    handkerchief. 

lordly  knees,  and  lesser  buyers  hung  unat-  *'If  this  is  not  your  first  wedding  present, 
tended  over  the  common  counters.    Except  in    Mrs.  Bradley,  I  shall  be  furiously  angry, "  I 
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said  with  mock  severity,  to  keep  down  the  lump    more,  and  I  started  systematical!-    for  the 

in  my  throat,  for  I  was  absurdly  excited.  cellar  steps,  lantern  in  hand. 

"Jerry,  you  extravagant  old  donkey,  what  The  first  thing  that  struck  me  was  the  trim 
do  you  mean  by  this?"  Roger  cried  huskily,  neatness  of  this  part  of  the  house  too  often — 
"I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing!"  While  Mar-  and  especially  in  country  districts — neglected, 
garita,  for  the  first  time  in  our  acquaintance  a  The  steps  were  firm  and  clean  and  nearly  dust- 
daughter  of  Eve,  ran  up  to  her  mirror.  She  less,  the  cement  floor  dry  and  apparently 
would  have  been  as  pleased,  I  think,  with  a  freshly  swept,  the  walls  and  ceiling  well  whitened 
necklace  of  iridescent  seasheQs — ^wherein  she  with  lime.    Bins  of  vegetables,  a  barrel  of 

diflFered   widely  from   Miss  L ^n  R ^1,  summer  apples,  a  cask  of  vinegar  on  two  tres- 

as  Roger  and  I  agreed.  ties  with  a  pail  thriftily  set  for  the  drippings,  a 

We  talked,  of  course,  of  Uncle  Winthrop  and  wire  cupboard  with  plates  of  food  set  there  for 

the  old  days,  of  his  loving  interest  in  me,  the  the  cellar  coolness,  and  in  one  comer  a  little 

slender  little  chap  with  the  dead  soldier-father,  dairy  compartment  built  over  a  spring  covered 

who  had  taken  long  walks  up  and  down  narrow  by  a  wooden  trap-door,  completed  the  fumish- 

old  Winter  Street  with  him,  and  mailed  his  ings  of  the  floor.    For  the  rest,  the  place  was  a 

letters  and  fenced  with  his  sword,  and  listened  fairly  well  stocked  tool-house;  a  scythe  and  a 

by  the  hour  to  his  tales  of  rainy  bivouac  and  last  grindstone,  snow-shovel    and    ladders    were 

redoubt,  of  precious  drops  of  brandy  to  a  dying  arranged  compactly;  a  watering-pot  and  rake 

comrade  and  brave  loans  of  army  blankets  in  stood,  fresh  from  use,  by  the  door, 

the  cold  dawn.    We  wondered  at  the  extraor-  A  low  cow-stall  came  next  and  beyond  this  a 

dinary  chance  which  had  kept  the  old  port-  fowl  roost,  both  these  last  noticeably  clean  and 

folio,  with  its  worn  leather  edges  that  I  remem-  sweet,  and  this  in  a  day  when  the  microbe  and 

bered  so  well,  hidden  during  the  two  years  that  the  germ  were  not  such  prominent  factors  in 

had  elapsed  since  his  death,  and  what  secretive  our  civilization  as  they  are  at  present, 

instinct  had  led  him  to  put  his  last  will  and  I  retraced  my  steps  and  went  through  the 

testament  there.    We  marveled  at  the  sagacity  living-room  to  the  room  beyond  it,  over  the 

which  had  led  him  to  drop  hints  as  to  the  ex-  shed  and  dairy.    It  was  a  fair-sized  study,  un- 

istence  of  such  a  document  so  effectively  that  mistakably  a  man's.     The  end  wall  held  the 

the  family  had  felt  themselves  bound  to  hold  fireplace,  with  a  large  map  of  the  world  hung 

the  property  intact  for  three  years,  to  give  every  over  it.    The  ocean  side  of  the  cottage  was 

possible  chance  of  finding  it,  and  had  spent  windowless  and  lined  with  well-used  books 

many  useless  dollars  in  the  search  for  the  old  on  pine  shelves.      These  overflowed  on  the 

servants  who  were  believed  (and  rightly,  as  the  wall  which  held  the  entrance  door  and  where 

event   proved)    to   have   witnessed   it.     Our  they  stopped  a  sort  of  trophy  of  arms  was 

friendship  had  been  more  than  ordinary  in  its  arranged  on  the  wall.      An  army   revolver, 

strength  and  real  sympathy;  one  of  those  at-  a   great   Western   six-shooter,    a    fine   little 

tractions  that  laugh  at  disparity  of  years  and  himting  piece,  a  grim  Ghoorka    knife  and 

absence  of  any  tie  of  kinship,  and  indeed,  up  to  an  assegai,  which   I   recognized  from  simi- 

his  death  I  had  been  far  closer  to  him  than  lar  treasures  on  the  barrack  wall  of  an  English 

Roger  ever  was.     Dear  old  Uncle  Win!    He  friend  of  mine — an  infantry  major — one  or  two 

knew  what  he  would  do  for  me  and  what  it  bayonets,  a  curious  Japanese  sword  and  a 

would  mean  to  me,  well  enough:  as  a  young  curved  dagger  whose  workmanship  was  quite 

fellow,  he  had  been  tied  to  his  Bank!  unknown  to  me,  completed  this  decoration, 

I  spoke  tentatively  of  Sue  Paynter,  and  which  was  the  only  one  on  the  walls.    In  the 

Roger  flushed  and  struck  the  table  in  his  dis-  center  of  the  floor  stood  a  large  table-desk  of 

gusted  excitement.  well-polished  cherry  with  a  heavy  glass  ink-well, 

**Good     heavens,    Jerry — I     never    once  pin-tray,  letter-rack,   etc.,  and  a  fair,  clean 

thought "  square  of  blotting  paper.     But  none  of  the  cus- 

Poor  Sue!  There  was  nothing  more  to  say.  tomary  litter  of  such  a  desk  was  upon  it;  all 

"The  first  thing  I  want  you  to  do  for  me,  was  swept  and  garnished,  orderly  and  bare. 

Jerry, "  said  Roger,  "is  to  go  through  the  cot-  The  drawers  were  empty,  the  ink-well  pure,  the 

tage  thoroughly  and  see  if  you  discover  any  very  pens  new.    There  was  not  the  faintest 

trace  of  who  lived  here.    IVe  done  it,  of  course,  hint  of  what  work  had  gone  on  at  that  desk, 

but  I'd  like  to  have  some  one  else  do  it,  too.  I  crossed  the  room  and  took  down  a  book 

Go  all  by  yourself,  and  I  won't  give  you  any  here  and  there  at  random  from  the  shelves, 

hint   of   my   idea,  and  then   we'll  compare  From  one  or  two,  evidently  old  ones,  the  fly 

notes."  leaves  had  been  neatly  cut  out;  others  had  no 

Nothing,  just  then,  could  have  interested  me  mark  of  any  kind.    It  came  over  me  with  a 
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staggering  certainty  that  here  was  no  care-  times  felt  I  know  your  mind  almost  as  my 

less,  makeshift  impulse;  a  methodical,  definite  own. 

annihilation  had  been  intended  and  accom-       In  the  outside  further  corner  of  the  room  a 

plished.     An    extraordinary    man    had    ar-  narrow,  steep  flight  of  steps  led  to  the  second 

ranged  this.    What  was  the  secret  he  had  con-  story  and  lent  a  queer  little  foreign  air  to  the 

cealed  so  perfectly,  and  what  had  been  his  whole.    Ascending,  I  found  myself  in  a  small  • 

motive?   What  his  necessity?   Three  or  four  room  with  one  door — ^its  only  entrance — and 

comfortable  chairs  and  a  light  wicker  table  one  window.     For  a  moment  I  had  a  curious 

completed  the  fumitiure  of  the  room,  which  sense  of  the  English  barracks  and  seemed  to  be 

held — for  me — ^the  strange  fascination  of  the  in  the  major's  sleeping-room  again.    A  low 

living-room,  that  deep,  impersonal  sense  of  cul-  cot-bed  with  a  narrow  rug  beside,   a  pine 

ture,  that  rigorous  suppression  of  whim  and  washing-stand   and   a   chest   of   drawer^,    a 

irrelevant  detail.     The  man  (not  so  long  dead,  straight  chair  and  small  bed-table  with  a  re- 

probably)  who   stood  behind  that  room  had  fleeting  candle  and  match  box  upon  it,  and  a 

stamped  it  indelibly,  inevitably  with  the  very  flat,  tin  bath  furnished  this  room,  which  was, 

character  he  had  tried  to  eliminate  from  it.  like  all  the  others,  speckless.    A  small  shaving 

One  wanted  to  have  known  him;  one  felt  in-  mirror  was  attached  at  convenient  height  near 

stinctively  what  a  firm  grip,  what  a  level  eye  he  the  window;  razor  and  strop  hung  beside  it. 

had.  All  this  I  took  in  at  a  glance,  without  turning, 

The  books  were  almost  as  little  tell-tale  as  but  when  I  did  turn  and  confronted  the  entrance 
the  rest.  A  fine  set  of  the  Encyclopaedia  Bri-  wall,  I  caught  my  breath.  For  there  on  the 
tannica;  histories  of  all  sorts,  but  only  the  best  space  directly  opposite  the  bed  hung  what,  for  a 
in  every  case;  a  little  standard  poetry;  the  moment,  I  took  to  be  a  portrait  of  Margarita, 
great  English  novelists — ^Dickens  much  worn,  I  moved  closer  and  saw  that  it  was  a  won- 
Meredith's  early  works,  the  unquenchable  derf ully  perfect  etching  of  a  head  by  Henner — 
Charles  Reade,  who  has  nursed  so  many  fretful  a  first  impression,  beyond  a  doubt.  It  was  a 
convalescents  back  to4he  harness;  two  or  three  girl's  head,  half  life  size,  almost  in  profile, 
fine  editions  of  Shakespeare,  one,  a  half-dozen  white  against  the  dark  rain  of  her  hair,  which 
small  green  volumes,  worn  loose  from  their  covered  her  shoulders  and  bust  and  blackened 
bindings;  Darwin,  Huxley,  and  a  dozen  all  the  rest  of  the  picture.  The  haunting  melan- 
blazers  of  that  wonderful  trail,  much  under-  choly,  the  youth,  the  purity  of  that  face  have 
lined  and  cross-indexed,  and  a  really  remark-  become  so  associated  with  Margarita  and  her 
able  coUection  of  the  great  scientific  travelers  home  and  that  part  of  my  life  that  I  can  never 
and  explorers,  that  occupied  much  space;  and  separate  them,  though  it  has  been  more  than 
a  fair  collection  of  French  fiction  and  archaeo-  once  pointed  out  to  me,  and  fairly,  I  dare  say, 
logical  research  and  German  scientific  and  his-  that  the  picture  does  not  resemble  her  so  much 
torical  work  completed  my  first  rough  impres-  as  I  think,  that  her  type  of  beauty  is  larger,  less 
sion  of  this  library.  I  have  gone  over  it  very  conventional,  infinitely  richer,  and  that,  aside 
carefully  since,  and  amused  myself  with  noting  from  the  really  unusually  suggestive  accident  of 
its  omissions — quite  as  significant  in  such  cases  her  likeness,  it  is  only  a  general  effect, 
as  the  actual  contents.  No  classics  but  the  Well,  well,  it  may  be.  But  I  dare  to  believe 
usual  school  and  college  text-books;  no  recent  that  I  understand,  perhaps  better  than  any- 
fiction;  almost  no  American  literature  except  body,  why  it  hung  facing  that  bare  cot-bed,  and 
the  most  reliable  of  the  historians;  none  of  the  what  it  meant  to  the  man  who  slept  so  many 
essayists  or  belle-lettrists,  except  Carlyle,  Ma-  years  of  his  life  there,  dreaming  of  the  woman 
caulay,  and  such  like  heavy  artillery;  noth-  for  whose  sake  he  hung  it.  He  knew  what  it 
ing  whatever  of  a  religious  nature  but  a  small,  recalled  to  him  even  as  I  know  what  it  means  to 
worn  Bible  thick  with  dust,  on  the  top  shelf  me,  and  to  both  of  us  it  was  more  than  any 
among  the  school  books.  And  there  was  portrait.  For  we  are  fearfully  and  wonder- 
not  in  the  whole  library  one  page  or  line  or  fully  made  so  that  no  reality  shall  ever  content 
word  to  indicate  that  its  owner  was  conversant  us,  and  those  sudden  sunsets  and  bars  of  music 
with  or  interested  in  Italian  or  Italy.  and  the  meaning  glance  of  pictured  eyes  are 

O  builder  of  that  sand-hued  cottage,  owner  to  teach  us  this.     .     .     . 
of  that  manly  room  of  books,  how  many  hours       The    picture    (etched    by    Waltner)     was 

have  I  devoted  to  patient  study  of  you !  How  framed  in  a  broad  band  of  dull  gold,  and  un- 

many  nights  have  I  hunted  you  down,  searched  der  it,  on  a  very  slender,  delicately  carved  teak- 

you  out,  compelled  you  to  reveal  yourself  to  wood  stand  whose  inlaid  top  just  held  it,  was 

me — and  how  strangely  have  I  succeeded!   It  a  silver  bowl  full  of  orange  and  yellow  and 

has  been  a  labor  of  love,  and  I  have  some-  flaming  nasturtiums.     They  were  quite  fresh 
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and  must  have  been  put  there  that  morning,  sion;  there  was  not  a  suggestion  of  this  femi- 

for  the  dew  was  still  on  the  pale  leaves.  nine  allurement;  not  even  the  homely  lavender 

It  was  inexpressibly  touching,  this  altar-like,  or  the  reminiscent  dried  roses  hinted  at  the 

vivid  touch  in  the  austere  room,  and  I  stood,  most  matter-of-fact  housewife's  concession  to 

drowned  in  a. wave  of  pity  and  passionate  re-  her  sex. 

.  gret — ^for  what  I  could  not  quite  tell — before  it,        And  yet  it  had  its  own  charm,  this  strange 

overwhelmed  by  the  close,  compelling  pressure  room,  a  peculiar  French  quality,  provided,  per- 

of  these  mysterious  dead  loves;   all  over  now  haps,  by  the  mingling  of  yellow  furniture  and 

and  gone?  Ah,  who  knows?  Who  can  know?  soft  gray  wall  spaces;    and  a  quaint  atmos- 

Not  Darwin  nor  Huxley,  be  sure!  phere  of  something  once  alive  and  breathing 

I  went  down  the  stairs,  crossed  the  study  and  and  daintily  fleshly,  cooled  and  faded   and 

living-room,  and  after  a  comprehensive  glance  chastened  by  inexorable  time.     .    .     . 
over   the    little    kitchen-ell    with    its    simple        I  slept  that  night  in  the  room  with  the  etch- 

haUerie  de  cuisine  went  up  the  main  staircase,  ing  (the  silver  bowl  was  filled  with  marigolds) 

and  entered  the  room  over  the  study.     Here  and  all  night  I  heard  the  roar  of  the  surf  and 

again  was  a  surprise,  for  this  room  was  com-  the  hiss  of  the  breaking  waves  through  my  busy 

pletely  furnished  in  delicate,  light  bird's-eye  dreams. 

maple,  fit  for  a  marquise,  all  dainty  lemon-        I  woke  into  a  clear  storm  swept  morning, 
tinted  curves.     The  exquisite  bed  was  framed  just  after  the  dawn,  very  suddenly,  and  with  no 
for  a  canopy,  but  lacked  it;  the  coral  satin  re-  apparent  reason  for  the  waking.     That  is  to 
cesses  of  the  dressing-table  had  faded  almost  say,  I  thought  I  woke,  but  knew  instantly  that 
colorless;  the  chintz  of  the  slender  chairs  had  it  must  be  a  very  pleasant  and  odd  species  of 
lost  its  pattern.     An  oval  cheval  glass  reflected  dream,  for  there  in  the  quiet  light,  at  the  foot  of 
the  floor  on  whose  long  unpolished  surface  my  bed — quite  on  it,  in  fact — sat  Margarita, 
sprawled  two  magnificent  white  bear  skins.  She  smiled  placidly,  classic  in  her  long  white 
But  with  these  furnishings  the  elegance  ended,  nightgown,  and  I  smiled  placidly  back  as  one 
for  nowhere  in  the  cottage  was  to  be  found  such  does  in  dreams,  and  prayed  not  to  wake, 
curious,  mocking  contrasts.     The  waUs,  which        "You  speak  when  you  sleep  do  you  not, 
"^should  have  displayed  wanton  Watteau  cherubs,  Jerry?"  she  said  calmly,  "  because  you  called 
were  bare,  clean  gray;  instead  of  a  satin  cover-  my  name,  but  your  eyes  were  closed. " 
let  a  patchwork  quUt  covered  the  fluted  bed;        Then  a  cold  sweat  broke  out  on  my  fore- 
no  scented  glass  and  ivory  and  silver-stoppered  head  and  I  clenched  my  hands  under  the 
armory  of  beauty  crowded  the  dressing-table,  blankets,  for  I  knew  I  was  awake, 
only  a  plain  brush  and  comb  such  as  one  might        " Margarita ! "  I  gasped,  "what  is  it ?    Why  , 
see  in  some  servant's  quarters;   the  beautiful  are  you  here?" 

grained    wardrobe's    doors,    carelessly    ajar,        "Because  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you,  Jerry," 

spilled  no  foam  and  froth  of  lace  and  ribbon  she  answered  pleasantly.     "Roger  is  asleep, 

and  silk  stocking;  only  a  beggarly  handful  of  Do  you  like  this  little  room  ?  It  is  my  father's. " 
clean,  well-worn  print  gowns  hung  from  the        Her  hair  hung  in  two  braids;  one  rosy  bare 

shining  pegs.     A  battered  tin  bath  and  water-  foot  showed  under  her  nightgown,  as  she  sat, 

can  stood  beneath  the  window,  and  on  a  grace-  her  hands  clasped  about  her  knees,  like  a  boy. 

ful  cushioned  prie-dieu  instead  of  a  missal  lay —  The  upper  button  of  the  gown  was  loose  and  I 

of  all  things — a  mouse  trap.  saw  my  milky,  gleaming  pearls  around  her 

I  have  never  in  my  life  stood  in  a  room  so  neck:  they  were  no  whiter  than  her  even  teeth 

contradictory,  so  utterly  unrelated  to  its  sup-  and  no  more  perfectly  matched, 
posed  intention.     Occupied  it  certainly  was:        "  Get  down, "  I  said  sternly ," get  off  the  bed 

towels  and  soap  and  sponge,  and  nightgown  immediately  and  go  back  to  your  room.    You 

neatly  folded  on  the  patchwork  quilt,  showed  ought  not  to  have  come  here!" 

that.     But  of  all  teasing  suggestion  of  femi-  .  "But  I  do  not  want  to  get  down,  Jerry — the 

ninity,  all  the  whimsical,  rosy  privacy  of  a  girl's  floo»  is  cold.     Roger  is  asleep  and  he  cannot 

bedchamber,  all  the  dainty  nonsense  and  pretty  talk  to  me.    It  is  like  being  alone,  when  any- 

purity,  half  artless,  half  artful,  with  which  ro-  one  is  asleep.     Do  you  not  want  to  talk  to  me, 

mance  has  invested  this  retreat  and  poetry  and  Jerry  ?  " 

song  have  serenaded  it,  Margarita's  apartment        "Yes,  I  want  to  talk  to  you,  well  enough,"  I 

was  entirely  void.     Even  its  spotlessness  was  answered  in  a  sort  of  stupor,  "but — but  you 

not  remarkable  in  a  house  so  noticeable  every-  must  go.    Please  go,  Margarita!" 
where  for  this  quality,  and  as  for  personality,  a        In    her   abominable   perspicacity    she   an- 

nun's  cell  has  more.     I  think  that  its  utter  swered  what  I  meant,  not  what  I  said, 
scentlessness  added  to  the  peculiar  impres-        **-No,"  said  she,  shaking  her  head  adorably, 
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"I  shall  not  go.    Why  do  you  pull  the  blanket  in  September.    Her  father  had  told  her  of  this 

up  to  your  chin  so  ?  Are  you  cold,  too  ?  *'  on  one  of  the  few  occasions  when  he  seemed  to 

My  head  was  whirling  and  my  breath  came  have  talked  with  her  at  any  length,  and  like  all 

uneven  through  my  lips,  but  I  fixed  my  eyes  on  his  remarks  it  had  made  a  great  impression 

the  wall  over  her  head,  and  this  time  there  was,  upon  her.     Anything  more  violently  at  odds 

for  the  best  of  reasons,  no  ambiguity  in  my  with  the  theory  of  planetary  influence  it  would 

voice.  be  hard  to  find,  for  two  people  more  funda- 

"I  beg  and  implore  you,  Margarita,  to  get  mentally  unlike  each  other  than  Roger  and  his 

down  at  once,"  I  said,  as  steadily  as  I  could,  wife,  I  never  met. 

"  It  is  not  at  all  proper  for  you  to  be  here,  and  I  And  yet    .     .     .     and  yet  (for  I  am  not  so 

do  not  wish  it.     If  you  want  to  talk  to  me,  I  will  sure  as  to  what  is  "absurd "  now  that  my  half 

dress  immediately  and  go  out  for  a  walk  with  century  milestone  is  Well  behind,  and  those 

you,  but  not  unless  you  go  instantly.     Do  you  months  in  Egypt  taught  me  that  much  of  the 

understand  me?"  inexplicable  is  terribly  true)  shall  I  leave  out  of 

She  sighed  plaintively  and  unclasped  her  this  rambling  tale  the  moment  of  attention  due 

hands  from  her  knees.  the  old  horoscopist  of  Paris  ?  I  think  not. 

"Yes,  I  understand  you,  Jerry,"  she  said,  To  old  Papa  Morel,  then,  I  propounded  the 

dropping  her  voice  that  haunting  third,  "but  I  problem  of  accounting  for  Margarita's  birth 

would  rather "  month  having  been  Roger's,  and  even  within 

"Are  you  going?"  I  cried.  the  same  week.     Pressed  for  the  year  of  her 

"Y-yes,  I  am  going,"  she  murmured,  and  birth,  I  made  her  twenty-two,  at  which  the  old 

with  what  I  knew  were  backward  imploring  man  scowled  and  muttered  and  traced  with  his 

glances  and  argumentative  pouts  she  slipped  cracked  yellow  nail  devious  courses  through  his 

down,  hesitatingly,  hopefully,  as  a  child  re-  great  map  of  the  heavens.     To  tease  him  I  enu- 

treats,  and  pattered  across  to  the  door.  merated  a  few  of  her  qualities  and  habits,  all 

When  I  lowered  my  eyes  the  room  was  to  be  thoroughly  accounted  for  in  my  estima- 

empty — ^but  where  she  had  sat  tfie  blanket  was  tion,  by  her  strange  environment  and  bringing- 

yet  warm!  up;  but  far  from  exasperating  him  further,  as  I 

had  supposed  it  would,  this  recital  appeared  to 

III— FATE  PLAYS  ME  IN  THE  SHALLOWS  P^^^^e  him  mightily.     Shaking  his  finger  re- 
provingly, he  advised  me  no  longer    to  mock 

To-day  I  dived  into  one  of  my  boxes  for  some  myself  of  him;  for  unknown  to  myself  I  had  ex- 
warmer  underclothing  and  stumbled  upon  a  posed  my  own  deceit:  was  I  so  utterly  un- 
pair  of  rubber-soled  shoes  for  deck  wear.  They  versed  in  the  heavenly  politics  as  not  to  know 
brought  the  great  boat  before  me  in  a  flash  and  that  this  person  described  herself  fully  as  hav- 
then  the  wharves  and  then  the  little  group  that  ing  been  bom  four  years  previous  to  the  date  I 
had  gathered  at  the  long  pier  on  that  Saturday  had  given  him,  in  the  year  of  the  eclipse,  which 
morning  so  long  ago, — Wolcott  Sears  and  his  was  moreover  a  comet-year  and  one  in  which 
wife,  Sue,  white  as  a  ghost.  Tip  Elder  and  I,  Uranus  usurped  the  throne  of  reigning  planets, 
with  Roger  and  Margarita  leaning  over  the  and  breaking  all  bounds,  shadowed  that  fate- 
rail.  She  had  on  a  long,  tight-fitting  traveling  ful  season  ?  That  Aquarius,  drawn  by  him, 
coat  of  slate  gray  and  a  quaint,  soft  litde  felt  hat  had  imposed  himself,  too,  and  affected  the  very 
with  a  grayish  white  gull  that  sprawled  o^r  the  Moon  in  her  courses  ?  Indeed  she  would  be  an 
top  of  it.  She  looked  taller  than  I  hacfever  unbelievable  person,  that  one!  But  assuredly 
seen  her,  and  her  hair,  drawn  up  high  on  her  she  was  bom  in  the  year  186—.  And  when  we 
head,  made  her  face  more  like  a  cameo  than  finally  found  the  year  of  Margarita's  birth,  it 
ever,  for  she  was  pale  from  the  excitement  and  was  precisely  the  year  stated  by  Papa  Morel! 
fatigue  of  shopping.  On  her  hand,  as  she  He  told  me,  moreover,  that  she  would  be  a 
wav€d  it  with  that  lovely,  free  curve  of  all  her  great  artist,  at  which  I  laughed,  for  her  future 
gestures,  shone  the  great  star  sapphire  Roger  life  was  fairly  well  mapped  out  for  her,  I 
had  bought  her,  set  heavily  about  with  bril-  fancied,  knowing  Roger  as  I  did.  He  told 
Hants,  a  wonderful  thing:  all  cloudy  and  gray,  me  that  she  would  be  in  grave  danger  of 
like  her  eyes,  and  then  all  densely  blue,  like  her  death  within  three  years,  and  then,  tuming 
eyes,  and  now  stormy  and  dark,  like  her  eyes,  to  a  horoscope  of  my  own  which  he  had 
and  always,  and  most  of  all,  like  her  eyes,  with  insisted  upon  drawing,  he  ran  his  yellow 
that  fiery  blue  point  lurking  in  the  heart  of  it.  finger  down  to  a  point  and  raising  his  mild. 

It  was  her  birth  stone — an  odd  bit  of  senti-  fanatic  eyes  to  mine,  remarked  that  at  precsiely 

mental  superstition  for  Roger  to  have  cherished  that  time  it  was  written  that  I  should  save  life! 

—and  his  own  as  well,  for  they  were  both  bom  At  which  I  smiled  politely  and  said  that  I  hoped 
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I  should  save  Margarita's  and  he  replied  po-  Morris  chairs  or  purifying  local  politics,  but  I 

litely  that  as  to  that  he  did  not  know.  wasn't. 

"You  will  remark,"  he  added,  "that  per-  Tip  Elder  walked  over  to  me  and  put  his 

sons  bom  in  that  month  of  that  year  will  never  hand  on  my  shoulder. 

be  otherwise  than  far  out  of  the  ordinary.  No.  "Well,  that  baby's  face  is  washed!"  he  said 

And  mostly  artists;  dramatic,  musical — how  cheerily,  "as  my  mother  puts  it.     And  I  hope 

should  I  know?   You  will  remark,  also,  that  it's  going  to  turn  out  all  right.     But  I  don't 

they  will  indubitably  possess  great  influence  believe  you  and  I  would  be  in  Roger's  shoes  for 

over  the  lives  of  others — and  why  not,  with  a  good  deal,  would  we  ? " 

Uranus  in  that  House  as  he  is,  opp>osing  the  I  turned  on  him  fiercely. 

Moon?  Ah,  yes,  her  life  is  not  yet  lived,  that  "Speak  for  yourself,  Elder  1"  I  cried.     "I'd 

one! "  give  most  of  this  life  that  I  know  about  and  all 

But  on  the  Saturday  that  found  us  waving  of  the  next  that  you  don't,  to  be  for  a  little  while 

from  the  pier  I  had  not  met  the  good  old  Morel,  in  Roger's  shoes!    Understand  that! " 

and  I  was  not  thinking  of  the  planets  at  all.     It  And  brushing  by  him  and  utterly  neglecting 

had  just  come  over  me  with  dreadful  distinct-  Sue  and  the  Wolcott  Searses,  I  jumped  into  a 

ness  that  from  now  on  my  life  could  never,  waiting  cab  and  hurried  away  from  that  de- 

never  be  the  same.     When  I  had  first  parted  parting  vessel,  with  two-thirds  of  what  I  loved 

from  Roger  and  Margarita,  the  poetic  strange-  in  the  world  on  her  deck, 

ness  of  their  surroundings,  the  shock  of  all  the  I  took  one  last  look  at  our  old  rooms,  bare 

discoveries  I  had  just  made,  the  relief  of  find-  and  clean,  now,  for  my  things  were  sold  and 

ing  our  friendship  secured  on  a  new  footing,  Roger's  stored;  I  gave  all  my  clothes  to  the 

nay,  the  very  darkness  of  the  mild  evening  house  valet,  to  his  intense  gratitude,  and  when, 

through  which  I  was  rowed  away  from  them  with  a  nervous  blowof  my  favorite  cane — a  gift 

after  that  exciting  day,  all  combined  to  blunt  from  Roger — in  an  effort  to  beat  the  pile  of  cloth 

my  sense  of  loneliness,  to  invest  it  with  a  gentle,  on  the  floor  into  symmetrical  shape,  the  stick 

dreamy  pathos  that  made  philosophy  not  too  broke  in  the  middle,  I  came  as  near  to  an  hys- 

hard.     It  was  like  leaving  Ferdinand  and  Mi-  terical  laugh  as  I  ever  came  in  my  life, 

randa  on  their  Isle  of  Dreams,with  my  blessing.  "  Take  all  the 'other  sticks,  Hodgson, "  I  said 

But  here  were  no  Ferdinand  and  Miranda;  only  huskily,  "and  the  racquets,  if  you  want  them, 

a  handsome,  well-dressed  bride  ^nd  her  hand-  And  give  the  rod  to  the  night  porter — Richard 

some,  well-dressed  husband-lover,  sailing  off  fishes,  I  know.     And  take  the  underwear,  too — 

for  a  brilliantly  happy  honeymoon  and  leaving  yes,  all  of  it!"                                                     ^ 

me  behind!  The  excitement  was  gone,  the  past  "And  the  trunk,  sir?    Where  would  you 

was  over,  the  future  seemed  dreadfully  dull,    wish " 

My  English  blood,  the  blood  of  the  small  land-  "O  Lord,  take  the  trunk!"  I  burst  out,  for 

owner,  with  occasional  military  generations,  the  familiar  labels,  ay,  the  very  dints  in  the 

forbade  my  plunging  into  the  routine  of  busi-  brass  lock,  carried  only  sour  memories  to  me, 

ness,  in  the  traditional  American  fashion,  even  now. 

had  the  need  of  it  been  more  pressing.     It  may  "But,  sir,  you've  only  what  you  stand  in!" 

as  well  be  admitted  here  and  now  that  I  was  -the  man  cried,  convinced  I  am  certain  that  I 

not  ambitious;  I  never  (fortunately!)  felt  the  contemplated  suicide.    "  I've  got  the  day,  to  get 

need  of  glory  or  high  places  and  my  simple  for-  through,  Hodgson, "  I  reassured  him,  "  and  the 

tune  was  to  me  wealth  and  to  spare — Marga-  shops  will  be  of  great  assistance!" 

rita's  pearls  were  the  greatest  extravagance  of  I  left  him   gloating  over  his  w^indfall,  and 

my  life.     Up  to  this  point  I  had  never  seriously  plunged  into  haberdashery, 

realized  that  all  the  little,  comfortable  details  Fortunately  for  my  nervous  loathing  of  all 

of  that  little,  comfortable  bachelor  life  of  ours  my  old  possessions,  I  had  celebrated  Uncle 

were  over  and  done,  the  rooms  into  which  Win's  legacy  by  a  prompt  visit  to  my  tailor,  and 

we  had  fitted    so    snugly,    rented,   perhaps,  the  results  of  this  visit  went  far  to  stock  the  new 

at  that    moment,  the  table  at   the  club  no  leather  trunk  that  I  recklessly  purchased  for  the 

longer  ours  by  every  precedent,  the  vacations  shocking  price  such  commodities  command  in 

no  more  to  be  planned  together  and  enjoyed  America.     At  the  end  of  a  successfully  costly 

together.  day  I  registered  myself,  the  trunk,  with  its  bril- 

The  ship  drew  out  into  the  harbor  and  I  liant  identification  label,  a  new  silver-topped 

leaned  hard  on  my  stick  and  wondered  drearily  blackthorn,  and  the  best  bull  terrier  I  could  get 

how  long  I  was  likely  to  live.     Oh,  I  admit  the  in  New  York,  at  the  new  monster  hotel  I  had 

shamefulness  of  my  unmanly  state!    I  might  never  before  entered,  with  a  strange  feeling  of 

have  been  drjnng  the  orphan's  tear  or  making  an  identity  as  new  as  my  overcoat.     This  ter- 
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rier,  by  the  way,  marked  my  definite  division  made  this  filial  sacrifice  and  my  mother  would 

from  Roger  more  than  anything  else  could  have  been  seriously  hturt  had  I  foregone  it 

have  done.    I  have  alwa3rs  been  fond  of  ani-  We  talked  of  anything  but  what  was  in  our 

mals,  dogs  especially ,  and  as  a  little  fellow  was  minds:  the  wondeiful  late  planting  of  peas;  the 

never  without  some  ignominiousiy  bred  cur  at  beauties  of  Kitchener,  who  was  formally  in- 

my  heels;  but  Roger  never  cared  for  them,  and  troduced  to  Jeanne  and  Ibtened  with  perfect 

little  by  little  I  had  dropped  the  attempt  to  good  breeding  to  a  long  account  (in  French)  of 

keep  one,  since  he  objected  to  exercising  them  the  departed  family  poodle;  the  kindness  of  the 

in  town,  did  not  care  to  bother  with  them  in  the  old  parish  priest  to  Jeanne ;  the  war-scare  in  the 

country,  and  absolutely  refused  to  endure  the  East  (my  mother  religiously  took  the  Lcxidon 

encumbrance  of  one  while  traveling.    Not  that  Times  and  watched  Russia  with  unceasing 

he  was  ever  cruel  or  careless:  when  thrown  into  vigilance) ;  the  shocking  price  oi  meat.    later 

necessary  relations  with  animals  he  was  far  she  brought  out  my  old  vic^n  and  I  played 

more  just  and  thoughtful  of  them  than  many  a  aU  her  favorites  while  she  accompanied  me  on 

sentimental  animal  lover  of  my  acquaintance  I  the  little  cottage  piano  my  father  had  bought 

Strangely  enough,  I  have  never  seen  a  dog  or  for  her  when  they  began  life  together.    If  a 

cat  that  would  not  go  to  him  in  preference  to  al-  tear  dropped  now  and  dien  on  the  yellow  keys, 

most  anyone  else — one  of  nature's  ironies.  neither  of  us  took  it  too  seriously,  and  it  was  a 

With  Kitchener  (not  of  Khartoum,  then!)  pleasant,  soothing  evening  on  the  whole.  My 
ourled  at  the  foot  of  my  bed  in  a  brand  new  nerves  relaxed  imconsdously,  and  Jeanne's 
collar,  I  went  to  sleep,  woke  early,  and  took  the  wild  applause  as  one  after  another  of  her  par- 
first  train  to  Stratford  to  say  good-by  to  my  ticular  tunes  rang  out  (Parlons-nous  de  lui^ 
mother  and  receive  her  congratulations  on  my  Grandmere^  Sous  les  Tilleuls  and  Je  sais  Mbi, 
legacy.  fmm   amour)   gave   me   an  absurd  thrill  of 

Everything  was  imchanged  in  the  neat  little  musicianly  ^'anity. 

house:  only  old  Jeanne  in  her  bed  in  a  wonder-  I  slept  in  my  own  little  room  with  the  prim 

ful  nightcap  marked  the  visit  as  di£Ferent  from  black  walnut  bedroom  suit,  the  prize-books 

any  other.      Years  had  ceased  to  leave  any  in  a  row  on  the  comer  shelf ,  the  worn  rug  made 

mark  on  her,  since  my  moth^'s    hair  had  from  the  minister's  calf  that  I  shot  by  mistake, 

turned  grey,  and  I  might  have  been  a  collegian  and  my  father's  sword,  with  its  faded  tassel, 

again  as  I  kissed  her.  over  my  bed.    By  some  odd  chance  all  my 

What  extraordinary  creatures  women  are  I  dreams  that  night  were  of  those  boyish  days, 
She  knew  inside  of  ten  minutes  I  am  sure,  as  and  it  was  with  sincere  surprise  that  I  stared 
well  as  Sarah  Bradley  had  known,  how  matters  on  waking  at  my  long  mustache,  in  the  toilet 
stood  with  me,  and  whenever  I  spoke  of  Mar-  mirror — ^we  were  not  so  universally  clean 
garita  an  inscrutable  look  was  in  her  eye  and  shaven  twenty  years  ago. 
she  strewed  my  arm  in  a  delicate,  mute  sym-  My  steamer  sailed  at  noon  from  Boston,  and 
pathy.  Nor  did  she  refer  to  my  children  any  to  my  intense  delight  there  was  no  one  on  board 
more  or  her  hopes  that  I  would  ranger  myseU  that  I  knew.  Unattended  and  unwept  Kitdi- 
and  settle  down.  If  she  sighed  a  little  at  the  ener  and  I  marched  up  the  gang  plank,  and  I 
news  of  my  projected  wander  jahr^  she  did  not  pointed  out  to  him  the  conveniences  and 
beg  me  to  set  any  term  for  it,  and  cheerfully  eccentricities  of  his  surroundings  with  the  con- 
congratulated  herself  upon  my  known  faithful-  tented  confidence  known  only  to  the  intimate 
ness  in  the  matter  of  correspondence.  The  friend  of  a  good  dog.  For  Kitchener  and  I 
tact  of  the  woman!  were  already  intimate:  the  cynical  philosophy, 

She  herself  cooked  our  simple  dinner  to  the  sentimental  maundering,  the  firm  resolu- 

Jeanne's  voluble  accompaniment  of  regret:  tions  I  had  poured  out  in  his  well-dipped  ear 

the  chicken  from  her  own  brood,  the  salad  from  had  brought  us  very  close  together,  and  had  he 

her  garden,  the  delicious  pastry  that  her  own  chosen  to  betray  my  confidences  he  could  have 

hands  had  put  into  the  oven.    After  dinner,  made  a  grgat  fool  of  me,  I  can  tell  you. 

during  whidi  we  drank  Jeanne's  health  and  Though  I  had  made  no  formal  decision  as  to 

took  her  a  glass  of  the  wine  I  always  brought  where  I  would  go,  somewhere  in  the  back  of 

with  me  for  the  stocking  of  her  unpretentious  my  brain  it  had  been  made  for  me.    That 

cellar  (the  neighbors  had  never  been  able  to  astonishing  young  Anglo-Indian  had  not  at 

regard  this  addition  to  my  mother's  table  with-  that  time  reminded  us  that  "when  you  'ear  the 

out  suspicion  and  regret),  my  father's  favorite  East  a  callin',  why,  you  don't  *eed  nothing 

brand  of  cigars  was  produced  and  I  dutifully  else"  (I  quote  from  memory  and  far  from 

smoked  one.    I  had  not  inherited  his  taste  in  libraries)  but  it  was  true,  for  all  that,  and  I 

this  instance,  but  for  years  I  had  respectfully  knew  the  skies  that  waited  for  me, — the  low, 
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kindling  stars,  the  warm,  intimate  wind,  the  pipe  in  mouth,  dog  at  heel,  should  ever  run 

very  feel  of  the  earth  under  my  feet.  athwart  that  lovely  troubler  of  man's  mind, 

And  yet  I  did  not  go  there,  after  all.    We  that  babyish  woman,  that  all-too-well-ripened 

were  bound  for  England,  and  as  I  traveled  up  child. 

the  Devon  country  and  drank  in  the  pure.  My  Christmas  holidays  were  quietly  passed 

homelike  landscape  and  strolled  by  those  in-  with  the  Oriental  Professor  in  his  tiny  Surrey 

comparable  (if  occasionally  malarial)  cottages,  cottage,  where  he  and  his  dear  old  sister,  a 

my  father's  and  grandfather's  blood  stirred  in  quaint  httle  vignette  of  a  woman,  forgot  the 

me,  and  half  consciously,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  world  among  her  pansy  beds.     She  was  not 

found  myself  on  the  way  to  Oxford.    By  some  visible  at  that  time,  however,  owing  to  a  teasing 

miracle  of  chance  my  old  lodgings  were  free  influenza  which  kept  her  in  bed,  and  our 

and  before  I  quite  realized  what  I  was  doing,  hostess  was  her  trained  nurse,  a  quiet,  capable 

I  was  making  myself  comfortable  in  them.  little  American,  with  a  firm  hand-grip  and  kind 

I  should  have  hated  to  be  obUged  to  explain  brown  eyes,  already  set  in  fine,  watchful 
to  my  incredulous  American  friends  what  I  wrinkles.  She  rarely  spoke,  except  in  the 
"did"  in  those  long  months,  when  every  week  obvious  commonplaces  of  courtesy,  and  our 
I  planned  to  be  off  for  the  South  and  every  days  were  wonderfully  still.  The  Professor 
week  found  me  still  lingering  by  the  emerald  taught  me  Persian,  in  a  desultory  way,  and 
dose,  the  gray  tower,  the  quiet,  formal  peace  of  chess  most  rigorously,  for  he  was  hard  put  to  it 
this  back  water  of  the  world.  In  their  sense,  for  an  opponent  even  partly  worthy  of  his 
of  course,  I  ''did"  nothing  at  all.  I  watched  prodigious  skill.  He  was  a  member  of  all  the 
the  youth  atoimd  me  (any  one  of  them  I  might  most  select  societies  of  learning  in  the  world, 
have  been,  had  my  father  lived) ;  I  renewed  the  an  Egyptologist  of  such  standing  that  his  pro- 
quiet,  cordial  friendships,  which,  if  they  never  nouncements  in  that  field  were  practically  final, 
rooted  very  deep,  never,  on  the  other  hand,  a  man  called  before  kings  to  determine  the 
desiccated  and  blew  away ;  I  wrote  many  letters  worth  of  their  national  treasures  and  curiosities 
and  more  than  this,  I  formulated  once  for  all,  — and  his  greatest  pride  was  that  he  had 
though  I  did  not  know  it  then,  such  theory  of  beaten  the  hitherto  unmatched  mechanical 
life  as  I  have  foimd  necessary  ever  since.  What  chess-player  in  public  contest  and  had  been 
it  may  have  been  does  not  so  much  matter:  invited  to  settle  absolutely  the  nicest  problems 
if  I  have  failed  to  illustrate  it  in  my  life,  if  I  in  a  chess  magazine! 

have,  even,  failed  to  make  it  reasonably  clear  I  dwell  with  a  curious  fondness  upon  this 

in  this  rough  sketch  of  the  most  vital  interests  placid  interval  in  my  life.    I  supposed  myself 

of  my  life,  it  cannot  have  been  very  valuable.  honestly  settled,  grown  old,  grateful  for  the 

Among   my   correspondents   at    this    time  rest  and  oblivion  my  father's  old  university 

neither  Roger  nor  his  wife  was  numbered.  This  gave  me  so  generously.    When  I  thought  of 

was  not  strange,  for  he  was  a  poor  letter  writer,  the  feverish,  break-neck  journey  I  had  plaimed, 

except  for  business  purposes  or  in  a  real  of  the  hot  and  doubtful  reliefs  and  distractions 

necessity,  and  she  had  never  been  taught  so  I  had  promised  myself  that  day  when  the 

much  as  to  write  her  own  name!    But  I  heard  lawyers'  letter  had  dropped  half  read  on  my 

from  them  indirectly,  and  as  Roger,  it  turned  knees  and  I  had  sniffed  my  freedom  first,  I 

out,  supposed  me  to  have  gone  on  a  long  hunt-  wondered.    But,  truly,  it  is  all  written,  and 

ing  trip  through  the  Rockies,  neither  of  us  was  the  hour  had  not  yet  struck,  that  was  all! 
alarmed  by  the  three  months'  silence. 

A  strange,  dozing  peace  had  settled  over  me;  iV—MARGARITA   COMES  TO  TOWN 

though  I  thought  of  them  often,  it  was  as  one  n 

thinks  of  persons  and  scenes  infinitely  removed.  From  Sue  Paynter 
with  whidi  he  has  no  logical  connection,  only  a 

veiled,  softened  interest.    Margarita  seemed,  Washington  Square,  Oct.  16,  188- 

against  the  background  of  the  moist,  pearly  Jerry  dear: 

English  autumn,  like  some  gorgeous  and  un-  First  about  the  will—how  splendid  it  was! 
believable  tropical  bird,  shooting,  aU  orange  Nothing  could  have  pleased  Roger  more,  I  am 
and  indigo,  across  a  gray  cloud.  It  was  im-  sure— he  told  me  with  that  queer,  httle  whim- 
possible  that  I,  a  quiet  chess  player  sitting  sical  grimace  of  his  that  it  cleared  his  conscience 
opposite  his  friend,  the  impractical  student  of  to  feel  he  was  leaving  you  somelhing!  What  a 
Eastern  Religions,  could  have  to  do  with  such  personahty  he  has,  and  how,  in  his  quiet  im- 
a  vivid  anomaly  as  she  must  always  be.  It  assuming  way,  he  impresses  it  on  us! 
was  unlikely  that  the  silent,  moody  man  stroll-  I  hear  that  Sarah  made  a  great  fuss  about  the 
ing  for  hours  through  mist-filled  English  lanes,  will,  but  was  advised  by  Mr.  Sears  to  stop— 


6o  The  American  Magazine 

and  stopped  1    With  Madam  B.  I  am  of  course  room  and  he  was  the  cleverest  possible  yoimg 

anathema — I  have  not  heard  from  her  since.  Irishman,  who  winked  gravely  at  me  and  took 

The  bank,  bien  efUendu^  is  of  the  past,  and  you,  it  as  naturally  as  possible — ^he  thought  she  was 

I  hear,  are  in  the  far  West.    How  you  will  not  responsible,  you  see,  and  assured  me  that 

revel  in  the  freedom  and  how  good  it  must  he  had  an  aunt  in  the  old  country  who  was  just 

have  been  to  kick  ofiF  the  ball  and  chain!    If  that  way! 

anyone  can  be  trusted  not  to  abuse  leisure,  it  What  a  beautiful  voice  she  has — ^have  you 
is  you,  dear  Jerry — ^you  won't  appear  so  ever  heard  it  drop  a  perfect  minor  third  ?  But 
culpable  as  a  pure  American  always  does,  what  a  strange,  strange  wife  for  Roger,  of  all 
somehow,  under  such  circumstances.  Even  men!  I  suppose  she  is  the  nrst  thoroughly  un- 
I  feel  unjustifiably  idle  now,  so  I  have  taken  conventional  person  he  was  ever  closely  con- 
up  some  of  Mr.  Elder's  fads — what  a  fine,  nected  with — ^in  one  way  you  would  seem  more 
manly  sort  of  fellow  he  is! — ^and  may  be  seen,  natural  with  her — I  suppose  because  you  are 
moi  qui  vous  park,  teaching  sight  reading  to  a  more  adaptable  than  Roger.  With  him,  every- 
boy's  glee-club!  body  must  adapt.    Will  she!     VoUa  V affaire! 

But  of  course  you  are  impatiently  waiting  I  should  say  that  the  young  woman  would  be 

for  me  to  turn  to  Margarita  and  leave  this  silly  likely  to  have  great  influence  over  other  people's 

chatter  about  my  egotistic  self.    Eh  bien,  she  lives,  herself.    If  she  and  Roger  ever  clash — 1 

is  marvelous.    For  half  an  hour  I  hated  her.  Ah,  well,  advienne  qui  pourra,  it's  done, 

but  I  couldn't  hold  out  any  longer.    I  have  I  am  forgetting  to  tell  you  about  our  visit  to 

never  even  imagined  such  a  person.    What  a  the  Convent,  and  you  must  hear  it.    I  love  the 

pose  that  would  be  if  any  actress  were  clever  old  place  and  often  go  up  there  to  see*  Mary, 

enough  to  avail  herself  of  the  unparalleled  when  things  grow  a  little  too  unbearable.    She 

opportunities  it  would  give  her!    Of  course  I  is  wonderful — so  placid  and  bright,  so  somehow 

thought  it  was   a   pose,   at   first — I   simply  just  like  herself,  when  you  expect  something 

couldn't  believe  in  her.    But  equally  of  course  diflferent!    Why  did  she  do  it,  I  wonder?    I 

no  woman  could  deceive  another  woman  very  was  one  of  her  best  friends,  and  I  never  knew, 

long  at  that,  and  she  is  one  to  conquer  both  Her  great  executive  ability  is  having  its  reward, 

sexes.    When  she  put  her  hand  in  mine  and  they  tell  me,  and  she  is  likely  to  be  Mother 

asked  if  I  was  going  to  buy  her  some  dresses  Superior  some  day. 

on  Broadway,  I  had  to  kiss  her.  I  had  told  her  about  Margarita  and  she  was 

I  got  very  little,  just  enough  for  absolute  deeply  interested  in  her,  though  the  terrible 

necessity,  and  gave  her  a  letter  to  my  woman  state  of  the  child's  soul  naturally  alarmed  her. 

in  Paris  and  another  to  one  I  could  only  afford  When  I  told  her  that  her  sister-in-law  had  never 

occasionally,  and  told  her  to  obey  them  and  been  in  a  church,  nor  seen  one,  unless  she  had 

take  what  they  gave  her.    She  understood  and  noticed  those  we  passed  in '  New  York,  she 

promised  not  to  buy  what  happened  to  strike  crossed  herself  hastily  and  such  a  look  of  real, 

her — ^this  was  necessary,  for  she  begged  pite-  heartfelt  pain  passed  over  her  face! 

ously  for  a  rose  pink  street  satin  dress  and  a  Well,  I  got  my  charge  safely  up  there,  and 

yellow  velvet  opera  cloak  to  wear  on  the  boat!  everything  interested  her  tremendously  from 

We  had  a  terrible  struggle  over  a  corset — she  the  very  beginning.    It  was  the  intermission 

screamed  when  the  carsetihre  and  I  got  her  into  demi-heure  of  the  morning  and  the  girls  were 

one  and  slapped  the  poor  woman  in  the  face,  all  munching  their  gouter  and  playing  about  on 

It  took  all  my  diplomacy  to  cover  the  affair  and  the  grass.    I  explained  to  her  why  they  all 

I  doubt  if  I  could  have  done  it,  really,  if  wore  the  same  black  uniform,  and  why  the 

Margarita  herself  had  not  suddenly  begun  to  honor  girls,  ^Hes  Ms-biens,"  wore  the  broad 

cry  like  a  frightened  baby  and  begged  pardon  blue  sashes  under  their  arms,  and  why  the 

so  sincerely  that  the  woman  was  melted  and  sisters  kept  on  their  white  headdresses  in  the 

ended  by  offering  her  sister  as  a  maid!    The  house,  and  why  the  girls  all  made  their  little 

girl  had  the  best  of  references,  and  as  she  must  r^irence  when  Mother  Bradley  camd  out  to 

have  someone  and  Elise  has  traveled  exten-  meet  us.    She  kissed  Margarita  so  sweetly  and 

sively  and  seems  very  tactful,  she  is  now  (I  held  her  in  her  arms  a  moment — I  don't  think 

trust)  adjusting  the  elastic  girdle  her  sister  Roger  quite  realized  how  his  attitude  hurts 

finally  induced  Margarita  to  wear.  her:  it  is  the  only  almost  unjust  thing  I  ever 

I  took  her  to  my  Sixth  Avenue  shoe  place,  knew  him  to  do.     In  the  halls  there  is  a  great 

and  she  was  so  ravished  with  a  pair  of  pale  blue  statue   of  Christ   blessing   the  children  and 

satin  mules  1  got  her  that  she  actually  leaned  Margarita  stopped  and  stared  at  it  several 

down  and  kissed  the  clerk  who  was  kneeling  minutes,  while  we  watched  her.    She  seemed 

before  her!    Fortunately  we  were  in  a  private  so  rapt  that  Mary  took  my  hand  excitedly  and 
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whispered  to  me  not  to  disturb  her  for  the  But  you  must  hear  the  end  of  the  visit.    We 

world,  but  wait  for  what  she  would  say.    After  went  into  Mary's  room — perfectly  bare,  you 

a  while  she  turned  to  me.  know,  wi^  a  great  crudfix  on  the  vail  and 

"Why  has  that  wotnan  a  beard.  Sue?"  she  bdow  it,  part  of  the  woodwork,  a  little  cup 

asked    cheerfully.     Imagine    my    feelings!     I  for  holy  water.     As  soon  as  she  entered  the 

did  not  dare  look  at  Maiy.  room  Margarita  paused,  and  gave  a  sort  of 

We  went  all  through  the  school  rDc»ns  and  gasp — her  hand  which  I  held  tight  in  mine, 

she  was  most  curious  about  the  globes  and  grew  cold  as  ice.     She  moved  over  slowly  to 

blackboards  and  [Hanos.     We  stopped  at  the  the  crucifix,    n-ith  her  eyes  glued  to  it, — she 

door  of  a  tiny  music  room,  and  I  smiled,  as  I  seemed  utterly  unconscious  of  us,  or  where 

always  do,  at  the  i^etty  little  picture.    The  she  was;  she  stood  directly  under  the  crucifix, 

young  girl  with  her  Gretchen  braids  of  yellow  wi^h  Mary  and  me   on   either   side   of  her 

hair  straight- backed  in  boat  of  ±e  ptano,  the  shaking  with  excitement,  and  then  she  put  out 

nervous,  gray  haired  little  music  master  «-atch-  her  hand  in  a  vruvering,  unsteady  way,  like  a 

fully  posted  behind  her,  beating  time,  and  in  blind  person,  dipped  her  finger;  in  the  empty 

the  comer  the  calm  ia.ced  Sister,  pink  cfaedced  bowl  and  began  to  cross  herself  1    She  touched 

under  her  spreading  cap,  knitting,  with  con-  her  forehead  quickly,  tiien   moved   her  hand 

stantly  moving  lips.     The  music  rooms  are  so  slowly  down  her   cJiest,  fumbled  toward  one 

wee  that  the  group  seined  hke  a    gracefully  side,  then  drew  a  long  breath  and  stared  at 

posed  genre  picture.     Before  we  knew  what  she  us,  winking  like  a  baby. 

was  about,  Margarita  had  slipped  in  behind  "I  wi^  I  had  some  food.  Sue,"  she  said,  and 

the  music  master  and  brought  both  hands  down  actually  yawned  and  stretched  her  arms,  like 

with  a  crash  on  the  keys,  so  that  the  Chopin  a  plow  boy,  in  our  faces,  "I  think  this  room 

Prelude  ended  abruptly  in  a  hysterical  wail  and  makes    me    hungrj'.     Are    you    not    hungry, 

the  young  lady  half  fell  off  the  stool — only  half,  Mary  r* " 

for  Margarita  pushed  her  the  rest  of  the  way,  N'ow,  Jerry,  what  do  you  make  of  that  ?    She 

I  regret  to  say.     Fortunately  Mary  was  able  cannot  have  seen  a  crucifix,  can  she?     Nor 

to  get  us  out  (rf  it,  but  I  fear  there  was  no  anjone  crossing  themselves?     She  acted  like 

more  Prelude  that  dayl     Why  will  women  play  a  woman  walking  in  her  sle^.     If  I  lived  in 

Chopin,  by  the  way  ?    I  never  heard  one  who  Boston  and  were  interested  in  that  sort  of  thing 

could.     Do  you   remember  Frederick's  dia-  I  could  swear  that  she  had  been  a  nun  in  her 

tribes  on  the  subject?    He  used  to  say  that  last  incarnation! 

Congress  should  forbid  Chopin  to  women,  on  What  do  you  think  of  it  ? 

pain  of  life  imprisonment.  Yours  idways, 

StJE  Payntsk. 
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The  Old  Order  CHangeth 


By  WILLIAM  ALLEN  WHITE 


V.     The  Lea\>en  in  the  National  Lump 
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rIEORETICALLY  this  Nation  lives 
under  a  government  of  laws  sustained 
by  a  written  Constitution.  Practically 
it  is  a  government  by  public  sentiment.  This 
does  not  mean  that  it  is  a  government  by  public 
clamor.  But  it  does  mean  that  whenever  the 
people  have  believed  in  a  public  policy,  whether 
it  was  the  direct  election  of  the  President  by  the 
people,  or  the  emancipation  of  slaves,  or  the 
issue  of  greenbacks  or  the  acquisition  of  colo- 
nies or  the  direct  election  of  United  States  Sen- 
ators, and  have  believed  in  these  things  deeply 
enough  to  sacrifice  their  own  personal  comfort 
for  them, — to  fight  for  them  in  short — the 
Constitution  has  never  been  strong  enough  to 
hold  them  back.  The  Constitution  was  meant 
to  suppress  clamor,  not  sentiment;  the  differ- 
ence between  the  two  expressions  being — 
broadly— that  clamor  is  the  desire  to  reform 
some  one  else,  and  public  sentiment  is  the  de- 
sire to  reform  one's  self.  Public  clamor  is  es- 
sentially selfish — ^tyrannical.  Real  public  sen- 
timent is  essentially  unselfish — democratic. 
For  democracy  is  at  base,  altruism,  expressed 
in  terms  of  self  government.  And  so  to  know 
what  kind  of  a  National  government  we  really 
have  in  America,  it  is  as  necessary  to  study  our 
public  sentiment,  as  it  is  to  examine  our  laws 
and  consider  our  written  Constitution. 

For  while  a  city  or  a  state  may  exhibit  some 
sporadic  legalization  of  clamor,  the  area  of  the 
Nation  is  too  large,  geographically,  mentally 
and  morally,  for  sheer  clamor  often  to  get 
legal  recognition.  A  democracy  must  be  big. 
Size  is  a  fundamental  part  of  it;  and  our  very 
bigness  here  in  America  has  prevented  many 
vital  mistakes.  Clamor,  from  California  to 
Maine,  and  from  Florida  to  Oregon,  however 
loud  and   terrifying,  generally  wears  itself  out 


before  the  machinery  of  law  can  stamp  it  and 
authorize  it.  So  as  a  rule,  our  federal  laws  are 
observed;  not  because  the  government  is  so 
ruthless,  but  because  the  laws  are  just. 

PwAUe  Sentimmni — How  A  AeiM 

And  in  taking  inventory  of  our  National 
progress  during  the  decade  or  two  last  past,  we 
must  consider,  along  with  our  new  laws,  the 
public  sentiment  that  made  them,  and  that  sus- 
tains them  and  is  demanding  the  extension  of 
these  laws  into  larger  areas.  For  the  senti- 
ment that  made  the  laws  is  more  important 
than  the  laws  themselves.  And  the  study  of 
the  organization  and  growth  of  sentiment  is  an 
important  part  of  the  work  of  the  student  of 
our  government.  For  much  error  prevails 
about  the  way  this  Nation  thinks.  Commonly 
newspapers  are  supposed  to  be  the  great  fac- 
tories of  sentiment.  Gentlemen  in  the  pillory 
of  public  sentiment  blame  their  discomfiture 
upon  the  newspapers  and  magazines.  And,  if 
these  gentlemen  are  in  funds  at  the  moment, 
they  buy  other  newspapers,  and  subsidize 
other  magazines,  and — accomplish  nothing. 
For  newspapers  and  books  and  magazines  do 
not  make  sentiment.  They  merely  voice  sen- 
timent. Often  they  make  clamor,  but  public 
sentiment  grows.  It  is  as  evanescent  as  the 
wind,  and  as  resistless  as  the  waves.  It  may  be 
dammed,  but  not  permanently  checked.  And 
in  America,  public  sentiment  grows  after  the 
manner  of  the  genius  of  the  people:  by  parlia- 
mentary organization.*  Given  an  idea  in  com- 
mon to  three  Americans,  and  the  best  known 
becomes  president,  the  most  effective  secretary, 
and  the  richest  of  the  three  treasurer.  These 
are  our  faith,  hope  and  charity. 
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The  incubation  of  an  idea  in  parliamentary  form  bound  together  by  an 

idea,  often  opposing  a  force  not  dways  oi^an- 

"To  believe  your  own  thought,  to  believe  ized  save  by  the  instinct  of  fear  under  attack 

that  what  is  true  for  you  in  your  private  heart,  which  makes  the  community  of  interest  in  busi- 

is  true  for  all  men — that  is  genius, "  says  Emer-  ness  and  in  politics.     For  instance :  One  of  the 

son  and  admonishes  us  "  speak  your  latent  con-  most  important  laws  put  on  our  federal  statutes 

viction,  and  it  shall  be  the  universal  seiiCte;for  in  two  decades,  is  the  Hepburn  railroad  law. 

the  inmost  in  due  time  becomes  the  outmost. "  It  prohibits  discrimination  between  individual 

So  public  sentiment  grows  in  America.    An  shippers  reasonably  well.     It  is  correcting  a 

idea  comes  to  a  man  and  simultaneously  to  serious  and  sinister  abuse  in  our  national  com- 

his  brother  a  thousand  miles  away,  or  perhaps  merce.    The  law  is  fairly  well  observed.    The 

in  the  next  block.    The  idea  draws  them  to-  sentiment  of  the  people  is  behind  it.    Here  is 

gether.    When  they  meet  there  is  a  third  and  the  leaven  that  changed  the  National  lump, 

a  fourth  with  them,  and  they  organize.    The  Before  the  passage  of  the  Hepburn  law,  there 

idea  has  become  a  force  in  the  world.    It  has  the  was  an  organization  among  American  business 

seed  of  events  in  it.     If  men  are  willing  to  sac-  men,  known  as  the  "  Interstate  Commerce  Con- 

rifice  their  time  for  it,  to  give  up  their  comforts  vention. "    It  was  composed  of  state  and  local 

for  it,  to  live  for  it  and  if  need  be  to  die  for  it,  commercial  and  trade  organizations — ^boards 

the  group  that  fostered  it  multiplies  by  divis-  of  trade,  fruit  growers,  lumbermen,  and  the 

ion,  in  some  curious  way  into  a  multitude  of  like,  in  thirty-four  states,  and  in  addition  to 

groups,  all  pressing  the  idea  into  life.    There  these  it  comprised  thirty-five  National  associa- 

is  the  state  association,  two,  three,  p)erhaps  tions,  like  the  American  HerfordCattleBreeders, 

four  state  associations  —  all   advocating  the  the  National  Association  of  Manufacturers,  the 

righteousness  of  the  idea.    Then  comes  a  call  National  Paint,  Oil  and  Varnish  Association, 

for  a  National  association,  and  the  wild-fire  is  the  National  Hay  Association,  and  similar  or- 

out.    State  associations  spring  up  ever3n¥here.  ganizations  that  one  rarely  hears  of  in  the 

A  national  bureau  is  set  up  promoting  the  newspapers. 

idea,  fostering  its  propaganda,  bound  to  its  This  association  of  associations,  called  the 

work  in  the  world,  and  then  follows  a  national  "  Interstate  Commerce  Convention, "  met  from 

law,  and   the  private  institution  becomes  a  time  to  time  and  formulated  its  demands.    In 

public  institution.  those  demands  was  sacrifice  for  some  associa- 

Ideas  in  various  stages  of  incubation  may  be  tions,  abnegation  of  special  privileges  by  others, 
seen  all  over  the  country.  Where  the  demand  selfishness  in  some  quarters  and  meanness  in 
for  pure  food  was  ten  years  s^o,  the  contest  others,  but  on  the  whole  what  they  asked  for 
against  tuberculosis  is  ta<iay.  And  ten  years  was  fair.  They  appealed  to  the  nation.  The 
from  now  tuberculosis  may  be  as  arch  an  enemy  people  were  convinced.  The  newspaper  began 
to  the  laws  of  the  republic  as  adulterated  food  to  voice  the  sentiment  of  the  people.  The  presi- 
is  to-day.  And  here  is  another  curious  thing  dent  recognized  the  sentiment,  and  realized  its 
about  the  advancement  of  ideas:  Just  as  the  justice.  The  railroads  controlled  the  ma- 
same  hundred  men  or  so  are  the  directors  of  all  chinery  of  politics.  They  had  hundreds  of 
our  big  banks,  all  our  great  railroads,  many  of  subsidized  newspapers.  They  hired  men  to 
our  public  service  corporations — directing  the  establish  bureaus  and  to  write  controversial 
centripetal  forces  of  American  society,  so  a  hun-  articles  and  paid  editors  to  print  a  refutation  of 
dred  men  more  or  less — but  another  group  en-  the  shippers'  demands.  Money  was  spent 
tirely — are  found  directing  many  of  the  socie-  without  stint.  Millions  might  have  been  used, 
ties,  associations,  conventions,  assemblies  and  if  they  had  been  usable.  The  Interstate  Com* 
leagues  behind  the  benevolent  movements — the  merce  Convention  had  raised  $22,855.  Gossip 
centrifugal  forces  of  American  society.  It  is  said  at  the  time  and  the  lobbyists  for  the  rail- 
Harriman,  the  Goulds,  Winslow  Pierce,  Ryan,  roads  boasted  that  they  had  two  millions. 
StiUman  and  their  associates,  against  Seth  Probably  they  had  no  such  sum.  But  they 
Low,  Homer  Folks,  Samuel  McCune  Lindsay,  might  have  had  ten.  And  .yet  the  $22,000  of 
Jane  Addams,  Clinton  Rogers  Woodruff  and  the  shippers  was  enough.  Half  as  much 
their  associates.  They  are  captains  of  two  would  have  done  as  well.  For  money  in 
opposing  groups,  each  necessary  to  the  life  of  America  does  not  make  sentiment.  Printing 
the  Nation,  each  perforifling  his  organic  func-  presses  are  as  useless  as  cheese  presses  in  mak- 
tion  in  our  body  politic.  But  nevertheless  ing  sentiment.  Public  sentiment  comes  out  of 
it  is  a  curious  phenomenon  in  our  social  the  consciences  of  the  people,  and  it  cannot  be 
pathology!  fed  to  them  in  any  sort  of  medicinal  form.    So 

Thus  our  history  is  made  by  men  organized  the  railroads  surrendered  with  all  their  money. 
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The  Hqpbam  law  was  enacted.  The  gemus  government  in  Cuba  were  added  to  the  classi- 
of  the  people  for  parliamentary  organization  fied  list,  and  labor  regulations  were  made  for 
outside  of  constitutions  .and  law  saved  them,  the  Wakiington  departments.  The  next  year 
They  sacrificed  something — did  these  hundreds  the  Shipping  Commissioners  weie  restored  to 
of  thousands  of  people  in  the  organization —  the  dass^ed  service  and  the  Philippine  teach- 
not  money,  but  time,  and  convenience,  and  ers  added,  and  in  1904  the  classification  of  the 
special  privileges — ^passes,  inside  rates,  re-  subordinates  in  the  Isthmian  commission  b^an 
bates,  concessions  and  what  not  of  the  crumbs  and  the  year  following  the  whole  labor  service 
of  commerce,  and  by  giving  to  the  common  was  put  under  control  of  the  Civil  Service  Com- 
gpod  they  won  for  the  common  good.  mission.  Since  then  the  fourth-class  post- 
masters have  been  protected  from  political  as- 
^5ww  Food— Horn  Wm  Got  h  saults  and  a  rule  has  been  established  putting 

presidential  postmasters  under  the  merit  sys- 

Take  another  instance.  The  people  of  this  tem;  under  this  rule  they  are  reappointed  in 
country  were  eating  poisoned  food.  The  spite  of  congressional  endorsement  or  c^posi- 
pre^dent,  the  secretary  and  the  treasurer  met,  tion,  if  their  records  are  in  the  first  grade  of  the 
discussed  the  matter,  and  the  Pure  Food  Asso-  service.  The  states  Wisconsin,  Illinois,  New 
ciation,  greatly  to  be  sniffed  at  by  the  en-  Jersey,  Colorado  and  Kansas  have  adopted 
trenched  forces  of  culinary  poison,  began  its  laws  which  protect  certain  employees  from 
work.  It  had  no  money.  It  had  no  news-  removal  for  political  reasons,  and  in  a  meas- 
papers.  Newspapers  and  magazines  ten  years  ure  establishing  the  merit  system.  Moreover, 
ago  were  taking  millk>ns  of  dollars  in  advertis-  San  Francisco,  Los  Angeles,  Des  Moines, 
ing  from  nuinufacturers  of  improper  foods.  But  Cedar  Rapids,  Atlanta,  Bal^ore,  Duluth, 
the  pure  food  show  began  to  appear  in  Amen-  St.  Louis,  Wilmington,  N.  C^  Oklahoma  City, 
can  cities  and  towns  just  as  the  tuberculosis  is  Portland,  Ore.,  Philadelphia,  Scranton,  Pitts- 
moving  over  the  country  to-day.  The  people  burgh,  and  Norfolk  have  established  civil 
learned  the  truth.  The  wholesale  grocers'  asso-  service  rules  for  one  or  more  of  the  city  de- 
ciations  took  up  the  fight,  and  in  spite  of  all  partments.  And  all  of  this  leaven  of  right- 
the  money  behind  the  manufacturers  of  the  eousness  is  worked  by  public  sentiment  and  the 
adulterated  and  poisonous  food,  the  pure  food  (particular  organism  that  promotes  that  sen- 
and  drug  act  passed  congress  and  became  a  law.  timent  is  the  National  Civil  Service  League 
The  sacrifice  of  hundr^s  of  men  and  women  which  never  spends  over  $9,000  a  year.  Money 
who  were  wilh'ng  to  ffive  their  time,  their  service  plays  a  small  part  in  American  public  life, 
and  their  names  to  the  cause  of  pure  food  for  In  1901  and  the  two  years  foMowing,  Com- 
the  masses,  was  more  potent  than  all  the  legis-  mercial  bodies  and  labor  unions  all  over  the 
lative  machinery,  all  the  lobby  of  retailers,  all  land  began  petitioning  Congress  to  establish 
the  flood  ot  telegrams  from  cattle  growers,  and  some  sort  of  a  bureau  of  commerce.  And  in 
all  the  forces  of  selfishness.  1903  the  Department  of  Conmierce  and  Labor 

Observe  another  illustration  of  the  force  of  was  established.  It  marks  the  greatest  ad- 
pablic  sentiment  in  our  American  life.  There  vance  in  our  government's  relation  to  the 
is  the  National  Civil  Service  Reform  League,  individual  that  has  been  taken  for  a  genera- 
The  forces  of  plunder  and  graft  in  the  United  tion.  For  the  right  of  the  government  to  ex- 
States  hate  that  League  and  all  its  works,  amine  the  books  and  accounts  of  every  Amer- 
The  high  caste  politicians  of  the  states,  of  the  lean  business  concern,  and  upon  its  own  judg- 
dties^  and  of  the  nation  make  this  league  the  ment  of  expediency  to  withhold  or  make  public 
particular  object  o(  their  curses.  If  organized  the  result  of  its  examination,  in  effect  legalized 
poKtics  could  stop  the  spread  of  the  civil  service  the  precedence  of  the  conmion  good  over  the 
with  all  its  power  and  with  all  its  machinery,  private  right  in  private  business  and  makes  all 
it  would  be  a  dead  issue.  Yet  this  little  handful  business  public  business,  so  far  as  its  status 
of  men  in  the  civil  service  league — ^most  of  before  the  law  is  concerned.  The  altruism  of 
them  highly  incompetent  in  the  machinations  democracy  has  no  stronger  fortress  in  America 
of  practical  politics, — has  organized  the  senti-  than  the  law  upon  which  the  Department  of 
ment  of  the  American  people  for  justice  in  the  Commerce  and  Labor  is  founded.  Yet  it  was 
public  service,  and  as  a  result  during  the  last  founded  without  excitement,  without  clamor, 
eight  years  much  has  been  accomplished;  in  because  the  president,  the  secretary  and  the 
1901  sixteen  hundred  portions  in  the  war  treasurer  of  a  thousand  business  organizations 
department  were  restored  to  the  classified  ser-  — ^willing  to  reform  themselves,  to  subject 
vice  after  removal  from  it  in  1899;  in  1902  two  themselves  to  inspection  and  regulation,  asked 
hundred  and  fifty  employes  of  the  temporary  for  it. 
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The  Cw  of  thm  Rmfofin  Movmmni  and  became  a  force  for  righteousness,  because 

he  had  a  righteous  people  behind  him. 
And  now  we  come  to  the  core  of  the  so-called 

reform  movement  in  America;  for  it  is  at  bottom  RtM^mveii'M  PoUcieM  Not  HU  Ahme 
a  National  movement.    What  we  find  in  ballot 

laws  and  democratic  tendencies  in  states,  what  The  important  measures  accomplished 
we  find  in  regulative  and  restrictive  legislation  under  Roosevelt  are  these:  The  regulation  of 
in  the  various  commonwealths,  what  we  find  corporations,  the  beginning  of  the  Panama 
in  the  reshaping  of  charters,  and  remaking  of  Canal,  the  enactment  of  the  pure  food  law, 
municipal  governments  are  but  the  local  symp-  the  reclamation  of  the  desert  by  irrigation, 
toms  of  our  National  adolescence.  They  are  the  preservation  of  the  forests,  the  extension 
growing  pains  of  the  new  life  that  is  upon  us.  of  the  civil  service,  the  establishment  of  peace 
When  President  Roosevelt  interfered  in  the  under  the  Portsmouth  treaty.  These  may 
anthracite  coal  strike  early  in  his  administra-  be  called  the  Roosevelt  policies.  Yet  they 
tion,  he  did  not  create  the  sentiment  which  are  not  his.  He  merely  adopted  them.  He 
backed  him  up  so  loyally  in  his  extra-constitu-  found  in  every  case  a  strong  parliamentary 
tional  act.  A  score  of  organizations  for  a  organization,  working  for  these  things.  More- 
decade  had  been  making  sentiment  which  over,  in  every  case  these  organizations  were 
recognized  the  common  good  as  paramount  poor  in  funds  and  rich  in  men,  and  were  fight- 
to  the  private  right.  The  right  of  property  as  ing  intrenched  interests  rich  in  funds  if  often 
against  the  right  of  the  people  was  a  shell.  It  poor  in  men.  The  struggle  of  the  Interstate 
was  worm-eaten  by  public  sentiment,  and  how-  Commerce  Law  Convention  with  its  pitiful 
ever  the  coal  operators  might  chatter  about  little  $22,000  against  the  millions  of  the  rail- 
their  divine  rights,  the  real  divine  right  was  that  roads  has  been  noted.  The  same  forces  that 
of  the  people  to  keep  warm  at  a  reasonable  fought  the  Hepburn  law,  and>  the  establish- 
price.  Chief  among  the  organizations  propa-  ment  of  the  department  of  Commerce  and 
gating  the  right  of  the  people  to  industrial  Labor,  opposed  the  Panama  Canal  under- 
peace  was  and  is  the  National  Civic  Federa-  taking.  For  the  canal  will  play  havoc  with 
tion.  It  is  composed  largely  of  rich  men  who  transcontinental  rates.  And  the  packers  and 
have  vision  to  see  that  they  must  surrender  to  poison  dealers  who  opposed  the  pure  food 
the  commoil  good  much  of  their  vested  rights,  and  drug  law  were  beaten  by  the  same  little 
and  generally  these  men  find  joy  in  it.  Among  David  in  another  coat  who  slew  the  railroad 
other  members  of  the  Federation  are  labor  Goliath  in  the  first  two  battles.  The  Irrigation 
leaders  who  see  that  they  too  and  their  con-  Congress  had  to  fight  the  cattle  men  and  the 
stituents  must  give  in  before  the  common  good,  sheep  men  who  had  the  ranges  and  desired  to 
and  take  joy  in  the  giving.  That  sentiment  is  keep  them,  but  the  cranks  and  the  dreamers 
abroad  in  America,  and  it  is  the  soul  of  our  won,  and  the  fields  were  cut  into  ''quarters" 
new-bom  democracy.  So  that  one  who  looks  and  ^'eighties"  and  the  desert  blossomed  as  the 
at  the  large  National  movements  of  the  decade  rose.  In  the  contest  for  the  preservation  of  the 
now  closing  will  find  that  those  movements  forests,  the  timber  cutters  have  had  nine  points 
which  have  become  National  laws  are  laws  of  the  law.  They  have  had  possession,  and 
looking  to  the  distribution  rather  than  the  they  have  had  unlimited  funds.  AndtheAmer- 
accumulation  of  wealth.  Practically  all  the  ican  Forestry  Association,  The  Appalachian 
large  National  organizations  which  jam  the  National  Forest  Association,  The  International 
trains  annually  going  to  their  conventions  are  Society  of  Arboriculture,  and  the  Society  of 
fundamentally  altruistic.  There  are  a  million  American  Foresters,  have  had  less  funds  than 
Masons  in  the  United  States.  There  are  six  it  takes  to  give  a  National  Lumberman's  ban- 
million  members  of  fraternal  insurance  com-  quet — yet  the  feeble  folk  built  their  homes 
panies  distributing  annually  nearly  $6,000,000  among  the  rocks  of  simple  justice  and  are  win- 
in  sick  and  death  benefits,  and  giving  almost  ning,  and  inevitably  must  win.  When  he  estab- 
as  much  more  in  free  fraternal  service  from  lished  peace  at  Portsmouth,  President  Roose- 
man  to  man  in  time  of  trouble.  For  this  velt  was  not  alone.  There  was  with  him  the 
democratic  tendency  of  our  times  does  not  ex-  sentiment  of  a  Nation  fostered  by  the  American 
press  itself  well  in  dollars  and  cents.  But  al-  Peace  Society,  maintaining  eighteen  lecturers 
ways  it  is  ready  to  respond  to  any  call  whether  in  the  field,  the  Association  for  International 
pohtical  or  social  or  economic  when  the  voice  Conciliation,  the  Universal  Peace  Union,  and 
is  clear  and  the  miotive  unblurred.  When  the  Lake  Mohonk  Peace  Conference,  not  to 
Theodore  Roosevelt  came  to  the  White  House,  mention  32,000,000  of  church  communicants 
he  merely  saw  the  obvious  thing,  and  did  it,  in  the  nation.    The  history  of  the  Roosevelt 
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administration,  with  its  wonderful  advance  in  in  religion  and  politics  is  more  or  less  biased 

our  National  institutions,  has  been  the  history  by  it.    The  material  results  of  their  altruistic 

of  the  expression  of  the  people  rather  than  the  faith  in  the  Federation  may  be  seen  in  the  fact 

growth  of  the  people.    Like  Homer  when  he  that  the  members  paid  $1,257,244  in  death 

''smote  his  bloomin'  Ijrre,"  Theodore  Roose-  benefits  last  year,  ^and  $593,541  in  sick  bene- 

velt  found  the  people  bursting  with  pent-up  fits,  $205,254    in   unemployed  benefits,   and 

righteousness,  ''  and  what  he  thought  he  might  $2,549,759  in  strike  benefits.    Here  is  a  grand 

require,  he  went  and  took."  total  of  four  and  a  half  million  dollars  raised 

Since  the  Spanish  War  the  whole  movement  by  men  to  whom  a  dollar  means  more  than  a 

of  the  people,  from  crass  materialism  so  evident  hundred  dollars  means  to  the  forces  these  men 

in  our  business  and  politics  and  religion,  is  the  are  contending  with.    And  when  one  considers 

movement  of  an  organizing  people.     It  has  what  a  vast  amount  of  time  and  thought  and 

been  as  methodical  as  the  growth  of  Ufe  in  its  service  has  come  in  proportion  to  this  money 

inanimate  form.     It  is  as  though  the  social  for  this  cause,  one  must  recognize  that  eventu- 

body  were  the  host  of  a  myriad  altruistic  bac*  ally  the  men  who  devote   that   sacrifice  in 

teria,  each  somewhat  different  from  the  other,  money,  and  that  time  and  thought  and  per- 

but  all  having  a  strong  centrifugal  movement,  sonal  service  to  the  common  good,  must  accom- 

and  all  united  to  produce  a  democratic  ten-  plish  real  results.    For  whatever  error  now  is 

dency  that  is  not  a  disease  but  a  growth.     The  impeding  them,  whether  error  in  their  own 

blood  of  oiur  National  life  is  thick  with  these  demands  or  error  in  the  claims-  of  their  oppo- 

germs  that  are  consuming  the  poison  of  selfish  nents,  must  go  down  t>efore  such  an  organized 

decay  that  threatened  us,  and  they  show  no  force, 

senility  but  youth  in  us.  For  this  is  not  a  material  world.     In  the 

It  is  therefore  proper  to  examine  a  few  of  organization  of  this  thing  we  call  civilization, 

the  hundreds  of  more  prominent  organizations  there   is  no  force  so  resistless  as  kindness, 

having   a  National  scope  and  charter,  and  and  this  vast  kindness  of  the  woricers  to  their 

aiming  at  distinct  betterments  of  our  common  brethren — ^whatever  of  cruelty,   whatever  of 

life.    For  these  organizations  are  prophetic,  meanness  it  may  call  forth  either  on  their  own 

What  the  civil  service  reformers  have  done,  side,  or  on  the  side  of  their  antagonists,  in 

what  the  peace  advocates  are  doing,  what  the  spite  of  the  evil  the  kindness  must  win  some 

forest  preservers  are  in  the  way  of  doing,  what  substantial  reward  in  the  end.    Laws  may  be 

the  commercial  bodies  of  the  Nation  have  well  temporarily  denied  to  them,  courts  may  check 

under  way,  in  the  matter  of  railroad  regulation,  them,  and  executives  keep  within  their  legal 

ocean  competition,  and  corporate  restriction,  restrictions,  but  in  the  end,  whatever  there  is  of 

the  other  organized  forces  of  righteousness  may  unselfish  justice  in  the  demands  of  labor  for  a 

well  expect  to  accomplish.    For  they  are  all  humane  day,  a  clean  environment,  and  a  living 

commonsymptomsof  a  National  condition,  and  wage,  wOl  come  to  them  under  National  law. 

whatsoever  is  worthy  and  of  good  report  will  For  when  one  considers  how  far  labor  has 

prevail.  come  in  fifty  years  in  this  country,  how  large 

has  been  its  actual  as  well  as  its  comparative 

Thm  American  Fedmration  of  Lahar  betterment  as  the  result  of  organization,  the 

future  becomes  something  more  than  a  guess. 

One  of  the  most  ominous  shadows  casting  For  to-day  the  organization  is  of  a  higher  tjrpe, 

itself  before  some  coming  event  in  our  National  the  leaders  have  a  broader  outlook,  and  the 

Life,  is  the  American  Federation  of  Labor,  devotion  of  the  men  and  women  inside  the 

And  it  is  important,  not  because  it  affects  so  organization  is  of  a  more  intelligent  kind  than 

many  people,   though   probably  ten  million  ever  it  was  before. 
Americans  are  directly  affected  by  the  life  of 

the  Federatk>n;  it  is  important  because  of  the  Othmn  arm  Aiding  Labor'B  Cautm 
way  these  ten  millions  of  people  are  affected. 

For  all  of  them,  men  who  work  and  their  wives,  So  labor  to-day  is  enlisting  in  its  cause 
sisters,  children,  sweethearts,  fathers  and  thousands  who  are  not  allied  with  the  trades, 
mothers,  and  sympathizing  friends,  make  the  The  Child  Labor  Committee  and  the  Con- 
Federation  or  some  one  of  its  component  parts,  sumers'  League,  and  the  National  Civic  Fed- 
their  religion.  They  are  willing  to  sacrifice  eration,  for  instance,  are  organizations  out- 
not  only  their  comfort  for  it,  but  time  and  again  side  the  trades  that  are  making  an  enlightened 
they  do  sacrifice  their  very  necessities  for  it.  public  sentiment  for  the  demands  of  labor. 
Their  conduct — ^which  is  nine-tenths  of  life —  The  Child  Labor  Committee  has  secured  the 
is  regulated  by  the  Federation,  and  their  creed  passage  of  laws  restricting  the  employment  of 
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children  in  practically  every  American  state,  77b*  CongummrB'  Lmagam 

and  there  is  talk  of  a  Bureau  for  the  considera- 
tion of  Children  in  the  National  government.  Even  the  Consumers'  League  is  not  safe. 
The  Consumers'  League  is  devoting  itself  It  may  be  taken  over  in  time.  For  it  is  awaken- 
successfully  to  the  work  of  securing  recogni-  ing  buyers  to  the  cruelty  of  late  shopping  in  the 
tion  for  the  union  label,  from  the  buying  public,  Christmas  season;  it  is  working  for  a  shorter 
but  the  most  important  work  done  for  labor  day  for  women,  and  through  its  influence 
outside  of  the  labor  unions  is  being  done  by  Louis  Brandeis  of  Boston  gave  his  services  as 
the  National  Civic  Federation.  And  that  work  ancillary  counsel  of  the  attorney  general  of 
is  not  the  settlement  of  strikes  in  many  states,  Oregon,  and  directed  the  work  of  preparing 
nor  the  settlement  within  the  past  two  years  the  brief  upon  which  the  United  States  Supreme 
by  arbitration  of  street  car  strikes  in  San  Fran-  Court  rested  a  unanimous  decision  in  favor  of 
Cisco,  New  York,  Chicago,  Newark,  New  Or-  the  law  which  limits  the  hours  of  labor  for 
leans  and  Pittsburgh;  nor  the  settlement  of  women  and  children,  so  that  now  no  one  need 
strikes  in  the  textile  trades  and  building  trades,  refuse  to  support  a  short  hours  bill  for  women 
The  work  of  the  Civic  Federation  until  last  and  children  on  the  grounds  of  its  constitu- 
year  was  rather  beneficent  than  scientific.  But  tionality.  And  the  work  of  the  twenty-six 
the  real  work  of  the  Federation  began  when  leagues  under  the  National  League  in  twenty- 
at  the  invitation  of  President  Seth  Low,  John  two  states  is  now  turned  toward  securing  state 
Mitchell  took  charge  of  a  department  known  laws  in  harmony  with  the  United  States 
as  the  department  of  Trades  Agreement  for  Supreme  Court  decision.  When  one  considers 
Industrial  Peace.  This  department,  headed  the  crass  brute  force  of  the  organized  greed 
by  Mr.  Mitchell  in  an  organization  financed  which  this  league  is  opposing,  with  its  meagre 
by  a  sufficiently  large  per  cent  of  the  employers  funds,  and  its  simple  faith,  one  longs  to  see  the 
of  labor  in  the  country  to  make  a  governing  combat  quicken  to  its  inevitable  end.  For  it 
minority,  marks  a  definite  meeting  place  for  will  be  an  object  lesson  in  the  impotence  of 
labor  and  capital,  wherein  they  may  treat  as  wealth  and  material  power  that  will  put  heart 
equals.  In  selecting  Mr.  Mitchell  and  giving  into  millions  of  men  and  women  who  fear  to 
him  authority  to  act,  the  employers  have  met  trust  their  instincts.  Co-ordinate  with  the 
with  fairness,  the  selif-sacrifice  of  labor,  and  a  Consumers'  League,  but  in  no  way  related  to 
real  basis  of  agreement  may  be  found.  It  will  it  is  the  Legal  Aid  Society  with  branches  in 
be  in  effect  an  extra  legal  National  bureau  of  New  York,  Boston,  Chicago,  Philadelphia, 
arbitration,  and  it  is  the  history  of  our  govern-  Denver,  Cleveland,  Hoboken,  Cincinnati, 
ment  that  we  have  always  taken  over  for  gov-  Rochester,  Buffalo,  Newark,  Washington,  Port- 
emment  use  any  good  thing  developed  by  the  land.  Ore.,  New  Rochelle,  San  Francisco,  and 
people.  Los  Angeles.  This  society  seeks  to  redress 
For  this  idea  is  following  the  well-known  without  cost  the  legal  wrongs  to  the  poor,  and 
life  history  of  our  institutions.  First  we  have  in  New  York  alone  it  handles  about  30,000 
the  society  or  organization,  next  comes  the  cases  and  recovers  from  the  oppressors  of  the 
private  establishment  securing  results,  tlien  fol-  poor  nearly  $100,000  annually.  It  has  the  seed 
lows  the  law,  putting  the  whole  matter  under  of  a  state  activity,  and  even  now  free  legal 
the  federal  government.  Our  National  govern-  advice  for  the  people  is  being  agitated  by  cer- 
ment  is  jealous  of  success  outside  of  its  domain,  tain  bar  associations, 
in  any  public  matter,  and  whether  it  be  the 

Director  of  the  Office  of  Public  Roads,  who  is  A  NaHonai  BuMin^a*  to  Look  After  the  Poor 
annually  promoting  the  construction  of  thous- 
ands of  miles  of  first  class  public  roads,  or  the  The  obvious  altruism  of  organizations  like 
superintendent  of  the  Life  Saving  Service  who  this  indicates  a  spirit  of  mutual  helpfulness  in 
is  annually  directing  the  underpaid  federal  the  hearts  of  the  people,  which  makes  it  seem 
employees  who  save  hundreds  of  lives,  or  queer  that  with  all  our  local  charitable  organ- 
whether  it  is  the  chief  of  the  bureau  of  chem-  izations  spending  millions  to  help  the  needy, 
istry  that  enforces  the  pure  food  and  drug  the  Salvation  Army  is  almost  the  only  organiza- 
law — ^wherever  the  government  finds  an  organ-  tion  with  a  National  scope  which  makes  it  a 
ization  working  unselfishly  to  an  end  that  is  business  to  look  after  the  poor.  For  our  pov- 
unmistakably  for  the  common  good,  that  organ-  erty  is'  interstate,  as  much  as  our  commerce, 
ization  becomes  a  part  of  the  federal  govern-  and  until  it  is  handled  with  a  National  spirit, 
ment,  and  the  department  of  trades  agreement  and  studied  from  the  broad  National  outlook 
of  the  civic  federation  has  only  to  prove  its  its  causes  will  not  be  thoroughly  understood, 
value  for  the  government  to  legalize  it.  So  while  the  Salvation  Army  spends  annually 
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nearly  a  million  dollars  upon  the  nation's  poor,  realize  that  the  state  separates  its  insane  into 
feeding  300,000  of  them  at  Christmas  dinners,  groups,  that  it  generally  paroles  its  first  offend- 
furnishing  daily  work  for  over   1,000,  and  ing  criminals,  that  it  allows  no  children  in  jail,* 
supplying  during  a  year  over  two  million  beds,  that  it  has  all  but  stopped  prison  horrors,  and 
aiid  supporting  100  industrial  homes,  wood  that  the  punitive  spirit  is  passing  from  aU  of  our 
yards  sumI  employment  stores  and  21  rescue  legal  institutions.    Says  Secretary  Alexander 
homes,  still  this  is  but  a  fraction  of  the  work  Johnson  of  the  National  Conference  of  Char- 
needed,  and  the  establishment  of  the  Pittsburgh  ities  and  Corrections:  ''You  may  fairiy  state 
Foundation  for  the  study  of  the  social  and  that  on  the  whole  there  is  a  trend  toward  good 
economic  condition  of  the  wage  earning  classes,  business  administration  (of  our  prisons  and 
probably  marks  the  beginning  of  a  deeper  and  charitable  institutions)  with  the  elimination  of 
saner  interest  in  our  National  poverty,  and  its  partisanship."    The  people  are  getting  what 
causes  and  possible  cures  than  we  have  had  they  ask  for.    The  private  neglect  of  ages  and 
before.    For  our  sense  of  National  charity  the  public  abuses  of  the  middle  years  of  the 
must  awaken  and  have  a  being  as  definite  as  last  century  are  giving  way  to  the  expression 
any  other  organ  of  our  National  spirit.    The  of  the  public  sympathy  and  generous  care. 
Pittsburgh  Foundation  at  least  has  done  this:  And  what  the  people  feel  for  the  helpless  they 
It  has  shown  that  we  have  a  National  system —  will  feel  for  those  who  are  ground  to  helpless- 
an  American  system — of  dealing  with  labor,  ness  in  our  industrial  life.     As  citizens  of  a 
That  system  makes  labor  bear  tibe  charges  of  democracy,  the  altruism  of  our  National  char- 
breakage  and  wreckage  and  wear  and  tear  in  acter  may  find  a  way  to  do  what  economist  and 
labor.    But  ^when  once  the  American  people  legal  doctrinaires  have  not  been  able  to  accom- 
understand  that  this  system  is  peculiar  to  us,  plish.    The  service  pension  system  and  general 
that  other  nations  compel  the  different  trades  welfare  work  for  the  employees  is  coming  into 
to  bear  the  expense  of  wear  and  tear  and  break-  oiur  railroads  as  a  voluntary  establishment  so 
age  of  men  as  they  bear  the  wear  and  tear  and  rapidly  that  its  legalization  will  hardly  mark 
breakage  of  machinery,  our  system  will  change;  a  practical  advance  when  it  comes.  And  in  the 
the  employers'  liability  will  be  legally  estab-  industries  experience  has  proved  that  the  ser\'- 
lished,  and  the  mockery  of  damage  suits  in  ice  pension  and  the  welfare  work  pay — and 
federad  courts  by  maimed  employees  against  that  guarantees  their  adoption.    And  when 
their  ne^gent  employers  will  cease;  the  doc-  the  economic  value  of  kindness  is  demonstrated 
trine  of  the  assumed  risk  of  the  laborer  in  any  the  instinct  of  democracy  to  help  the  needy 
trade  will  vanish,  and  at  least  one  fruitful  will  have  no  political  opposition. 
source  of  poverty — ^the  maintenance  of  the 

crippled — ^will  disappear.    Those  in  charge  of  Work  in  ihm  CoBmgmm 
the  Pittsburgh  survey  now  seem  to  think  that 

the  city,  "  is  the  only  thing  big  enough  to  coun-  A  generation  ago  when  the  college  curricu- 

terfoalance  organized  industry,  and  make  life  lum  began  to   broaden  and  the  laboratory 

sane  and  normal  and  beautiful."  But  perhaps  began  to  take  an  important  place  in  college 

when  the  National  government  feels  the  im-  life,  educated  men  bewailed  the  material  spirit 

pulse  of  the  people  who  have  been  enlightened  of  our  education.    There  was  a  movement  to 

by  the  saddest  facts  in  all  our  statistics,  the  force  education  back  to  the  humanities,  back 

nation  may  leave  the  city  less  to  do  than  they  to  culture,  back  to  ''  the  sweet  serenity  of 

think  who  see  the  situation  to-day.  books."    But  now  the  laboratory  is  returning 

It  is  reasonable  to  believe  that  this  century  to  the  democracy  that  founded  it,  the  service 

may  see  an  improvement  in  the  condition  of  that  is  due.     Our  scientific  societies  are  most 

the  weak  and  defenseless  in  our  industrial  sys-  purely  altruistic.    The  health  and  well-being 

tem  which  the  last  century  saw  in  the  care  of  the  masses  is  engaging  scientists  all  over  the 

of  the  mentally  and  morally  and  physically  Nation.    A  score  of  scientific  societies  state 

infirm  and  helpless.    The  state  has  advanced  and  National  have  as  their  reason  of  being  some 

so  far  in  its  care  of  insane,  of  deaf  and  blind,  improvement  in  our  public  life.    The  Society 

of  the  morally  imperfect,  that  millions  of  dol-  for  the  Prevention  of  Tuberculosis  is  doing 

iars  are  spent  upon  these  unfortunate  people,  effective  work  in  Washington,  Oregon,  Califor- 

The  best  thought  of  the  best  scientists  of  the  nia.  North  Dakota,  South  Dakota,  Minnesota, 

nation  is  given  them  freely  and  willingly,  and  Kansas,  Nebraska,  Texas,  Oklahoma,  Arkan- 

no  tax  upon  the  people  is  so  gratefully  paid  as  sas,  Louisiana,  Alabama,  Florida,  Tennessee, 

that  which  goes  to  make  existence  easier  for  Missouri,  Illinois,  Pennsylvania,  Rhode  Island, 

our  feebler  kin.    And  improvement  is  moving  Connecticut,  Maine  and  West  Virginia,  where 

so  rapidly  that  we  who  do  not  watch  it  scarcely  effective  campaigns  for  state  appropriations  to 
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stop  the  spread  of  the  disease  are  waging,  rather  than  he  who  fell  among  thieves  who  was 
From  the  other  end  of  the  college  campus,  the  benefited  by  the  kindness  on  the  Jericho  road, 
students  of  economics  are  coming  into  public  And  so  we  who  by  the  millions  are  manning 
life  and  one  group  of  them  has  formed  and  is  these  societies  for  the  betterment  of  our  kind, 
maintaining  The  National  Tax  Association,  are  helping  ourselves  more  perhaps  than  those 
The  Economic  Association  and  the  American  we  would  help.  The  just  sympathy  strike  helps 
Academy  of  Political  and  Social  Sciences  the  sympathizer,  makes  him  bigger,  manlier, 
which  hold  national  conferences  and  are  gath-  nobler,  even  though  it  does  not  help  the  first 
ering  most  valuable  data  and  forming  most  striker.  Likewise,  thousands  of  men  are  help- 
important  conclusions  in  economics  and  soci-  ing  their  souls  as  they  help  others  fight  tuber- 
ology.  The  future  work  of  these  and  similar  culosis  in  their  bodies.  And  so  with  all  our 
associations  will  be  inestimable.  But  it  is  reforming  conditions  about  us,  by  the  millions 
altogether  unselfish.  There  is  not  a  dollar  in  it  and  millions  we  are  first  of  aU  reforming  our- 
for  any  one.  Like  all  of  the  great  American  selves.  We  are  promoting  democracy  by  for- 
democratic  movements  the  study  of  economics  getting  ourselves  in  the  thought  of  others.  This 
is  for  the  good  of  the  many  at  the  sacrifice  of  self-abnegation  is  the  greatest  movement  in  our 
the  few.  And  it  is  but  one  of  a  score  of  the  National  life.  And  at  bottom  all  this  desire  to 
activities  of  men  from  the  broader  college  and  heal  our  souls  is  but  the  prick  of  the  National 
the  greater  university  which  democracy  is  es-  conscience.  It  is  essentially  a  Puritan  movement, 
tablishing  all  over  the  land,  by  local  taxes  or  The  movement  in  our  National  politics  toward 
private  gifts.  the  more  equitable  distribution  of  our  common 

wealth  is  from  the  Puritan's  conscience.    It 

Helping  OanebfM  is  not  solely  from  those  who  are  wronged;  it  is 

from  all  classes.  The  conscience  of  the  people 
We  have  seen  in  passing  but  a  few  of  the  knows  no  class.  It  is  National.  And  until  the 
hundreds  of  activities  of  the  Americans  as  they  conscience  is  satisfied  desire  for  reform  will 
are  organized  for  mutual  help.  But  these  not  abate.  This  movement  for  equity — ^for 
activities  are  so  many,  and  the  organizations  democracy  in  our  National  life — ^is  not  a  craze, 
so  wide-spread  that  scarcely  a  citizen  escapes  The  reform  movement  is  a  deep  tendency  of 
them.  Whatever  his  inspiration  to  aid  his  our  life;  it  is  our  mysterious  link  with  the  in- 
fellow  may  be,  he  finds  it  organized  and  in  finite  body  of  humanity — the  body  in  which 
some  organization  he  finds  outlet  for  the  desire  through  some  strange  spiritual  alchemy,  the 
to  help,  to  be  of  use  in  the  world,  to  satisfy  his  good  of  one  is  the  good  of  all.  The  Divine 
soul  by  service.  And  so  these  societies  and  asso-  leaven  in  a  sordid  generation,  which  in  the  end 
ciations  and  conferences  and  conventions  and  shall  leaven  the  whole  lump,  is  our  National 
assemblies,  do  three-fold  duty.  First  they  inheritance  through  the  home,  from  the  mother 
express  public  sentiment  after  the  parlia-  of  our  own  blood,  brought  here  as  equal  and 
mentary  fashion  of  the  old  Aryan,  who  moved  partner  through  great  suffering  and  sacrifice 
after ''the  most  ancient  ways"  in  due  form  and  to  make  a  Nation.  The  social  leaven  in  so 
order.  Again  they  develop  in  Americans  the  much  as  it  is  instinctive  and  emotional  is 
self-sacrifice  and  self  control  and  high  altruism  feminine;  but  in  that  it  is  dominant  and  mas- 
that  is  necessary  for  a  permanent  democracy,  terful  it  is  bred  of  men.  But  whatever  this 
And  finuUy  they  also  unify  the  nation.  For  conscience  of  democracy  is,  it  is  binding  us 
these  organizations  are  National,  and  men  of  into  a  closer  National  union  than  we  have 
all  sections  meet  one  another  for  the  common  known  before,  making  us  one  blood  in  our 
good,  as  Americans.  But  most  of  all  they  help  common  aspiration.  And  thus  a  race  is  re- 
the  man  who  helps.     It  was  the  Samaritan  newing  itself. 
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IN  the  Quaker  City  there  is  a  street  whose 
sedate  houses  once  harbored  but  ultra- 
fortunate  beings,  those  whose  income  got 
around  regularly  and  without  much  trouble, 
beings  who  paid  by  check  at  the  end  of  the 
month  instead  of  by  cash  every  Saturday  night, 
beings  who  journeyed  in  private  coaches  in- 
stead of  patronizing  the  horse-cars,  beings 
whose  wives  always  "kept  a  servant"  (there 
were  no  "maids"  in  those  days)  and  never, 
never  by  any  chance  had  to  brave  the  pub- 
licity even  of  early  dawn  by  appearing  on  the 
sidewalk  with  pail,  mop,  brush  and  whiting  to 
preserve  the  glaring,  if  short-lived,  purity  of 
their  three  marble  steps. 

But,  alas,  this  select  prosperity  is  nothing 
now  except  a  memory,  having  belonged  to  the 
street  some  forty  years  ago,  when  the  city  au- 
thorities exercised  even  less  control  than  thev 
do  now  in  regard  to  the  shoveling  away  of 
snows,  and  the  lamp-lighters  in  the  winter's 
dusk  used  to  lean  their  ladders  against  con- 
venient drifts  when  they  climbed  to  apply  the 
match;  steadily,  ever  since,  its  residential 
glory  has  dimmed  year  by  year,  dulled  by  the 
smug  obscurity  of  little  shops  which  have 
wriggled  in  wherever  they  could,  so  that  now  the 
once  gentle  thoroughfare  is  one  long  bartering 
line  of  petty  trade,  and  such  houses  of  distinction 
as  still  remain  are  apt  to  flaunt  a  brass  plate 
set  within  the  marble  coping  of  a  window  preg- 
nantly inscribed  Modes,  Coal  Orders  Taken 
Here,  Undertakings  Table  Board  and  the  like, 
to  say  nothing  of  a  universal  A  parlnienls. 

The  street's  degeneration  was  a  constant 
source  of  annoyance  to  M.  Jules  Joullin,  the 
famous  tenor,  an  annoyance  which  augmented 
to  fury  when  a  certain  Simon  Helbig  rented 
the  house  opposite  and  turned  out  to  be  a  gun- 
smith,   filling   his   parlor    window,   or   what 


should  have  been  such,  with  a  centerpiece  of 
bayonets  framed  in  glittering  new  revolvers. 

To  Gabrella,  Jules'  pretty  wisp  of  a  daugh- 
ter, Simon  Helbig  was  nothing  at  all  *  the 
ijevolyers  were  even  less,  whereas  Simon',  son, 
Harry,  became  considerable.  Whether  Harry 
was  Jew  or  Gentile,  German  or  American, 
none  knew,  not  even  Harry  himself,  and  no 
one  cared,  nor  did  it  matter;  enough  that  he 
was  good  looking  and  industrious,  was  young 
in  fuH  measure,  and  that  he  thought  Gabrella 
the  prettiest  thing  in  the  world  and  as  high  as 
heaven  above  him — which  is  all  as  it  should  be. 

Gabrella  herself  was  in  no  position  to  take  ex- 
ception to  nationalities.  Her  father  was  a  French- 
man— one  of  the  incurable  kind — ^her  mother 
was  dismally  English,  cockney  at  that,  while 
Gabrella  was  as  American  and  as  airily  indepen- 
dent as  the  very  eagle  on  top  of  the  flag  itself. 

So  American  was  she  that  she  considered  it 
the  proper  thing  to  make  fun  of  whatever  was 
sacredest  to  her  feelings — even  of  Harry. 
"My  beau  is  the  son  of  a  gunsmith!"  she  was 
singing  with  cheery  impudence  one  morning 
as  she  persistently  watered  some  flowers  in  a 
flower-box  upon  the  ledge  of  a  window  over- 
looking the  displayed  weapons. 

"Guybrella,"  suggested  Mme.  Joullin  re- 
provingly, "why  don't  you  come  away  from 
the  flair-box  (Lord  knows  the  flairs  are 
drenched  to  their  deaths  by  now)  and  see  what 
your  father  wants?  'E's  'ollerin'  something 
Lawful.     Will  you  'arken  to  'im!" 

Which  was  not  difficult  to  do  for  the  reason 
that  the  belligerent  sound  was  right  at  the 
door  which  now  flew  open  with  a  crash  dis- 
closing a  plainly  uncontrolled  Jules.  Fat  and 
florid,  with  suspiciously  black  hair  and  a  more 
suspiciously  green  scalp,  he  let  his  breath 
come  convulsively  from  his  protuberant  chest, 

71 


72  The  American  Magazine 

he  swallowed  vainly  in  the  region  of  his  veri-  meaningly,  his  constant  effort  being  to  confine 

table  pumpkin  of  an  Adam's  apple,  he  waved  Gabrella's  warblings  to  the  legitimate.            < 

his  small  fat  nervous  hands  and  all  but  danced  "From  'Norma' — miles  from  it,"  said  Ga- 

on  his  dapper  nervous  feet.  brella  gravely.     "'Hear  me  gnaw,  ma,'  as  the 

*Vc  vous  jaire  mes  compliments/"  he  re-  little  mouse  said  to  its  mother." 

marked  scathingly,  stuffing  his  chest  still  fur-  "Little  mouse?"  questioned  Jules,  fiercely 

ther  out  and  twisting  his  mustache  till  the  ends  suspicious, 

stabbed  the  sky.  "  Guybrella,"  chided  Mme.  Joullin,  "  'ave 

^^Come  ofiy  Jool?"  queried  Mme.  Joullin,  done  kiddin'  your  Pa  and  tyke  'im  'is  tea  and 

talking  French.  toast." 

**  Comment/"  he  echoed  sarcastically.   "Oh,  "Not  tea  and  toast — caff  y  and  petty  pan,"  cor- 

nothing  no.thing  no  no  no  no  no!     Do  we  rectedGabrella,  delighting  in  her  Yankee  twang, 

breakfast   not   at  all,   never,   this  morning?  "CA«//    Psst/"  snorted   Jules  by  way  of 

Nomme  d^un "                         -  scholarly  protest.                                               t 

"Hultoy  there,  stop  that!"  called  Gabrella,  "Chut,  psst,  then;  anything  you  like  to  call 

her  lovely  young  voice  which  was  perpetually  it,"agreed  Gabrella    "I  call  it  coffee  and  rolls.'/ 

gay  with  hint  of  laughter,  menacing  uncon-  "Less    chatter,    child,    and    more    'urry," 

cemedly.    "Behave    yourself.    Never    swear  urged  Mme.  Joullin. 

when  there  are  ladies  in  the  room.    Say  what  "  One  parent  on  me  at  a  time  is  quite 

you  like  when  there's  only  one,  for  one  can't  enough,"  stated  Gabrella,  holding  a  reproving 

bring  witness,  but.be  careful  before  ladies,  finger  up  at  her  mother.     ^^Tais-toi,  pHit\  je 

And  down  with  that  mustache."    Sidling  up  tHmplore" 

to  him,  she  tweaked  both  ends  of  it,  reversing  After  this,  Gabrella  wisely  flew  from  the 

its  tilt  till  it  drooped  meekly.    "That's  better,  room  to  bring  the  belated  breakfast,  leaving 

Now  I  can  kiss  you."    Coaxing  the  fiery  face  her  father  and  mother  to  smile  at  each  other, 

down  to  hers  she  kissed  it  into  semi-amia-  as  they  did,  quite  helplessly — Gabrella  being 

bility.     "And    in    with    that    inflated    tenor  the  head  of  the  firm.     The  girl  dominated 

chest!"  she  ordered,  vigorously  thumping  the  them  by  her  proficiency  in  what  each  lacked, 

angry  front.    "No  hauteur  so  early  in  the  day!"  pattering  exquisite  French  to  her  hopelessly 

Her    last    energetic    little    thump    sent    a  English  mother,  and  scattering  slang  Ameri- 

shower  of  water  drops  over  him  from  the  canisms  over  her  French  father,  to  the  bewil- 

watering-can.  which   she   still   held   and   re-  derment  and  silencing  of  them  both, 

minded   him   of   an   occupation   which   had  "  Still,  by  'ook  or  by  crook,  the  child  'ap- 

probably  become  chronic  with  her.  pened  to   'it   upon   a   serious  matter,  -  Jool. 

"Grimacing  over  the  way  again,  hein?  out  Kelker  shows  damport.    Why  donH  you  put 

of  the  window,  is  it  not?  dreaming  of  fooleries  by  a  bit  of  money  for  'er?    We  live  along 

and  trousseau,  hein?"  from  d'y  to  d'y,  pretty  comfortable  truly  J  but 

"Fooleries,  yes;  trousseau,  no,"  said  Ga-  without  a  penny  laid  up.    And  we've  reached 

brella    with' cheerful    shamelessness.    "How  a  tidy  ige,  both  of  us,  fifty  over,  and  it  aren't 

American  you  are  getting  to  be,  thinking  to  'ardly  safe  not  to  think  of  the  future.    Ness 

marry  off  a  daughter  Without  a  dot."    Ga-  par  cur  jay  ryson,  Jool?" 

brella   was   at   impudent   laughing  pains   to  "Reason — ^within    limitations — my    angel," 

sound  the  last  word  as  if  it  rhymed  with  not.  replied  he  in  fluent  French  which  she  per- 

"Why  have  you  never  exerted  yourself,  ador-  fectly  well  followed  although  she  could  not 

able  Dad,  to  accumulate  for  me  a  dot?"  have  written  it  to  have  saved  her  life.     "Right 

**Sacrrrre/"  exploded  M.  Joullin.   "Where-  — ^within  limit — which  is  as  near  as  woman 

fore    pronounce   it    thus  ?    Pronounce   as   it  ever  comes  or  should  hope  to  come.     Quite 

should,  as  it  shouldl—doty  dot,  dot/"  true,  we  have  nothing  saved.     But  whatim- 

"  Certainly;  dough,  dough,  dough,"  obeyed  ix)rts  a  bagatelle  like  that,  since  my  voice  wins 
Gabrella,  laughing  outright.  "The  American  for  me  in  a  single  evening  more  than  we  re- 
Dad  of  mine,  exploiting  the  dough!"  quire  to  spend  in  a  week? — thanks  due  im- 

Cocking  her  head,  she  danced  around  him  mensely  to  thee,  my  angel,  who  art  careful  ex- 

tantalizingly,  singing  in  a  high  sweet  voice,  ceedingly  of  funds  entrusted.     Time  was,  in- 
deed, when  a  single  evening  won  the  sus- 

" Isn't  it  funny?  tenance  not  for  a  week  alone  but  for  a  month, 

?°jit^|f  ™^^^  yes,  even  two.     That  was  in  the  day  when 

Jtrvcrywnere  you  go.  ^,    '         iji_j                              jr 

Do,  re,  mi  fa,  jo^,  si,  dough  I"  the  world  had  not  gone  mad  for  nonsense. 

Now,  when  the  public  wants  not  opera  but 

"And  from  what  opera?"  demanded  Jules  the  songs  of  the  coon;  wants  not  a  night's  up- 


He  w*Ted  Kk  iDuU  fat  nervou  hand)  and  all  but  cUucsd  on  hu  dappa  DemiiB  ^ 

lifting  but  ten  minutes  ot  a  laugh;  instead  of  apprehensive  when  he  reverted  to  the,  to  him, 

stability,  wants  variety;  instead  of  knowledge  degrading    theme   of    his   enforced    transition 

and    experience,    wants    youth    and    appear-  from  Grand   Opera  to  vaudeville,   following 

ances" — here  he  involuntarily  ran  his  hand  the  time's  inexorable  trend.     "Indeed  many 

through  the  hair  which  was  so  falsely  black,  a  a  bit  of  a  trinket  you  'ave  to  show  for  your 

gesture  of  sad  betrayal,  revealing  the  vanity    popularity  with  the  crowned  'eads " 

as  no  vanity  at  all  but  rather  as  the  desperate  "  I  crave  permission  to  finish,"  he  broke  in 

endeavor  of  a  loser  to  keep  pace  with  a  young  testily.     "  I  come  in  advance  of  the  monkeys, 

world  which  forged  ahead  and  won  the  goals  but    the   monkeys   are   the   favorites.     When 

— "wants    buffoonery    rather    than    method;  one  misses  his  trick  is  he  hissed?     No,  the 

wants  sottish  words  regardless  of  voice — why,  people  clap  and  clap  and  smile  encourage- 

I  admit,  my  angel,  there  is  a  great  diminishing  ment  and  when  he  does  it  with  correctness  to- 

of  the  income.     Still,  voice  is  voice!  even  the  ward  the  last  they  make  a  veritable  fury  of 

vaudeville  asses  of  managers  have  to  admit  applause.     But,  when  my  voice  breaks  on  a 

that.     And  they  need  me  on  their  bills.     But  high  note,  what  then!" 

what  place  do  they  give  me?  me,  a  pupil  of  "Why,  hit  never  brikos,"  she  supplemented 

the  one  and  only  great  Garcia!   Why,  they  gra-  complacently. 

ciously  permit  me  to  appear  after  the  juggler  "Last  night!"  he  contradicted,  with  anguish 

is  done,  while  the  trained  monkeys  are  mak-  he  could  no  longer  hide. 

ing  ready  to  honor  a  cuhured  audience — ^^/ am  "Jool!"  she  cried  proteclingly,   immediate 

one  of  the  freaks!     I  who  have  sung  before  tears  starting  fondly  to  her  eyes.     This,  then, 

kings  and  queens,  I,  who "  was  his  reason  for  the  anger  of  the  morning. 

"Ah,  that's  wot  you  'ave,  Jool,"  interrupted    "And  the  narsty  thing ?" 

Mme.   Joullin   soothingly.     She   was   always  "They  hissed." 
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"Ow,    dearie    me!"    cried    Mme.    Joullin.  window,  a  proper  blush  flying  into  her  saucy  face. 

"The  good  Gawd  must  forgive  them;  Hi  never  "A  telegram  boy?"  demanded  Jules,  as  if 

will.     Hissed  you;  and  you-a-tryin'  your  best  apprehensive.     (Now  what  message  could  he 

to  serve  and  please!"  have  been  dreading?) 

"For  forty  years.     And  more.     I  was  but  a  "The  letter  carrier,  Guybrella?" 

little  one  of  ten  when  I  sang  the  Stabat  Mater  "Harry  Helbig,"  announced  Gabrella  going 

in  the  cathedral."  to  the  door  and  ushering  in  the  newcomer. 

"And  Garcia  heard  of  it  (lucky  fellow,  he  He  was  a  smiling  chap  who  wore  his  straw  hat 

heard  the  last  of  it,  which  I  never  have!)  and  like  a  halo.     He  had  a  clean  clear  skin,  bad  the 

he  took  you  for  a  pupil,"  broke  in  the  irrev-  easy  manners  prompted  by  a  clean  clear  heart, 

erent  Gabrella  darting  in  with  the  breakfast  and  owned  no  more  etiquette  than  a  caterpillar, 

tray.     "And  you  *  attack'  a  note,  just  as  he  "Hullo,"  he  said  deferentially  to  Gabrella. 

did  and  better,  whereas  for  the  portamento  "Hullo,"  he  said  cordially  to  Mme.  Joullin. 

you  certainly  ban   Bannigan  and  Bannigan  "  Hullo,"  he  said  nervously  to  Jules, 

beats  the  Dutch;  now  eat  breakfast.     It's  a  He  flipped  his  halo  to  the  sofa  and  dropped 

mercy  it  doesn't  choke  you  under  that  name,  down  abidingly  into  the  nearest  chaur.    That 

seeing  that  it  is  twelve  noon  and  the  men  are  he  had  not  yet  been  asked  to  sit  seemed  to 

coming  home  to  their  dinners."  him  all  the  more  reason  why  he  should  do  so 

Her  dancing  eyes  strayed  toward  the  win-  at  once  of  his  own  accord  so  as  to  save  the 

dow  overlooking  the   street.    Harry  Helbig  others  the  needlessness  of  speech.    That  Ga- 

was  not  inapt  to  come  home  to  dinner  of  late,  brella  was  still  standing  was  nothing.    Where 

M.  Jules  Joullin  by  tapping  his  pursed  lips  could  Gabrella  stand,  she  choosing  to,  if  not  in 

with  the  finger  of  silence  forbade  his  wife  to  her  own  home? 

confide  his  mishap  to  his  care  free  daughter;  "Chut,  psst!"  choked  Jules,  the  laxity  out- 

and  she  nodded  her  head  in  ready  acquies-  raging  him. 

cence;  then  they  both  pretended  to  relish  a  "Steady!"  warned  Gabrella,  seating  herself 

meal  for  which  they  had  both  lost  appetite.  cleverly  between  the  two. 

Their  policy  toward  Gabrella  had  always  "'Ow's  your  father,  'Any?"  asked  Mme. 

been  protective,  with  the  inevitable  result  that  Joullin  graciously. 

the  girl  was  as  helpless  as  a  baby.    Though  "Hotter'n  a  live  wire,  ma'm,"  said  young 

joyous  as  a  sunbeam,  she  was  just  as  sunnSy  Helbig  cheerfully.     "The  coroner's  got  him." 

idle,  without  knowing  it  perhaps,  much  as  a  "  Mercy  sikes,"  ejaculated  Mme.  Joullin, 

dragon-fly  is  idle  which  flutters  over  a  sum-  "what  hever  for?" 

mer  pool,  darting  happily  from  here  to  there,  "  It's  kind  of  funny."    Here  in  reminiscence 

from  this  to  that — a  jewel-like  flash — appar-  Harry  Helbig  went  off  into  a  peal  of  the  fresh, 

ently  busy  because  never  at  pause,  yet  aiding  compelling  laughter  which  seems  to  enjoin  a 

along  the  world  no  more  than  to  cast  a  flicker  listener  to  laugh  too,  even  before  he  knows 

of  color  in  shaded  places.  why.     So   Gabrella   and   her  mother   added 

Her  future  was  problematic;  perhaps  her  their  mirth  to  his.     "Yet  it's  not  funny  either, 

slender  prettiness,  her  easy  gift  of  merriment  Last  night  a  fellow  came  to  our  place  and 

would  stand  the  shock  and  stress  of  trouble;  father  sold  him  a  revolver.     The  fellow  said 

perhaps  would  go  to  pieces.     For  the  present,  he  wanted  to  shoot  an  old  dog.     He  bought  a 

she  had  no  thought  or  aim  beyond  the  new-  bully  gun;  he  asked  for  bullets;  had  father  tell 

ness  of  her  cheap  little  gowns  and  the  pleas-  him  all  about  the  right  kind — for  the  old  dog. 

ures  of  her  narrow  sociaJ  world;  and,  in  de-  Father  talked  to  him  for  a  coon's  age;  he  was 

scribing  her  gowns  as  cheap  and  her  world  as  an  entertaining  sort,  nice  spoken  and  all  that, 

narrow  there  is  not  the  slightest  hint  of  dis-  Then  he  went  home  and  suicided!    True's 

paragement  to  either  Gabrella  or  her  affairs,  you're  bom.     The  paper  says  he'd  lost  his 

for  youth  and  prettiness  are  never  cheap,  what-  job;  couldn't  get  another;  wasn't  young  any 

ever  the  fabric  in  which  they  are  clothed,  and  more,  you  see;  and  so  he  made  away  with  him- 

a  narrow  world  is  execrable  only  when  it  nar-  self.     That's   why   he   bought   the   revolver, 

rows  the  mind.     Gabrella,  bright-hearted  and  Said  it  was  for  an  old  dog!" 

good,  was  always  joyously  content  with  exist-  Modem  joumalism  is  perhaps  responsible 

ence;  lately  she  had  become  infatuated  with  for  the  fact  that  good  natured,  fine  hearted 

it,  Harry  Helbig  having  opened  for  her  the  Harry  Helbig  nevertheless  roared  again.     The 

pathway  to  its  one  best  treasure.  daily  papers  serve  up  such  a  steady  offering  of 

"And  I  think  he's  coming  in,"  she  mur-  atrocities,   holocausts,  railroad  wrecks,  mine 

mured  aloud,  startling  the  two  at  the  break-  horrors,  and  murders  by  the  wholesale  that  a 

fast  table.     She  withdrew  her  glance  from  the  swift  and  unscandalous  suicide  is  less  vivid  in 
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'    '    '  '      "       s  around  the  hand 

ere  for  to-day  is  to 
fewlin,"  ingratiated 

jared  a  hostile  head 
rord  like  a  weapon, 
oys  have  a  glee  dub 
markers.       I    guess 

IB?" 

Happy  Larkers  all 
ind  we're  planning 
a  pippin  of  a  Eng- 
ine  time  along  in 
id  we'd  kind  of  like 
illing.    Now,  I  told 
!S   you  could    sing 
ks    oS    of    anyone 
eaid,  and  they  said 
litn  in!'  and  I  said 
a  top-notcher   and 
will  need  some 
big    money,' 
and  they  said, 
'We'llfeedhim 
all  the  dough 
he  wants,'  and 
I  said,  'Then 
that's  all  right, 
I-U    ask   him,' 
and  will  you  do 
it?" 

"DoIWhat!" 

boomed  Jules, 

entirely  at  sea. 

"Drill    his 

glee  club  for  a 

concert,"  threw 

in  Gabrella. 

"  On  asolary 

"Not  fdr  R  mofnent,"  cried  J^le^  luing  in  ■  mighljr  wtUh  Jool;  I'd  think 

of  it,  dearie." 
the  memory  than  a  grim  quip  made  by  (he  '"Not  for  a  moment,"  cried  Jules,  rising  in 
victim.  a  mighty  wrath.     The  astonished  Harry  rose 

"  Great  Father  in  Heaven!"  cried  Jules,  his  too  and  backed  to  the  sofa  so  as  to  recoup  his 
accusing  eyes  rolling  in  his  head,  "to  you  is  halo  and  hold  it  in  readiness  for  flight.  "Not 
death  then  a  joke?"  for  a  moment.     Truly,  it  is  an  honor.     The 

"Death?"  asked  Harry  aggrieved.  "Not  Happy  Larkers.  Dough  to  me  for  their  sing- 
by  a  darn  sight.  I'm  sorry  as  can  be  for  the  fest!  I  make  you  a  thousand  thanks,  young  Mr. 
poor  gent.  But  he  said  he  was  going  to  shoot  Helbig,  for  your  distinguished  proposition,  and 
an  old  dogJ"  regret  deeply  that  it  is  unable  of  me  to  comply. 

Agonizingly  struggling  for  sobriety,  Harry  But  the  public  still  commands  me.  To  them  I 
went  off  into  another  fit  of  laughter,  wooing  am  still  an  artist.  It  is  to  the  Happy  Larkers 
Gabrella  to  follow.  alone  that  I  rank  as  a  driller  and  a  teacher. 

"An  old  dog,"  muttered  Jules,  his  head  fall-     My  compliments!  my  complimentsi" 
ing  mto  the  prop  of  his  hand.     "  Les  pauvres        "  What  did  I  do  ?"  asked  Harry  in  a  terrified 
vieux  ckiensi"  whisper  of  Gabrella  as  she  was  hurrying  him, 

Mme.  JouUin  reached  across  the  table  and    into  the  street. 
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**  Combed  his  hair  the  wrong  way,  you  poor 
boy/* 

"How  should  I  have  combed  it?'*  clinging 
dazedly  to  the  figurative. 

"Over  his  eyes  of  course."  But  Gabrella's 
laugh  lacked  its  usual  glee. 

"So's  he  couldn't  see  whaty  Gay?" 

"  That  you  think  he's  cheap  enough  to  hire!" 

"Now  you^re  hurt." 

"Not  very  much.  Good-by.  Don't  worry 
about  it  any  more,  Harry;  the  thing  will  have 
blown  over  by  to-night." 

This  proved  true,  but  not  according  to  the 
full  letter  of  Gabrella's  prophecy;  for  that  eve- 
ning, Joullin,  in  more  than  his  customary  state 
of  nervous  depression,  met  young  Helbig  in 
the  street  and  asked  to  be  permitted  to  take 
the  position  after  all. 

Though  highly  astonished  at  the  capitula- 
tion, and  not  thoroughly  admiring  it,  Harry 
Helbig  cried  heartily: 

"Sure.     Good  enough.     Til  tell  the  boys." 

"But  not  Gabrella." 

"Not  teU  Gay~Gabrella?" 

Conceding  to  iron  necessity,  Joullin  drew 
from  his  inner  pocket  a  certain  communica- 
tion and  revealed  its  contents  to  his  com- 
panion. "And  not  tell  Gabrella — or  her 
mother." 

"Why  cert;  not  a  chirp  out  of  me." 

"  I  thank  you,  a  thousand  times.  And  for 
my  discourtesy  of  this  morning,  I — I  beseech 
l)ardon." 

"  Oh,  rats  (oh,  excuse  me) — oh,  cut  it  out — 
oh,  rip  it  off  and  chuck  it,  Mr.  Jewlin;  don't 
mention  it,"  stammered  Harry,  pushing  back 
his  hat  to  the  last  possible  hair.  "And  I'm 
darned  sorry  for  what's  happened  to  you " 

In  language,  if  not  in  subject  matter,  he 
had  gone  a  step  too  far,  and  Joullin  withdrew 
haughtily! 

"It  was  your  pardon,  young  sir,  that  I  be- 
sought; not  your  sympathy." 

Young  Helbig  bolted — just  to  keep  the 
peace. 

"  It's  like  standing  on  a  crater.  Gay;  I  never 
know  when  I'm  slated  to  bust  his  crust,"  he 
complained  ruefully.  This  was  later  on  in 
the  year;  the  Happy  Larkers  had  their  con- 
cert and  had  almost  given  over  talking  about 
it;  spring  had  gone  and  taken  its  clustered 
blooms  of  wistaria  with  it;  and  the  burning 
burden  of  fiery  summer  had  fallen  heavily 
upon  the  panting  city,  driving  the  greater  part 
of  the  population  into  the  streets  at  evening, 
or  into  the  friendly  parks  for  a  breath  of  air. 
Gabrella  and  he  had  just  come  back  to  her 
house  from  one  of  their  nightly  strolls. 

"It's  not  you  alone,  Harry;  it's  everybody 


these  days.  Dad's  a  handful  even  for  me  at 
times.  It's  almost  as  if  he  had  something  on 
his  mind." 

"Well,  I  should  say,"  slipped  casually  from 
the  young  man  as  he  nodded  an  emphatic 
head. 

"Why,  IS  there?" 

"Now — now — now,  Gay,  do  you  think 
your  father's  likely  to  confide  in  we?" 

"No,  I  don't,"  laughed  she,  impudently 
tickled  with  the  idea.  "  Whatever  it  is,  Dad's 
not  very  cheerful  company,  and  poor  dismal 
Ma  is  worse.  She's  not  very  well  in  hot 
weather,  and  she's  sort  of  waiting  for  Dad  to 
send  us  to  the  country  as  he  always  does;  but 
he  hasn't  coughed  yet." 

"Gay,  don't  tell  me  it's  none  of  my  busi- 
ness, for  I  know  it  isn't;  but — aren't  the 
vaudeville  houses  all  closed  for  the  summer?" 

"Yes;  and  you're  wondering  how  we  pay 
the  piper?" 

"Something  like  that." 

"Oh,  father  always  manages,"  noncha- 
lantly, "he's  generally  rattling  with  small 
change,  enough  to  give  me  everything  I  ask 
for — ^which  reminds  me  that  I  want  to  ask 
him  for  a  new  dress." 

"Gay — don't  be  angry?" 

"What  is  it,  dear?" 

"  Would  you  let  me  give  you  the  new  dress?" 

The  pride  pi  a  hundred  Joullins  stiffened 
through  Gabrella's  lithe  little  body.  "  Thank 
you  very  much;  but  no.  I  think  I'll  say  good 
night." 

"Oh,  girlie!  won't  you  come  back  and  say 
it  a  little  softer?" 

But  Harry  Helbig  was  forced  to  go  away 
cheerless,  for  her  swift  departure  had  been 
final. 

She  chanced  to  disturb  a  parental  conversa- 
tion, or  dispute,  rather,  concerning  the  very 
dress  in  question. 

"Is  it  of  a  necessity?"  Joullin  was  boom- 
ing.    "That  is  all  I  inquire!" 

"Such  a  Donnybrook  about  a  frock,  Jool!" 

"A  necessity  with  a  wiggle  on  it.  Dad. 
Look  at  me  and  judge."  Gabrella  extended 
her  arms  and  pivoted  in  lovely  burlesque  de- 
jection before  his  brightening  eyes.  She  was 
pinker  and  sweeter  than  a  bunch  of  roses. 
"Aren't  you  ashamed  of  me?" 

"Ashamed  as  ever,  my  sunbeam,"  he  mur- 
mured fondly.  Then,  briskly  to  his  wife: 
"  AUons  done,  angel  of  ours,  take  of  this  what 
is  needed  to  make  for  Mademoiselle  Sunbeam 
a  summer  toilette,  and  let  us  have  no  further 
fanfare  about  the  matter."  He  commenced 
to  unload  his  separate  pockets  of  dimes  and 
quarters. 
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"Dad,  you  were  doing  the  blaring;  not  Mrs.  theless  he  looked  a  trifle  unconvinced.     "And 

John  Biill  here."  where  are  you  shoving  to,  Gay?" 

"Laws    a    mercy   me!"    ejaculated    Mme.  "Do  let's  get  away  from  this  street  piano," 

Joullin,  rather  querulously  as  she  held  out  her  she  begged,  tugging  him  toward  the  park, 

two  hands  for  the  mass  of  money.     "'Ow  "  Listen  to  it  wheeze.     It's  got  the  pip." 

hever  did  you  come  by  such  fiddlers'  pence,  "Anywhere  for  quiet,"  he  agreed  amiably. 

Jool?"  "But  it  seems  to  me,  girlie,  you've  flapped 

"Honestly!"  he  thundered.     "That  should  from  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire  and  we're  up 

•suffice  to  you  I"    And  he  stamped  furiously  against  a  roar  of  a  song  right  around  this 

from  the  room.  comer." 

"Owl  Guybrella,  but  your  father's  a  trial  "So  we  are,"  confessed  she,  laughing  hope- 

these  'ot  d'ys,"  wailed  Mme.  Joullin,  bursting  lessly  as  she  caught  the  first  sounds  of  the 

into  tears.     "  'E's  worse  than  a  bear  with  a  street-singer  whom  they  were  nearing.     Then 

sore   back.    A   body's   afride   to   hopen    'er  she  pricked  up  her  ears.     "That's  no  slouch 

mouth!"  of  a  voice,"  she  criticised,  listening  sharply. 

"Don't     open     it,     then,     mother-mine,"  "But  it's  a  sure  enough  has-been.    For  a 

soothed  Gabrella.     "  It  takes  an  artist  to  talk  singer  he's  all  in.    My,  what  a  croak  that 

to  Dad;  one  has  either  to  bully  him  or  to  let  was!    The  poor  old  rooster  ought  to  have  his 

him  alone.     It  irritates  him  to  talk  to  him  throat  turned  inside  out  and  scraped.    There! 

just  right.     Everything  you  do  is  just  right,  he's  on  the  right  track  again.     Why,  he  hits 

Go  to  bed,  dear,  and  deep  it  off."  off  a  dandy,  once  in  so  often!    It's  the  voice 

"  Do  you  see  'ow  gray  'is  'air  his  gettin',  too  ?"  of  one  of  Garcia's  pupils  all  right,  all  right;  I 

"It's  a  question  of  letting;  not  *  getting*;  he's  can  tell  from  the  way  he  doesn't  feel  around 

merely  foresworn  the  stove  polish."  for  a  note  but  jumps  right  on  to  it.     Father 

" 'Ow  lightly  you  tyke  things,  Guybrella!"  ought  to  hear  this.    It's  against  his  noble 

The  girl  laughed.     **  Every  morning  there's  principles  though  to  listen  to  street  singing; 

a  new  world;  go  to  sleep  and  bring  it  nearer."  and  I  don't  much  blame  him.    This  song's 

The  new  world  came  to  Gabrella  of  course,  good  though;  it's  his  favorite  Rigoletto-thing 

because  she  was  young  and  had  an  exclusive  — ^his    pet    fireworks.    Why — "    Here    Ga- 

Harry  of  her  own,  to  walk  with  whom,  even  brella's  face  went  suddenly  frightened.     "I 

to  the  edge  of  a  city's  park,  was  equivalent  to  want  to  see  this  man.     It  is  father!     Listen! 

the  biggest  voyage  of  discovery  undertaken  by  Come!" 

the    hopefulest    Balboa    known    to    history.  "Oh,  nonsense,  Gay,"  said  young  Helbig 

During  the  happy  romancings  of  these  en-  nervously  urging  her  away, 

chanted  walks  it  is  to  be  feared  that  Gabrella  She  looked  at  him,  stricken.     "You  know 

often  forgot  that  there  are  such  things  in  ex-  it   is   father,"   she    cried,   reading   his   face^ 

istence  as  troubled  parents.  Slipping  her  hand  from  his  detaining  arm,  she 

It  woidd  seem  though  that  young  Helbig  flew    to    the    crowd    surrounding    the   street 

sometimes  remembered.  singer;  and  the  miserable  Harry  could  but 

"Where  do  you  suppose  your  father  is —  follow, 

these  nights?"  he  asked  once.     He  and  Ga-  Just  where  the  equestrienne  statue  of  Jean 

brella  were  two  atoms  in  a  whole  night  world  d'Arc    was    silhouetted    in    fragile    delicacy 

of   song   and   laughter.     The   Parkway   was  against  the  softly  dark  sky  of  a  summer  night, 

crowd^  with  pleasure  seekers  and  was  gay  in  the  center  of  an  idle  throng  of  good-natured 

with  music — that  is,  Harry  called  it  music,  but  listeners,  stood  Joullin.     His  song  finished,  he 

Gabrella  emphatically  did  not;  she  had  a  cor-  had  been  handing  around  his  hat  and  was  now 

rect  and  critical  ear  which  the  warblers  and  pocketing  some  coins. 

organ    grindings   more   often   offended   than  "Oh — oh — "    choked    Gabrella,    shrinking 

pleased.  from  the  sight.     She  clung  again  to  Harr}' 

"Father  has  private  patrons  at  whose  who  had  regained  her  side, 
hodses  he  sings,"  said  GabreUa,  immensely  "And  now  to  conclude,  my  kind  and  gen- 
proud  to  confess  the  social  eminence  of  at  erous  friends,"  cried  the  singer  benevolently, 
least  one  of  the  family.  "AwfuUy  rich  houses  "I  will  sing  for  you  the  grandes'  song  in  this 
— ^terribly  swell  people — people  who  wouldn't  big  world;  at  least,"  he  corrected  himself  tact- 
even  bow  to  me  if  they  fell  over  me  in  the  fully,  "the  grandes'  to  one  who  has  had  the 
street — or  to  you."  misfortune  nevaire  to  hear  *My  countree,  'tees 

"They  don't  need  to,"  said  Harry  promptly  ov  thee.'    I  aUude  to  La  Marseillaise."     His 

repudiating  the  imoffered  recognition.     "  Well,  voice  broke  harshly  and  he  struggled  to  clear 

I'm  glad  Mr.  Jewlin's  so  well  fixed."    Never-  his  throat. 
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"He  can't  sing  it;  there  is  something  the  stricken  in  fright,  Gabrella  gazed  stanled 
matter  with  him,"  whispered  Gabrella.  "Oh,  around  her.  "Where  is  Father?  He  can't 
Harry,  there  is  something  dreadful  the  matter  have  gone  in  this  moment.  Where  are  you 
with  him  and  I  don't  know  what  it  is.  This  taking  me,  Harry?  This  Is  not  the  way 
is  horrible.  The  song  demands  too  much.  It  home.  And  I  must  go  there — to  Father." 
will  break  his  voice  — 
and  his  heart." 

"La  Marseillaise!" 
announced  Joutlin 
ringing!/.  No  guard 
of  the  old  empire 
_  could  have  made  a 
more  magnificent  last  - 
stand  than  this 
ashamed  and  brave 
street  singer,  his  body 
drawn  to  its  fullest 
height,  h  i  s  trium- 
phant head  flung 
back,  his  spirit 
matching  the  undy- 
ing spirit  of  his 
country's  martial 
saint  embodied  in  the 
sprite-like  statue 
which  upreared  be- 
hind him  in  the  back- 
ground of  the  night. 
No  silver  trumpet 
ever  flaunted  a 
sweeter  strength  than 
vibrated  in  Joullin's 
voice  during  the  first 
strains  of  the  im- 
mortal hymn  which 
his  soul  loved;  the 
almost  insolent  ma- 
jesty of  the  melody 
appealed  to  the  un- 
tamed independence 
of  his  belief  in  him- 
self and  his  bound- 


"He  hasn't  gone 
le.  Gay.  I  know 
ttle  about  his  do- 
of  late.  Well 
him  just  where 
going.  Come." 
or  a  brief  pleas- 
g  a  whole  sum- 
day  is  too  short, 
a  life's  anguish  is 
1  through  to  its 
in  the  space  of 
nutes.  That 
idf  ul  evening 
>rella  remem- 
id  but  in  hurried 
des:  there  was  a 
t,  hard  scene  at 
[^ce  of  the  throat 
JaUst  where  Joul- 
was  found.  "I 
ned  you,"  the 
tor  was  saying, 
le  time  the  young 
sle  entered.  Then 
Uin  was  waved 
c  into  privacy 
le  the  specialist 
explained  the 
case  to  Ga- 
brella. "And 
you  must  tell 
him    he   will 


■  of  ! 


No  guard  oE  ibe  old  empire  c 


agara,"  con- 
cluded he.  At 
this  JouUin 
appeared, 
haughtily 


the    music    and    he 
were  bold  comrades 

who  together  defied   fate,  who   taunted  and  bowing.     "I  spare  my  daughter  the  necessity, 

dared   oppression,  who  invoked  disdainfully  Lacltel"  His  voice  was  a  strangled  whisper.  It 

the  lightning  stroke  of  destiny.  would  never  be  anything  more.     Gabrella  and 

And  the  stroke  came.    It  fell  at  the  mo-  Harry  followed  him  out  again  into  the  streets, 

ment  of  Gabrella 's  dread,  at  a  note  of  superb  taldnghimhome,  guiding  himas  if  for  blindness 

beauty,  a  note  which  rose  as  triumphantly  as  while  he  talked,  talked,  always  in  that  gasping 

'aflame.     Then  there  was  a  horrible  sound  of  incoherency.     "The    scene   at    the    home    was 

gasping.     At    last    there    was    silence — with  harder,  for  it  could  not  be  forced  to  a  conclu- 

jouilin    grimacing    strangely    at    his    puzzled  sion  but  went  round  and  round  in  the  helpless 

audience.     At  this  they  broke  into  the  care-  circling  repetitions  of  grief.     But  even  grief 

less  laughter  of  the  uncomprehending  many  has  its  pauses,  and  the  stricken  house  grew 

and  idly  wandered  to  less  tragic  places.     They  quiet   in    time,    matching,    in    appearance   at 

had  come  out  to  be  amused.  least,  its  sleep-visited  neighbors. 

Lifting  her  head  which  had  been  down-  .\s  her  father  and  mother  went  up-stairs  at 
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last,  seeking  the  semblance  of  rest,  Gabrelk  He  was  alone  indeed. 

laid  a  detaining  hand  on  Harry's  arm.   "Don't  Presently  he  stretched  out  his  arms  to  the 

go.    Not  right  away.    Stay  with  me  at  the  quiet  dark  houses  around  him,  and  let  his 

door  a  moment.     I  have  not  breathed  for  so  heart  talk  to  them. 

long."      So  they  sat  together  on    the    door-  "My  people,  I  have  sung  to  you.     I  have 

step.  never  taxed  or  wearied  you.     But  I  can  sing 

Up-stairs,  Joullin  knelt  at  the  window  cas-  no  more.     And  I  am  forgotten  before  the  sun- 

ing  looking  at  the  night.    It  seemed  to  him  as  rise.    You  will  not  even  miss  me.     For  there 

if  sight  were  the  only  sense  left  to  him  and  he  are  always  others  to  sing.     City  full  of  people, 

wanted  to  use  it  to  its  fullest.    But  the  night  I  say  good  night  to  you.     Sleep."    The  tears 

was  very  dark.     The  moon  had  gone  behind  rained  down  his  face,  not  for  himself,  but  for 

clouds.     Unselfish  though  he  was,  yet  he  took  his  people,  because  he  could  never  sing  to 

an  aching  comfort  in  the  thought  that  his  wife  them  again.     Next,   he   raised   his  still  out- 

and  daughter  shared  his  despairing  wakeful-  stretched  arms  to  the  dark  sky  above  him,  and 

ness.     Not  to  be  alone  in  sorrow — that  was  asked  of  it  a  question,  as  simply  as  a  child. 

something;  for  these  two  he  had  forced  his  "  Father,  what  does  one  do  when  one  can  no 

voice  to  its  death,  and  it  did  not  seem  unfit  longer   earn?    Thy   one   great   gift    to    me, 

that  they  should  watch  with  him  awhile.  Father,  was  a  voice — to  sing  to  my  people — 

The  regular  sound  of  his  wife's  breathing  to   sing  a  home   and   a  shelter   around   my 

smote  him  slightly.     Then  she  slept.    Well,  nearer  ones.     (Oh,  little  girl  of  mine,  must 

age   grows  wearj-;   old   eyes,  perhaps,   have  you  laugh  again?)    But  now,   Father,  that 

wept  their  tears  away.     Strange,  though,  that  Thou  hast  taken  back  the  gift — what?     For 

she  had  no  fright  for  the  future.    Did  she  not  a  dumb  singer,  oh,  pitiful  God  in  Heaven, 

realize  that  actual  famine  was  striding  near?  what  hope?     Give  me  a  sign.     I  have  never 

Still,  let  her  sleep!  sung  ribaldry.     Only  the  best.     Out  of  the 

But  the  prop  of  her  sympathy  removed,  dark,  dark  night  send  me  a  sign." 
Joullin  felt  lonelier  and  his  eyes  stared  more  And  the  moon  broke  briLiantly  from  the 
haggardly  into  the  dark.  Then,  through  it,  clouds,  pouring  radiance  everywhere,  even  up- 
rising with  the  shy,  soft  swiftness  of  a  bird,  on  the  window  opposite,  upon  Simon  Helbig's 
came  a  laugh  from  Gabrella,  love-laden  and  window  where  hung  a  glittering  new  revolver, 
hopeful,  the  laugh  of  one  for  whom  each  "Ah!"  Joullin's  head  fell  forward  on  the 
morning  there  still  dawned  a  new  worid.  casement.     "  Les  pauvres  vieiix  ckiens!" 


The  Seventh  Night 

By  JAMES    OPPENHEIM 

Author  of  "Gro|Nng  Chil<lrai,"  "Eierydiy,*'  etc. 
'With  ilhutrationt  by  Rollin  Kicby 

EVENING,  when  all  old  heads  are  lost  in  traveled,  but  deeply  as  one  who  lives  on  ten 
shadows,  had  come.'  Street  after  East  streets  and  sounds  deep  down  into  their  twenty 
Side  street  dissolved  fold  on  (old  of  ugli-  thousand  souls  and  their  passing  generations. 
ness  and  filth  in  the  soft  dimness  of  the  twilight.  "Walt  Whitman" — big  broad  old  god,  fat 
The  streaming  people  were  touched  by  the  cheeked,  fat  nosed,  a  genial  peaceful  lover  of 
witchcraft  of  (he  City's  white  night  and  were  men,  women  and  children — sat  in  the  center, 
beautiful.  About  a  bench  in  the  Playground  His  name  was  Ben  Labor.  His  mild  rich  voice 
Park  were  gathered  nine  old  men.  Some  sat,  was  raised  continuously;  his  big  face-encircling 
some  leaned  over  the  back,  some  stood  in  Ijeard  foamed  luminously  over  his  open  shirt; 
front ;  a  red  handkerchief  stuck  from  the  his  big  blue  eyes  were  clear  and  beaming.  Hia 
pocket  of  one  ;  another,  in  shirtsleeves  and  sweet  strong  masculinity  was  in  his  face. 
slippers,  had  on  a  plush  cap  and  a  pair  of  steel  Their  talk  ?  Old  times,  the  changes  that  have 
spectacles,  his  beard  was  soft  and  gray;  some  been  on  earth,  the  "I-remembers"  of  age,  the 
carried  canes;  some  showed  folds  of  flesh  in  intimate  notes  on  families,  the  up-swineing  of 
the  back  of  their  big  necks;  most  of  them  wore  new  generations,  glories  that  were,  glories  to 
battered  old  derbies.  be,  and  they,  sitting  a  little  to  one  side  to  watch 
They  were  a  noble  gathering.  In  th«  melt-  the  ranks  tramp  by,  they,  sitting  on  their  bar- 
ing folds  of  the  twilight  one  couid  see  Walt  vests  and  mildly  wailing  the  close  of  golden 
Whitman  and  Ruskin,  Adam  and  Moses,  Indian  Summer,  and  Sleep. 
Longfellow  and  Tolstoi,  with  big  broad  faces.  The  lamp-lighter  snapjx^d  back  a  little  door 
fat  noses  and  flowing  beards,  grandly  confer-  on  the  f-sha]Kd  electric -light  pole,  turned  a 
ring — a  peaceful  lot,  looking  as  if  life  were  clos-  switch  and  a  blue  glamour  daubed  the  flowing 
ing  upon  them  very  tenderly — their  last  round  beards;  a  crowd  circulated  about  them;  the 
being  loo  deep  for  noise.  These  were  men  full  night  deepened  into  a  starriness  of  Heaven  and 
of  the  human — each  brain-cell  in  the  old  skulls  Earth,  the  City  flashing  back  (o  the  sky  a 
storing  up  some  face,  some  street,  some  pang  of  luminous  Milky  Way;  the  great  City,  a  zone  of 
love,  some  dream  or  deed  to  be  drawn  on  in  rich  glow,  busy  with  black  human  gnats.  Peace 
afternoons  of  talk  with  their  friends — men  who  lay  on  the  Earth  soft  as  light;  the  old  men 
had  known  all  of  life — not  widely,  as  one  far-  talked;  the  ranks  tramped  by, 
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Then  a  ^1  of  eight  snaked  her  way  quickly  lips  muttering  and  gasping,  and  over  the  bed 

through  the  man-density,  her  skinny  legs  flying,  leaned  a  wild  crying  Uttle  group,  Mrs.  Lefcovitz, 

her  bright  brown-eyed  face  pale  with  laugh-  the  Mother,  Mr.  Lefcovitz,  the  Father,  Jennie, 

able  wonder  and  terror.    She  was  big  with  news  the  waitress  and  Mrs.  Khasan,  the  banker's 

so  important  that  she  had  to  grin,  it  being  very  wife.     They  all  moaned  and  cried  to  each 

dramatic  to  bear  it.     She  edged  her  way  to  the  other.    The  Mother  tried  to  draw  words  from 

old  men,  she  pushed  in  to  the  knees  of  Ben  Martha  and  momently  turned,  crying: 

Labor,  she  disregarded  his  mild  greeting  and  "She  is  crazy!  She  is  dying!" 

spoke  breathlessly,  grinning  insanely:  ,  Hilda  began  to   shriek  with   fright.     Ben 

"Say,  Grandpa,  Martha,  she's  terrible  sick  Labor  spoke  loudly: 

— she's  going  to  die — sure — fell  down  on  the  "Minnie — have  you  sent  for  the  Doctor?" 

floor  and  kicked — she's  talking  crazy,   too.  The  Mother  turned,  bound  her  arms  about 

Mamma    says   come   quick,    Martha's    sure  Ben  Labor's  neck  and  cried  hysterically: 

dying."  "Oh,  she  dies;  they  would  send  her  to  the 

She  looked  at  his  face  to  see  the  eflect,  hospital,  but  I  said:    'Nicht  schicken  zum 

almost  laughing  with  the  part  she  was  playing.  Hospital,  da  storbt  Sie!'   (Don't  send  her  to 

She  was  disappointed.    The  old  men,  includ-  the  hospital,  she  would  die  there.)    Hospital?' 

ing  the  old  god,  shook  their  heads  as  if  to  say:  They  cut  her  throat  there.     O  God,  now  we 

"Such  is  life:  we  know:  nothing  surprises  us  have  troubles!    The  Lord  punishes!    What, 

any  more, "  and  old  Ben  Labor  arose:  Father,  shall  we  do, — we  poor  Jews ?  " 

"So,  Hilda<hen   (little  Hilda  dear),"  he  And  Samuel  Lefcovitz  raised  his  voice: 

murmured.    "Come:     we   will   go   home   to  "And  she,  our  pride,  Martha!  I,  too,  loved 

Martha. "  her!  Oh,  it's  terrible— it's  terrible— terrible !— " 

He  took  her  hand  and  they  walked  through  Ben  Labor  spoke  with  authority: 

the  circling  crowd.    He  did  not  bother  the  girl  "  Be  still!  You  will  all  kill  her  with  fear  and 

with    questions,    knowing    beforehand    what  noise;  be  still!  Did  you  send  for  the  Doctor?" 

answers  she  could  ^ve.    He  said  in  Yiddish:  Mrs.  Khasan  spoke  shrilly: 

"  So,  you  went  to  school  to-day,  little  one  ?  "  "  Ya!  we  did  send  for  Dr.  Rast.    He  comes 

The  child  replied  in  tart  English,  skipping  at  right  away. " 

his  side:  And  even  then  the  door  opened  and  the  big 

"Sure!  Where  else  should  I  go?"  dark  form  of  the  Doctor  hovered  through. 

"And    what    does    Hilda-chen    learn    in  There  was  a  hush  at  once, 

school?"  "Good  evening!"  he  murmured,  searching 

"Why,  I  learns  everything  teacher  learns  the  room  with  his  kindly  glance.     "Where  is 

me.    What  do  you  think?"  our  little  patient?" 

The  reply  drove  his  mind  down  the  Alley  of  He  went  to  the  light  and  turned  it  big;  he 

the  Years,  and  he  contrasted  the  children  of  set  down  his  satchel  and  stepped  over  to  the 

now  and  then.    Into  his  deaf  ears  the  girl  bed.    He  leaned  close,  softly  feeling  a  wrist, 

poured  a  jargon  about  the  glory  of  teacher  and  In  the  light  his  dark  hair  glistened,  his  eyes 

what  she  could  do  and  the  two  went  over  the  sparkled.    His  busy,  cool,  professional  manner 

busy  gutter  of  Canal  Street  and  down  the  shop-  was  reassuring  and  calming.      They  stood 

lit  pavement  and  among  the  flicker  and  flash  of  breathlessly  aside,  watching  him. 

men  and  women.  At  flrst  glance,  he  was  astounded  by  the  beauty 

They  stopped  before  a  little  sunken  restau-  of  the  girl.  He  had  not  seen  her  for  a  year, 
rant,  two  deep  windows  of  plate-glass  either  and  she  had  matured;  her  curly  hair  and  her 
side  an  open  door,  and  took  two  steps  down,  eyes  were  a  shining  blue- jet,  her  face  rounded, 
Inside  flamed  four  naked  gas-lights  above  small  her  neck  gracefully  curved.  There  was  some- 
bare  tables  and  a  sawdust  floor.  A  sprinkle  thing  of  the  burning  desert,  the  far-East  in  that 
of  men  and  women  sat  at  the  tables  chatting  face,  mixed  with  the  sorrow  of  a  thousand 
excitedly  in  the  golden  radiance.  All  looked  wander-years  and  the  rush  and  buoyancy  of  a 
up  as  the  old  man  and  the  child  entered  and  new  free  land.  It  was  a  Jewish  type.  But  a 
gazed  at  them  significantly.  moment  later,  he  forgot  the  face  in  marking  the 

The  old  man  led  the  child  to  a  back  door  symptoms.    A  deep  red  flush  was  in  the  center 

which  he  pushed  open.    They  stepped  into  a  of  each  cheek;  the  expression  of  the  face  was 

weird  scene.    A  tiny  gas-light  flickered  in  one  weird  with  a  mixture  of  anxiety  and  apathy; 

comer  next  an  open  window  through  whose  the  eyes  were  brilliant;  the  nostrils  dilated;  the 

iron  grating  one  could  see  the  rear-tenement  breath  came  in  short  expiratory  grunts.    A 

lights  beyond.     In  a  double  bed  lay  a  girl  of  barely  perceptible  pulse  beneath  his  fingers 

eighteen,  flat,  hands  playing  with  each  other,  raced  at  a  terrible  speed;  she  was  in  high  fever 
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and  all  the  time  she  mumbled  wild  snatches  of 
incoherence.  His  limbs  seemed  to  get  cold; 
the  blood  left  his  cheeks.  In  a  flash  he  saw 
what  he  alone  was  facing. 

He  turned  quickly  to  the  Mother  who  stood 
opened-mouthed. 

"How  long  has  she  been  sick?" 

"Och,  long!"  she  moaned.  **A  whole 
week. " 

"Chills?" 

"Much,  terrible;  she  wake  up  all  stiff  and 
then  shake  aU  the  time. " 

"Did  she  stay  in  bed?" 

The  woman  shook  her  head: 

"No, — she?  She's  got  a  mind  of  her  own. 
She  walks  around,  fights,  talks,  goes  out.  No 
one  could  make  her  go  to  bed. " 

He  looked  swiftly  over  the  group  to  see  what 
help  he  could  muster. 

"Mr.  Lefcovitz,"  he  said  sharply,  "run  to 
the  druggist  and  get — "  he  broke  off  in  de- 
spair, crazy  for  lack  of  time,  pulled  out  a  pad 
and  pencil,  scribbled:  "Tank  of  oxygen — at 
oncCy**  and  handed  the  sheet  to  the  Father. 
"Get  this,"  he  said  sharply.  "It's  big,  like  a 
soda-water  tank;  you  know,  big,  steel,  heavy; 
bring  it  as  quickly  as  you  can.     Run!  " 

The  man  hesitated,  scratching  his  head,  but 
finally  turned  and  hurried  out.  The  Doctor 
spoke  to  blear-eyed  frail  twisted  Jennie,  the 
waitress: 

"\yhisky,  Jennie,  whisky!  Run/*' 

She  rushed  out  in  a  wild  fierce  fright  that 
loaded  down  her  legs.  The  Doctor  turned  to 
the  others: 

"Now — out,  all  of  you — quick!" 

The  Mother  clutched  his  sleeve: 

"Oh,  Doktor,  liebe  Doktor!"  she  began, 
"don't  let  Martha  die;  I  gif  you  a  hundred 
dollars,  giite  Doktor " 

"  Mrs.  Lefcovitz, "  he  cried  in  an  agony,  "trust 
me.  We  can't  spare  a  minute.  I'll  do  every- 
thing. " 

And  then,  suddenly,  a  strange  face  ap- 
peared before  them,  a  strange  unshaven  hairy 
brown  face,  an  intelligent  face  with  sharp  brown 
eyes  and  curly  brown  hair  and  long  jaw.  It 
was  young  William  Wolf,  the  reporter  on  the 
Jewish  N^ewSf  a  boy  of  twenty-three.  He 
looked  strangely  pale,  his  lips  shut  tight,  a 
weird  light  in  his  eyes.  He  stepped  to  Doctor 
Rast  and  seized  his  coat-lapel. 

"  Doctor, "  he  whispered  in  an  intense  thrill- 
ing tone,  "you  tell  me — the  truth!  How  is  she  ?  " 

The  Doctor,  gazing  at  that  soul  that  stood 
naked  and  in  agony  in  the  boy's  face,  under- 
stood. He  swallowed  hard  to  let  words 
through  his  throat.  He  clutched  William  by 
both  arms: 


"William,  here's  the  truth.  She  has  pneu- 
monia; this  is  the  seventh  night,  the  crisis 
night;  it's  a  fight,  a  terrible  fight — and  then, 
God  knows!  Brace  up,  WiUiam,  help  me/" 

The  boy  trembled  in  the  Doctor's  hands.  A 
strange  sound  broke  rumbling  up  his  throat  and 
through  his  lips. 

"Martha?"  he  cried.  "Martha?"  He 
broke  loose;  he  flung  himself  down  at  the  bed- 
side.    "Oh,  Martha!" 

The  terrible  sight  brought  a  wild  wail  from 
the  Mother;  Mrs.  Khasan  coughed  in  her 
handkerchief;  Hilda  sobbed  hysterically  and 
Ben  Labor  looked  sad  as  a  god  who  loves  man. 
The  Doctor  hesitated  a  moment. 

Then  Ben  Labor  spoke,  raising  Both  hands: 

"Wlliam,  this  is  acting  like  a  child.  This 
is  selfish.  Where  is  it  written  that  she  is  yours, 
more  than  God's?  Get  up;  we  need  help." 

The  boy  staggered  blindly  ta  his  feet  and 
sought  the  Mother's  breast. 

"Forgive  me,"  he  sobbed,  "forgive  me.  Oh, 
Mutter,  Mutter,  my  life  is  her  life, — let  me 
die " 

" Ach,  my  boy,  my  boy! "  wailed  the  Mother. 
"  We  have  many  troubles  now. " 

Dr.  Rast  spoke  again: 

"William,  keep  yourself  steady;  I  need  you. 
And  now  all — out!  I  must  be  alone!" 

"Oh,  giite  Doktor,"  began  the  Mother. 

Ben  Labor  took  her  arm: 

"Come,  child,  we  wiU  go  out!" 

The  old  god  led  the  distracted  women 
away,  but  William  broke  loose,  hesitated,  turn- 
ed and  waited  till  they  were  gone.  Then 
wildly  he  took  two  steps  to  the  bed  again  and 
suddenly  he  was  Romeo  bending  above  the 
sheeted  body  of  Juliet  in  the  torch-lit  vault  of 
the  Capulets.  But  she  lay,  her  young  body 
heaving  under  the  white  cover,  her  eyes  wide 
and  shiningly  sightless,  her  cheeks  flushed 
scarlet,  her  blue-jet  ringlets  tossing,  her  Ups 
uttering  mad  sounds.  The  boy  stooped  and 
clutched  a  convulsive  hot  hand  and  smothered 
it  at  his  mouth ;  he  bent  nearer  and  gazed  into 
her  eyes,  close  to  her  lips. 

"  Martha ! "  he  whispered.  'Martha !  Don't 
you  know  me,  don't  you  see  me  ?  Martha,  it's 
William.  You  must  live  for  1*5,  us, — 
Martha " 

The  Doctor  leaned  and  seized  the  boy  by  the 
arm  and  slowly  drew  him  up.  William  broke 
out  wildly: 

"  She's  mine!  If  she  dies  to-night,  I'll  go  with 
her.  We'll  go  on  together,  married  forever. 
God!  see  how  beautiful  she  is " 

"WilUam!"  cried  the  Doctor  harshly,  "do 
you  want  to  kill  her?  Think  of  her  Mother,  her 
Father — of  all  of  us!  Come — come " 
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He  led  the  boy  to  the  door.  William  turned  lips.  At  once  Martha  shrieked  in  delirium  and 
madly  for  a  last  look,  cried  out  and  rushed  began  to  fight  and  bite.  He  had  to  set  down 
into  the  restaurant.  The  Doctor,  with  hand  the  glass  and  force  her  arms  to  her  ade.  The 
on  knob  of  the  closed  door,  stood  for  a  mo-  door  opened  and  the  Mother,  the  Father  and 
ment  with  that  sense  of  paralysis  that  comes  of  William  wildly  staggered  in. 
bong  helpless  and  pushed  for  time.  Then  he  The  Doctor  flew  toward  them  in  a  blaze  of 
flung  his  coat  on  a  chair;    he  rolled  up  his    anger. 

sleeves;  he  ripped  o9  his  collar  and  relieved  his        "Get  out!"   he  cried.     "And  don't  dare  to 
neck;   he  opened  his  satchel.     As  he  stood  for    open  this  door.     You  are  killing  her." 
another  terrible  moment,  the  door  gratingly        They    drew    back,    moaning  and  wailing. 
opened  and  frightened  Jennie  shambled  in  with     Then  the  Doctor  spoke  sharply: 
a  ^ass  full  of  whisky.     Poor  Jennie!  she  was         "Here,   give  me   the   tank,   Mr.  Lefcovitz. 
watery  and  dim  and  thin  of  face,  big  ugly  teeth.    Now  get  me  some  cracked  ice,  a  sponge,  a 
bleary  eyes,  flat  hair,  and  gnarly  thin  of  body,     towel — water — waierl  Quick!" 
Tears  flowed  down  hep  cheeks.  He  seized  the  tank  and  pushed  them  out, 

"Here,"  she  said.     "Is  it  enough?"  closing  the  door.    He  drew  the  lank  to  the  bed. 

Gazing  on  that  big  glassful,  he  smiled  and  put  the  rubber  glass-tipped  tube  to  one  of  the 
nodded,  yes,  and  she  shambled  out  agEun,  softly  girl's  nostrils  and  applied  the  oxygen.  She 
cloang  the  creaking  door.  He  held  the  glass  in  gasped,  grunted,  breathed  heavily  and  began 
one  hand  and  stepped  to  the  bedade.     He  took    to  cry  out  again.    A  moment  later  the  Mother 

a  deep  breath  to  brace  himself.    He  faced  the    brought  ice  and  sponge,  towel  and  water. 

6ght.    He  realized  all.  And  then  the  routine  of  the  fight  was  estab- 

Only  once  before,  when  the  little  Grabo  |^rl    lished.     Strive  as  he  would,  he  could  not  keep 

had  died  under  his  hands  within  half  an  hour,    the  family  out^de.     In  characteristic  fashion, 

had  be  been  summoned  in  to  battle  pneumonia    the  wild  emotionalism  of  the  race,  they  kept 

at  so  critical  a  stage.  He  alonewas  aware  of  what    rushing  In  to  see  what  changes  had  taken  place 

he  had  to  face;  one  of  the  most  terrible,  most    and  whether  the  g^l  were  dead  or  alive.   But 

dangerous,  most  treacherous 

diseases.   He  knew  the  odds 

were  on  the  side  of  Death. 

He  saw  vividly  that  little  frail 

child  who  had  gone  out  like 

a   flame   quenched;  he  re- 
membered the  ri^g  rush  of 

pulse  and  temperature;  the 

fight  to  turn  the  tide;   the 

sudden  turn;  the  drop,  and 

then — heart-failure.  It  might 

have  been  otherwise,  though 

not  through  any  struggle  of 

his.    Was  tliis  to  repeat  that 

pitiful  case?     At  tbe  final 

moment,  after  all  has  been 

done  that  c^i  be  done,  was 

the  body  of  its  own  accord  to 

stop  de^,  or  was  it  to  be- 
come normal, — was  there  to 

be  Death  or  a  sudden  sweat 

andsleep?  And  this  was  the 

seventh  night;  he  realized  it 

all. 
He  glanced  a  moment  at 

the  flushed  beautiful  face,  at 

the  playing  feverish  hands, 

the  brilliant  unseeing  eyes. 

Then,  quickly,  he  pushed  an 

arm  under  her  neck,  lifted 

her  bead  and  forced  a  swal- 
low  of   whiskv  through   tbe  Siri™  ■>  he  wouU.  he  could  nd  keep  the  (amily  oultide 
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despite  these  breaks,  the  confusion,  the  wor-  great  thick  warm  world  that  slumbered  about 
rying  cries,  he  held  to  his  course.  It  ceased  to  them.  The  city  always  has  some  such  mid- 
be  a  personal  matter.    The  girl  on  the  bed  was    night  room. 

merely  an  organism,  a  mere  body.  He  watch-  Now  and  then  there  was  the  rattle  of  a  car  in 
ed  it  closely,  following  heart  and  pulse  action,  the  empty  street  or  the  far  horn  on  the  foggy 
tlie  flickering  of  the  temperature,  the  change  of  river;  now  and  then  through  the  closed  door 
expressions.  Every  ten  or  fifteen  minutes  he  came  the  noise  of  the  fight — a  heart-rending 
applied  oxygen.  He  replaced  ice-bag  with  ice-  scream,  a  sound  as  of  wrestling  and  then, 
bag.  He  sponged  the  face  and  limbs  with  cold  silence.  Each  time,  all  looked  up,  a  wail 
water.  He  administered  stimulants.  Not  for  of  anguish  broke  from  the  Mother,  and 
a  moment  was  he  idle.  His  face  was  white  and  William  gasped  as  if  the  audible  pain  were 
dripped  sweat.  His  back  and  arms  ached  un-  his.  They  were  a  bowed  broken  group,  save 
endurably.  He  flung  himself  back  to  the  that  Ben  Labor  sat  upright,  very  mild  and 
fight  time  and  again,  now  recoiling  exhausted,    very  sad. 

dazed,  nerve  nearly  lost,  now  hurling  himself  There  had  been  a  great  cry  within,  the  poor 
back  with  every  ounce  and  grain  of  power  in  soul  struggling  to  get  through  the  flesh, 
him.  After  a  terrible  hour,  the  wild  delirium  "Ben  Labor,"  muttered  William,  **I  can't 
became  constant  and  he  fought  only  as  a  mod-  sit  still.  I  can't  sit  out  here  while  she  is  in  tor- 
em  Doctor  can  fight.  He  fought  with  exact-  ture — in  Hell.  I  can't !  /  wonH! " 
ness,  with  mad  energy,  with  heroic  purpose.  "William,"  murmured  Ben  Labor,  "you 
The  body  of  Martha  fought  back;  there  were  can  do  nothing — but  be  wise  and  patient.  You 
attempts    to    leap  out   of    bed;     there    were    are  learning  to-night. " 

piercing  shrieks;  the  fevered  brain  seemed  to  "Learning  what?^^  cried,  the  boy  in  scorn, 
see  strange  apparitions  and  cried  out  to  them ;  "  You  can  say  that,  you — but  I,  working  so 
the  worried  lips  held  weird  conversations  with  hard  to  make  our  little  home,  worshiping  her 
the  empty  air;  the  face  was  staring  wild.  with  my  heart  and  soul — ,"  he  deepened  his 

:But  he  fought  on — and  on — and  on — at  voice  and  clenched  his  fist,  "loving  her — 
times  almost  exhausted,  almost  despairing.  At  loving  her — oh,  my  God,  my  God — , "  he 
one  moment  he  longed  to  turn  and  fly;  he  laughed  harshly.  "God?  There  isn't  any! 
hJEited  his  profession;  he  wanted  to  give  in  and  Or  He  wouldn't  make  a  creature,  an  angel  like 
let  the  body  have  its  way.    At  the  next  he  flung    her  suffer  so! "  • 

back  into  the  fight  with  terrible  intensity.  And  "Hush!"  Ben  Labor  raised  his  hand.  "Boy, 
somewhere,  as  the  time  went  on,  in  his  mind  he  I  have  laid  away  one  I  loved  as  you  love 
could  see  beyond  the  moment,  see  the  turning  Martha  and  three  I  loved  as  you  cannot 
point,  the  drop — and  beyond  that  the  specter  of  dreafn. "  He  tapped  his  heart.  "Father- 
Death.  How  long  would  it  last?  How  long  love, father-love!  Ach!  ach!  ach!  Three, bone 
would  he  last  ?  He  felt  already  that  he  had  of  my  bone,  flesh  of  my  flesh,  soul  of.  my  souL 
reached  the  Hmit  of  his  power.  Ah,  what  know  you  of  grief,  of  sorrow,  of  life. 

And  outside  in  the  little  restaurant  room,  as    of  death,  of  God  ?  Live  back  my  eighty  years 
the  night  deepened  and  the  streets  stilled,  there    with  me  and — learn!" 

was  a  queer  scene.  The  air  of  the  {^ace  be-  He  bent  near,  laying  a  cool  hand  on  the  boy's 
came  thick  with  the  sleep  of  the  City  around    hot  one. 

it — thick,  drowsy,  hushed.  Everyone  moved  There  was  a  fresh  outcry.  William  lifted  his 
about  in  the  one  dim  light  with  sick-room  si-  head,  gnashed  his  teeth,  almost  hissed: 
lence,  padded  footsteps.  Little  Hilda  lay  cud-  "  I  don't  care  for  your  sorrows.  Here  am  I, 
died  up  in  a  comer,  asleep.  Mrs.  Khasan  and  living,  young,  hot-blooded;  how  can  you  feel 
the  customers  had  gone  home.  The  Mother  what  I  feel,  how  can  you  know  my  agony  ?  At 
and  Father  and  Jennie  sat  about  a  tabl^  near  my  age,  were  you  calm  about  it?  Did  you  sit  still? 
the  upper  end;  the  Mother  leaning  over  and  God!  it's  so  easy  to  talk!  But  I — I — I  who  have 
sobbing  at  intervals  or  raising  her  head  to  worked  so,  scraped  so,  dreamed —  dreamed  so — 
listen;  the  Father  stupefied  and  large-eyed;  putting  together  penny  after  penny,  working 
Jennie  rocking  back  and  forth  in  a  rhythm  of  night  and  day,  loving  her — and  she — loving  me, 
hopeless  terror.  At  the  lower  end,  on  either  waiting  for  me  each  night,  smiling  on  me;  we  in 
side  a  small  table,  with  ketchup,  pickles  and  our  little  world;  just  us  in  it,  just  we  two!  My 
horse-radish  between  them,  sat  Ben  Labor,  God,  Ben  Labor, "  he  cried  out  in  his  moment 
large  in  his  chair,  and  William,  head  on  his  of  agony,  "how  many  nights  have  I  not  sat 
outstretched  arms.  They  were  a  lot  of  shad-  here,  while  the  city  around  us  was  asleep  and 
owy  humans  in  a  deep  glassed-in,  dim-lit  room,  she  hovered  near,  waiting  on  me,  stealing  up 
little  distracted  atoms  of  the  race  lost  to  the    and  putting  an  arm  about  my  neck,  touching 
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these  my  lips — " 
He  flung  his  head 
on  his  bands. 
"Oh!" 

Ben  Labor  laid  a 
hand  on  the  curly 
blown  head  and 
smiled  sadly  r 

"Peace!  peace! 
This  b  one  of  your 
great  nights;  my  life 
was  fuU  of  them; 
they  leave  us  calm 
and  holy  and  ripe 
for  God. " 

The  old  man 
slowly  arose  and 
spoke  so  that  all 
heard  turn. 

"We  must  have 
Eometbing  to  eat. 
To  eat  in  sorrow  is 
to  be  sane.  I  will 
scramble  some  eggs, 
no?" 

No  one  spoke  and 
be  shuffled  across 
the  room  and  out  a 
^de  door  and  they 
heard  him  descend, 
punfully  sbufSing 
step  by  step,  down 
into  the  kitchen 
cellar.  Then,  from 
beneath  them,  came 
ibc  clatter  of  tins 
and  pans  in  the 
drowsy  silence. 

The     inner     door        Now  ud  thai  throu^  the  doted  door  came  the  noiw  oi  die  lighl — a  heait-reiKling  Kreun 

creaked  very  sharply 

and  H^am  with  a  cry  leaped  up  and  rushed  light  still  blazed  big;   the  girl  in  the  bed  stiH 

over.    The  Doctor  peered  out,  his  face  ghastly,  struggled.     The  Doctor  applied  ice  again,  and 

he  spoke  in  a  broken  weak  whisper,  as  if  the  then  as  he  held  and  marked  the  pulse  he  felt 

effort  were  too  much:  the  rapid,  terrif)-ing  change.     Down — down  it 

"More  ice,  William — damn  you,  quick!"  went;    slower  and  slower  and  weaker.    He 

William  turned  frantically,  with  a  cry,  and  could  barely  feel  it  flutter.  He  laid  his  head 
rushed  across  the  room  to  the  cellar-door.  His  softly  against  the  heart,  and  it  barely  throbbed, 
feet  thumped  down.  The  clattering  stopped.  He  stood  up  and  wailed  breathlessly,  gazing 
They  heard  the  softened  cries  of  Martha  and  deeply  Into  the  unseeing  brilliant  eyes.  The 
beneath  them  the  cracking  of  the  ice.  It  was  head  tossed  weakly  now  back  and  forth,  show- 
as  the  cracking  of  their  hearts.  ering  slowly  the  blue-jet  ringlets;  the  splendid 

The  cellar-door  was  flung  open  again,  Wil-  neck  curved  slightly;  the  grunting  gasps  came 

liam  burst  in,  a  big  bowl  in  his  arm.    The  horribly.     The  great  moment  was  at  hand. 

sta^ering,  trembling  Doctor  took  it.  It  was  one  of  the  moments  he  remembered 

"For  God's  sake,"  whispered  William,  "tell  and  carried  with  him  like  a  battle-scar.    He 

me  how  she  is "  realized  all  that  was  al  stake.     He  could  dimly 

"It's — it's — "    The  Doctor  seemed  suffo-  feel  the  sweet  story  of  first  love,  the  hopes,  the 

eating.    "Thecrias. "  dreams,  the  woi:k;  he  could  fee!  then  what  his 

He  closed  the  door.     In  the  little  room  the  wife  Nell  meanl  to  him;  he  knew  that  Martha's 
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family  worshiped  her,  that  she  was  the  life  and 
glory  of  the  place;  her  smile  their  starriness, 
her  word  their  authority.  And  then  he  felt  for 
the  young  life  throbbing  and  gasping  before 
him,  the  young  girl  with  all  of  life  before  her; 
all  the  glories,  the  dreams  to  be  unfolded  and 
made  real,  all  the  tremendous  experiences  to  be 
gone  through,  the  wifehood,  motherhood,  the 
old  age,  the  love  and  pain,  the  joy  and  toil, — ^the 
human  round.  She  was  beautiful,  beautiful, 
she  was  so  young,  so  fresh,  so  ready  to  carry  on 
the  evolution  of  the  race,  so  ready  to  mould  the 
future.  And  was  she  to  go  now?  Was  this. to 
be  the  end  of  all?  Who  could  tell?  He  had 
done  all  that  he — all  that  Science  could  do;  he 
was  torn  and  shattered,  nerveless  and  broken. 
He  could  do  no  more.  The  battle  was  passing 
out  of  his  hands.  He  had  been  a  single  man 
holding  a  mountain  pass  against  an  army.  His 
st)^ngth  and  ammunition  were  spent.  His 
hands  were  failing  him.  And  now,  helpless, 
breathless,  hoping  against  hope,  holding  his 
ground,  he  waited  and  waited  for  the  far 
thunder  of  reinforcements.  He  almost  looked 
around  the  dim  room  to  see  if  they  were  com- 
ing. They  might  come  or  they  might  not — 
those  invisible  forces  of  Nature,  those  powers 
within  the  Power.  It  was  as  if  the  little  room 
awaited  the  presence  and  sweep  of  God.  It 
was  as  if  the  clay  lay  there  waiting  for  God 
Himself.  The  poor  human  tool  was  cast 
aside. 

And  yet  outside  were  those  waiting  for  his 
word;  there  were  those  who  trusted  in  him. 
They  had  given  this  precious  soul  into  his 
keeping.  Would  he  return  it  to  them,  safe  and 
sweet  and  living  and  sound  ? 

He  could  only  stoop  and  feel  the  pulse  again. 

He  felt  it.  He  stared  hard,  keeping  his  lips 
tight.  His  torn  heart  beat  a  wild  alarm. 
There  was  so  little  pulse,  hardly  a  stir,  barely 
more  than  cold  limp  flesh  in  his  hands.  In  an 
agony  he  stooped,  and  laid  his  head  again  upon 
the  heart.  There  was  a  faint,  a  pausing  flutter. 
The  eyes  were  glazed  and  wide  and  meaning- 
less. 

He  staggered  back,  pressing  his  hand  on  his 
heart.  He  could  not  lose  this  way,  he  could 
not  let  her  go.  He  closed  his  eyes  in  horror, 
alone  there  in  the  r(X)m,  alone  in  all  the  world, 
no  human  help,  no  human  word,  no  human 


comfort.  The  reinforcements  were  not  coming. 
He  pressed  his  forehead.  He  wanted  to  cry 
out.  He  stooped  again  to  look, .  to  bravely, 
heroically  looky  to  face  the  last  of  the  fight. 
Then  he  would  muster  up  the  shreds  of  his 
soul  and  tell  those  that  waited. 

He  stooped  again,  so  wild  of  brain,  that  he 
could  not  detect  a  flutter,  a  sound.  The  body 
was  cold,  suspended  in  senselessness.  He 
could  not  withdraw  his  hand.  He  himself  now 
became  icy  cold  from  head  to  foot.- 

And  then  suddenly — bursting  his  heart  within 
him,  strangling  his  throat — ^under  his  hand  broke 
a  sweet  sweat.  He  leaped  back;  he  looked; 
the  lips  began  to  move ;  the  breath  came  evenly ; 
the  eyes  closed;  the  head  turned  a  little  from 
the  light.     Martha  lay  in  a  sweet  deep  sleep. 

She  was  safe.  He  had  won.  She  was 
healed;  she  was  asleep.  His  eyes  went  blind. 
He  did  not  know  what  he  did  but  actually  he 
got  on  his  knees  and  put  his  head  on  the  bed 
and  he,  the  big  man^  sobbed  like  a  little  child. 

"Oh,  God!"  he  sobbed,  "dear  God,  dear 
God!" 

He  arose  in  a  dream;  he  clattered  together 
his  things  and  put  them  in  his  satchel;  he  cov- 
'  ered  his  hot  body  with  hat  and  coat;  he  went 
staggering,  tumbling  in  a  trance  to  the  door. 
It  seemed  like  twenty  minutes  before  he  set  it 
ajar  and  passed  through.  There  was  a  wild 
leaping  up,  a  quick  crying  and  crowding. 

He  smiled  idiotically: 

" She's— she's— all  right,"  he  half  sobbed 
and  laughed.  "  Martha's  all  right — she's  safe 
— she's  well — she's  asleep " 

There  was  a  wild  outcry  from  every  throat. 
The  Mother  girdled  him  with  her  arms,  empty- 
ing her  full  heart  in  tears  and  words  of  love. 
The  Father  gave  a  groan  as  if  his  spine  had 
broken ,  doubled  up  in  a  chair  and  wailed.  Wil- 
liam tried  to  hold  his  breath,  to  keep  down  that 
hysterical  heaving  in  his  breast.  Instead,  he 
flung  himself  on  the  floor  and  sobbed — sobbed 
— as  if  his  heart  were  broken  in  two.  And  the 
Doctor  crazily  cried  with  them  all. 

Only  Ben  Labor  stood  silent.  Then  he 
spoke  mildly,  raising  a  hand: 

"  Children,  it  is  the  moment  of  dawn!" 

They  turned,  and  lo,  in  the  empty  street  out- 
side the  plate-glass,  gray,  shimmering,  soft,  the 
misty  Dawn  came  trembling  through  the  air. 


Between    Man    and    Man 

By    MARY  MULLETT 

With  iUiutraboiu  by  H.  A.  Mathea 

THEY  sat  in  front  of  an  open  fire,  for  it  new  selection,  giving  a  goodly  portion  of  the. 

was  a  chill  evening  in  early  May.    The  notes  the  cut  direct  as  she  went  by  them.   But 

only  light   in    the  room — that  of    the  her  husband  would  have  none  of  these  new 

kindling  flames — threw  the  two  men's  shad-  candidates  for  favor.     So,  for  at  least  a  de- 

ows,  vast  and  shifting,  on  the  tiers  of  books  cade,    she    had    forborne    to    tempt — or    to 

behind  them.  threaten — him  with  them. 

There  was  about  the  place  the  indefinable  Now,  as  he  listened  and  smoked  before  the 

discreetness    one    finds    in    all    book-padded  fire,  his  books  around  him,  his  son  beside  him, 

rooms.    This  one  seemed  to  invite  secrets  to  there  came  over  him  a  sudden  almost  poignant 

be  told  within  its  walls.    When  its  one  door  realization  of  the  satisfying  happiness  his  hfe 

was  closed,  it  was  as  if  the  rest  of  the  house  had  brought  him.     He  honestly  believed  that 

ceased  to  exist,  his  wife  was  the  finest  woman  in  the  world. 

The  door  was  open  now;  and  one  of  the  He  would  have  argued  the  matter,  heatedly,  if 

men,  as  he  smoked,  listened  with  a  profound  the  occasion  had  arisen. 

sense  of  content  and  well-being  to  the  music  As  for  Mason — the  Judge  stole  a  glance  at 

of  a.  piano  on  the  floor  below.     Though  still  the    young    man    beside    him — certainly    no 

more  modulated  by  the  distance,  the  music  it-  father  ever  had  more  reason  lo  be  proud  of  a 

self  was  gently    made;  just  a  bit  of  friendly  boy!     Clean,  manly,  honorable,  and  already 

companionship   between  the  keys  arid  loving,  making,  old  lawyers  sit  up  and  ask  who  that 

but  none  too  skilful,  fingers.  youngster  was— no  wonder  the  Judge's  heart 

Up-stairs  in  the  Judge's  study  it  came  only  wanned  with  pride  of  him. 

as  little  wandering  wafts  of  melody,  as  sooth-  Of  course  he  and  his  wife  would  be  a  trifle 

ing  as  the  touch  of  feather-light  fingers.     He  lonely  after  the  wedding  next  month.     But  the 

did  not  even  need   to  strain  his  ears  to  catch  young  couple  would  be  settled  within  a  few 

the  fainter  notes.      For  more  than  twenty-five  blocks  of  them.     The  Judge,  whose  one  great 

years  his  wife  had  played  for  him  the  slender  sorrow  had  been  the  loss  of  a  little  witch  of  a 

repertoire  of  her  girlhood  days  and  he  knew  it  girl    child,  half   smiled   in    anticipation    and, 

nowlo  its  uttermost  cadence.  leaning  back,  closed  his  eyes  in  pleasant  rev- 

Sometiraes  when  the  Judge  was  out  of  the  crie.     He  was  roused  by  his  son's  voice, 

bouse  his  wife  would  pick  her  way  through  a        "Father " 

87 


"Think  of  liaving  doubu  now  I  A  man  might  be  cruy  to  marry  a  ^i 
uid  yet  find  out  latef  ihu  be  hod  made  ■  horrible  mittake.  But 
would  a  man  who  wu  really  in  love — pthawl    il'i  not  in  leaaoDl" 
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The  Judge  waited;  but  the  boy  stopped  only  six  steps.    Maybe  it  was  ten.     Oh,  I 

there,  his  lower  lip  caught  hard  between  his  don't  remember,  but  at  any  rate  he  says  he 

teeth.  would   certainly    have,  married    oner  of   the 

"Well,  s<Mi?"  bridesmaids  if  he  hadn't  been  rescued.   Don't 

"Father "  you  worry  about  it,  my  boy.    Nine  out  of — 

Again   the   voice   broke   off.    The    Judge  well,  out  of  nine  men  are  morally  certain  they 

laughed  comfortably.  won't  live  through  the  ceremony.    But  they 

"Is  it  going  to  be  three  times  and  out,  eh  ?"  go  through  it  swimmingly  and  so  will  you." 

he  said.  The  Judge's  relief  made  him  rather  loqua- 

"I  guess  so.    I  hope  so."  cious. 

"Anything  serious?"  "You  don't  understand,  Father.    I'm  not 

"It  seems  so  to  me."  talking   about   the   ceremony.    I   mean   the 

"Um-hnnn.    Well,  let's  see  how  it  seems  to  whole  thing.    It's  the" — his  voice  fell — "the 

meJ^  getting  married  itself  that  I  mean." 

"I'm  afraid  of  how  it  will  seem  to  you,"  in  His  father  looked  sharply  around,  fixing  a 

a  half -breathless  tone.    "But "  level,  searching  gaze  on  his  son. 

"Wait  a  minute,  son.    I  infer  that  your  "You  mean — "  he  said  slowly, 

mother  is  not  invited  to  this  session."  "What  I  say,  Father,"  was  the  troubled  but 

"No,  sir;  it's  a  small  and  select,"  said  the  dogged  reply.  "I  suppose  you'll  think  I'm  a 
young  man,  with  a  forced  laugh.  "Just  us  coward,  a  brute,  a — oh,  everything  con- 
two."  temptible  and  dishonorable!    But  I  want  you 

"Between  man  and  man,  eh?"  to  hear  me  through.    It  seems  to  me  I'm  al- 

"Ycs,'*  eagerly.    "Just  thatl"  most  crazy  trying  to  think  the  thing  out." 

"Then  suppose  you  close  the  door  there.  The  Judge  stared  thoughtfully  into  the  fire. 

Your  mother  might  come  up."  "You  mean,"  he  said  slowly,  "that  you 

As  Mason  crossed  the  room   the  Judge,  want  to — back  out?" 

startled  by  the  emphasis  with  which  the  boy  The  young  man  winced  and  hesitated, 

had  ^x>ken,  ran  over  in  a  swift  review  the  "I  guess  that's  the  common  name  for  it," 

usual  subjects  of  filial  confession.    Most  of  he  said  in  a  low  tone. 

them  seemed  positively  grotesque  in  tb**  -^rts-  There  was  silence  for  a  moment.    Then  the 

ent  connection.    Mason  not  only  had  set  up  Judge  leaned  over  and  patted  the  cloiched 

certain  ideals — ^most  boys  of  an  ardent  and  yoimg  hand. 

generous  nature  do  that — but  he  had  shown  "Go  on,  son,"  he  said  gently.    "Tell  me 

an  unusual  persistence  in  his  effort  to  be  true  all  about  it." 

to  those  ideals.    So  that  his  father  now  men-  The  boy  drew  a  quick  breath  of  relief, 

tally  negatived  one  after  another  possible  sub-  "Thank    you,"    he    muttered.    Then    he 

ject  of  the  forthcoming  confidence.    Then,  smiled  rather  a  wry  smile.     "I  was  afraid 

just  as  quickly,  his  years  of  experience  snatched  you'd  be  disowning  me  for  a  cad  before  I 

back  every  negative  and  admitted  that  any-  could  get  even  this  far.    I  seem  a  cad  to  my- 

thing  was  within  the  range  of  the  possible,  self.    And  yet — God  knows  I  can't  help  it.    I 

As  it  happened,  the  confession  that  did  come  can  call  myself  names  tiU  I'm  black  in  the 

was  the  one  thing  he  had  not  thought  of.  face.    It  doesn't  make  me  any  the  less  afraid 

"Well,  son;  what  is  it?"  he  asked  as  Mason  that  I  don't  love  Ethel  enough.     Is  it  being  a 

came  back  to  the  chair  by  the  fire.     "Some-  cad  to  ask  myself  if  I  ought  to  let  a  thing  go 

thing  you  want  to  get  off  your  mind  before  on  which  may  make  us  both  miserable  for 

the  wedding?"  life?" 

"Father,"  leaning  forward  with  an  appeal  There  was  a  pause  which  the  Judge  finally 

in  tone  and  gesture,  "it's  the  wedding  that's  broke, 

troubling  me!"  "N-no,"     he    said     consideringly.    Then, 

"Oho!  so  that's  it,  is  it?"    The  Judge's  with  a  quick  uplift  of  his  head,  but  without 

hearty  laugh  rang  with  relief.     "Well.  I  don't  looking  around:  "No,  I  shouldn't  call  that  be- 

know  that  I  blame  you.    The  doo-daddles  ing  a  cad." 

they  have  nowadays  are  enough  to  put  any  Unexpected  acquiescence  is  always  disturb- 

man  in  a  blue  funk.    Why,  young  Marden  ing.    It  is  as  if  you  entered  a  tournament  and 

told  me  he  came  within  an  ace  of  marrying  found  the  knight,  against  whom  you  had  ex- 

the  bridesmaid  at  his  wedding.    It  seems  he  pected  to  tilt,  caracoling  amiably  along  by 

was  to  walk  eight  steps  from  a  certain  point  your  side. 

and  then  stand  still  and  watt  for  the  bride.  As  the  Judge  resumed  his  thoughtful  stare 

He  was  so  upset  that  he  lost  coimt  and  went  at  the  fire  there  was  nothing  for  tiie  younger 
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man  to  do  but  to  go  on  with  his  confes-  take.     But  would  a  man  who  was  really  in 

sion.     It   was  hesitating  and   apologetic  at  love — pshaw!  it's  not  in  reason!" 

first;  but  as  his  Ofiind  called  up  again  the  The  speech  was  so  incoherent  it  was  not 

troop  of  tormenting  doubts  which  had  stimg  surprising  that  the  Judge  looked  around  with 

him,  he  spoke  with  a  certain  desperate  bold-  a  smile.     Yet  there  was  something  surprising 

ness.  in  the  quality  of  that  smile;  something  more 

"I  suppose  you're  thinking  it's  pretty  late  than  amusement;  something  tender  and  joy- 
in  the  day  for  me  to  talk  about  having  doubts,  ous,  almost  exultant.  Once  more  he  leaned 
I  know  it  is;  know  it  better  than  you  or  any-  over  and  patted  the  boy's  hand,  but  this  time 
body  can.  I  didn't  have  them  until  a  few  he  got  up  and  walked  to  his  desk, 
weeks  ago.  At  first  I  thought  it  was  just  a  ''Not  in  reason,  eh?"  he  said  as  he  fitted  a 
passing  nervousness.  I  knew  I  cared  a  lot  for  key  into  a  lock.  "  Just  wait  a  minute,  son. 
Ethel.  I  do  now.  I'm  awjully  fond  of  her.  You  just  wait  a  minute  till  I — ^um-m-m — here 
But  sometimes — why,  Father,  it's  terrible!  I  we  are.  Now  then,  turn  on  that  light  there, 
look  at  her  and  I  think  of  all  the  years  we  are  won't  you  ?" 

planning  to  spend  together  and — and — all  of  He  seated  himself  within  the  circle  of  the 

a  sudden  she  seems  strange;  and  I  find  my-  droplight,  put  on  his  glasses,  threw  a  quizzical 

self  dreading  a  future  full  of  misunderstand-  glance  over  them  at  his  astonished  son  and 

ing;  or  worse  still,  real  understanding  which  began  turning  the  leaves  of  a  book  he  had 

will  make  us  see  each  other  entirely — entirely  taken  from  the  desk.     He  glanced  along  at 

different  from  what  we  now  seem.  some  of  the  pages  but  lost  very  little  time  in 

"Perhaps  if  I  had  known  her  longer — ^but  finding  what  he  sought.     Reading  at  first  to 

it's   been   only   six   months   and — well,    you  himself,    the    exultant    smile    faded   and    he 

know  I  was  hard  hit  at  the  very  start  and  I  flushed  the  painful,  difficult  flush  of  the  no 

was  furiously  jealous,  too.     All  I  thought  of  longer  young. 

was  getting  her.    And  now  that  I've  got  her,"  '*Son,"  he  said,  looking  up  at  the  young 

he  said  with  bitter  frankness,  "now  I  begin  to  man  waiting  before  the  fire,  "you've  been  an 

wonder,  and  to  doubt,  and  to  hesitate.    Isn't  observer — I  dare  say — of  your  mother  and  me 

it  contemptible!    Isn't  it  beastly!    But  for  the  for  close  on  to  twenty-five  years.    What  is 

life  of  me  I  can't  help  it.     And  if  I  can't,  have  you-  honest  opinion  of  our  life  together?" 

I  any  right — ^I  mean,  wouldn't  it  be  more  right  "Oh,"  with  a  gesture  and  a  lighting  up  of 

— oh,  I  can't  explain  it;  but  it  isn't  as  selfish  the  troubled  young  face,  "you  and  mother! 

as  it  sounds."  Oh,  it's  perfect,  you  know, — you  two.    It's 

His  father  spoke,  still  without  taking  his  what  I  want  myself.    And  it's  because  I've 

eyes  from  the  fire.  seen  the  thing  I  want" — ^his  face  clouded  again 

"Is  there  anyone  else?"  — "seen  it,  as  you  say,  for  almost  twenty-five 

"Anyone  else?    No,  sir."  years,  that  I'm  sick  at  the  possibility  of — of 

The  tone  was  so  fierce  that  the  Judge  with  making  a  failure  where  it  might  be  something 

difficulty  suppressed  a  smile.  so  fine  and  good.     If  I  didn't  know  you  and 

"Did  you  think  it  was  thai.  Father?    Well,  Mother,  maybe  I  wouldn't  know  enough  to  be 

it  isn't."  afraid." 

"I  merely  wanted  to  know,"  said  the  Judge  "Thank  you,  son.    I'm  glad  a  spectator, 

mildly.  with  such  unusual  opportunities  as  you  have 

"I  suppose  it  is  a  natural  inference,"  ad-  had,  has  looked  upon  the  life  your  mother  and 

mitted  the  young  man;  "but  there's  not  a  I  have  made  and  has  found  it  good.     It  has 

grain  of  foundation  for  it.     I  care  more  for  seemed  good  to  me  in  the  living.     It  has  been 

Ethel  in  a  day  than  I  ever  did  for  any  other  good  from  the  day  I  took  your  mother  for  my 

girl  in  a  dozen  years."  wife.     And  it  is  good  now  that  we  are  growing 

He  seemed  a  little  startled  by  his  own  en-  old  together." 

thusiasm.  He  cleared  his  throat,  and,  taking  off  his 

"It's  all  so  mixed  up,  Father,"  he  went  on  glasses,  held  them  up  toward  the  light  a  quite 

with  a  gesture  of  hop)elessness.     "Sometimes  unnecessarily  long  time.     Then  he  polished 

I  think  Ethel  and  I  would  be  perfectly  happy,  them  slowly  and  put  them  on  again. 

And  then  again  I'm  afraid  of  the  whole  thing.  "I'm  going  to  read  you  something.  Mason, 

The  only  absolutely  clear  point  to  me  is  that  that  no  human  being  beside  myself  has  ever 

I  do  have  doubts.     Oughtn't  that  to  settle  the  seen;  something,  I  hope,  that  nobody  else  has 

question?    Think  of  having  doubts  now!    A  ever    dreamed    of — in    this    connection,"    he 

man  might  be  crazy  to  marry  a  girl  and  yet  added.     "When  I  was  your  age,  life  was  not 

find  out  later  that  he  had  made  a  horrible  mis-  quite  so  crowded  as  it  is  now;  anyway,  we 
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young  folks   were  different — ^in  some  ways,  to-night?    I  said  to  myself:  *Well,  thank  the 

For  instance,  for  several  years  I  kept  a  diary  Lord!  I'm  not  the  only  honest  man  that  has 

(this  is  it);  a  thing  I  fanqr  you  don't  do."  wanted  to  back  ouiP 

"No,  sir."  "For  thirty  years  I've   called   myself  the 

"I  thought  not.  Even  if  you  did,  I  im-  hard  names  you've  been  cringing  under  for 
agine  it  would  record  facts  rather  than  fancies,  only  thirty*  days  or  so.  It  has  been  a  secret 
But,  as  I  said  before,  my  generation  was  dif-  that  I've  kept  to  myself  and  been  ashamed  of 
ferent.  We  not  only  had  sentiment,  we  also  all  this  time.  I  felt  that  it  set  me  apart  some- 
had  a  good  deal  to  say  about  it.  Um — "  he  how  from  other  honorable  men.  I  don't 
checked  himself  and  got  back  to  the  real  point  mean  that  no  honorable  man  would  back  out 
by  saying  briefly:  "That  explains  the  diary.  — to  keep  that  expression — but  that  nobody 
Now,  son,  here  is  something  I  want  you  to  but  a  fool  would  do  it,  as  I  did,  because  of 
hear:  mere  vaporous  fancies  and  nervous  doubts. 

"'Thursday,  September  15th.  "Why,  son,  you've  rehabilitated  me  in  my 

"*I  continue  to  be  haunted  by  tormenting  own  eyes.     I  never  talked  with  other  men 

doubts  and  fears.     The  day  set  for  the  wed-  about  it;  about  anything  of  the  sort.     Now 

ding  is  six  weeks  off  and  with  every  diurnal  doesn't  it  strike  you  as  rather  strange  that 

step  closer  to  it,  I  seem  to  see  it  loom  with  you,  whose  confidence  iH  this  matter  is  the 

more  threatening  import  first  I  have  ever  received,  should  duplicate  my 

("You  see  I  was  thinking  about  my  big  own  experience?    I  should  say  we  had  here  a 

words  then,"  interjected  the  Judge  with  a  very  good  piece  of  confirmatory  evidence.   Do 

grim  smile;  "but  I  soon  got  past  that.")  you  for  a  moment  dream  that  this  is  a  mere 

He  read  on:  coincidence?    That  you  and  I  are  alone  in 

"*I  would  rather  die  than  be  a  recreant  to  this  thing?" 
plain  duty  or  bring  pain  to  a  tender  and  lov-  He  suddenly   dropped   his   legal   manner, 
ing  heart.     But  which  way  does  duty  lie?    If  struck  the  book  on  the  table  and  exclaimed: 
an  act  will  cause  years  of  unhappiness,  ought  "No,  sir!    There  .are  decent  men,  honor- 
one — nay!  h^is  one  the  right  to  aUow  that  act  able  men  all  around  us" — ^he  waved  his  arms 
to  proceed?    Will  the  pain  inflicted — ^assum-  with  evident  satisfaction — "who  have  come  so 
ing  that  to  be  possible — by  a  short  sharp  near  backing  out  that  they  just  got  through 
shock,  be  as  bad  as  the  lifelong  bitterness  I  the  door  by  the  hem  of  their  coat-tails!" 
might  give  Clara  cause  to  feel  if  I  did  not  He  laughed  jubilantly, 
speak  now?  "Now  then,  my  boy,  as  to  your  own  case. 

"*I  love  and  respect  her  too  much  to  be  Do  you  think" — ^he  leaned  forward  earnestly 

thinking  only  of  myself  in  this  matter.     But  if  — "do  you  think  it  doesn't  mean  as  much  to 

I  do  not  love  her  as  I  should — ^and  these  me  now  that  you  should  get  a  good  little  wife 

doubts  and  fears  would  seem  to  prove  that —  as  it  meant  to  me  years  ago  when  I  was  so 

can  I,  year  in  and  year  out,  play  a  part  and  concerned  about  choosing  my  own?    Well,  it 

play  it  so  that  she  will  not  detect  the  truth  ?  does.     And  I've  studied  this  little  girl  of  yours 

Putting  aside  all  thought  of  my  own  happiness  a   good   bit.     So   has   your   mother.     We've 

— and  I  admit  that  I  crave  that — can  I  make  cared  about  it,  my  son,  in  a  way  you  will  un- 

her  happy  ?' "  derstand  yourself,  I  hope,  some  twenty-five 

The  Judge  turned  the  leaf.  years  or  so  from  now.     You  won't  until  then. 

"That  was  the  fifteenth,  wasn't  it?    Well,  Well,  I  believe  in  the  little  giri.    I  believe  you 

it  was  the  same  on  the  seventeenth:  'Last  stand  a  good  chance  of  following  in  your  old 

night  I  slept  badly.     What  is  my  duty  in  this  dad's  footsteps,  not  only  in  hesitating  over 

matter?*    Humph!     On    the    twenty-first    I  your  choice,  but  in  never  needing  to  regret  it. 

was   'consumed  with  doubts  of  our  mutual  What  do  you  think,  son  ?" 

understanding.'     The  twenty-fifth" — he  was  "Well — I'm   so   surprised,   Father,   that   I 

turning  the  pages  slowly  and  gathering  a  sen-  can't  think  anything  ver>'  straight,  but  I — 

tence   here    and    there — "the    twenty-fifth   I  well,  I  fed  better,  anyway." 

questioned  whether*  *in  our  inmost  feelings,  They  were  still  talking — ^and  with  an  ap- 

we  are  truly  akin.'  parently  increasing  tendency  of  both  to  "feel 

"And  so  on,"  said  the  Judge,  looking  up  in  better" — when  ten  minutes  later  there  came 

some  embarrassment  to  meet  the  young  man's  a  tap  at  the  door, 

bewildered  gaze.     "Son,"  he  said,  holding  the  "Your  mother,  Mason.     Let  her  in." 

red-covered  diary  at  arm's  length  and  making  After  the  two  men  had  installed  her  in  the 

gestures  with  it,  "son,  do  you  know  what  was  most  comfortable  chair  and  had  put  a  cushion 

my  first  thought  when  you  told  me  this  thing  under  her  feet,  she  studied  those  same  feet 
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rather  absentmindedly  before  she  suddenly  in-  "I  am  going  to  confess,  after  all  these  years," 

lemipted  her  husband  by  saying:  with  a  glance  of  loving  apology  at  her  hus- 

"I've  been  having  company."  band,  "that  I  had  the  same  doubts  and  mis- 

"Indeed?"  givings  before  my  own  marriage.     If  I  hadn't" 

"Yes;  Ethel  has  been  here."  — she  nodded  her  head  shrewdly — "I  suppose 

"Ethel!"    exclaimed    Mason,    starting    up.  I   should   have   been    indignant    that  anyone  - 

"Has  she  gone?"  could  have  a  doubt  when  my  son  was  con- 

"Yes,"  said  his  mother,  putting  out  a  de-  cemed.     But" — again  the  affectionate  glance 

taining  hand,     "She  did  not  know,  when  she  at  the  Judge — "you  see,  I  had  known  other 

came,  that  you  were  at  home.     She  thought  miracles  of  the  same  sort.     Girls  almost  al- 

you  had  business  on  hand  to-night."  ways    feel    these    doubts,    dear    boy.    You 

"So  I  had,"  with  a  slight  flush.     "It  was  mustn't  be   disturbed   about   it.     Just  let   it 

with  Father."  make  you  very  gentle  and  loving  with  the 

"When  she  found  out  you  were  here  she  child  and  it  will  be  all  right.     It's  one  of  thoee 

ran  off."  things  which  are  perfectly  natural  in  a  sweet 

"Alone?"  and  conscientious  girl.  .  I  sometimes  wonder," 

"Yes."  with  a  look  of  pride  which  included  the  two 

"Can't  I  overtake  her?"  men  beside  her,  "I  sometimes  wonder  that 

"I  don't  think  so,"  said  his  mother,  though  men  don't  hesitate  too.     But  you  arc  always 

she  evidently  was  not  thinking  about  that  at  so  strong  and  sure.     It  is  such  a  comfort  that 

all.     Instead,  she  changed  the  subject  abruptly  you  don't  seem  to  have  these  nervous  doubts 

by   saying   with   absolute   irrelevance,   "The  and  fancies." 

child  has  no  mother  of  her  own."  The  Judge  pushed  a   paper  over  a  red- 

"I  guess  you'll  have  to  attend  to  the  mother-  covered  book  on  the  table, 

ing  then,"  said  the  Judge  with  somewhat  ex-  "How  could  we  have  them?"  he  said  with 

aggerated  ease  of  manner.  a  gallant  bow  which  pointed  his  meaning. 

"If  she  will  let  me,"  with  a  slight  shake  of  But  the  young  man  bent  down  and  kissed 

the  head.    Then,  looking  up  at  her  son  with  his  mother. 

sudden  decision,  she  went  on  wistfully,  "Ma-  "Mother,  you're  a  dear!"  he. said.     "If  you 

son,  you'll   be   very  gentle   with   the  child,  don't  mind,  I  tliink  I'll  see  if  I  can't  catch 

won't  you?    She   is   worrying  lest   she  has  Ethel  before  she  gets  home.    I  promise  you 

made  a  mistake.    She  is  afraid  she  ought  to  I'll  try  to  make  her  feel  just  as  sure  of  herself 

break  off  the  engagement;  afraid  she  doesn't  as  I  do  of  myseif.    And  that,"  he  added,  giv- 

care  quite  as  much  for  you  as  she  ought  to  if  ing  his  father  a  glance  in  which  there  was  a 

she  is  to  marry  you.    Now  wait  a  minute!"  as  flash  of  smiling  reassurance,  "is  somehow  or 

she  saw  the  startled  change  in  his  expression,  other  dead  sure." 


(G.  G„  MoBtoro,  to  E.  R.,  (t  Home  SummcT)  who  loved  him  left  to  grieve  for  him.    What  do 

I  WAS  ashamed  of  you,  and  it  hurt  to  read  yousupposeistheeffectupon  themof  theghast- 

what  you  had  to  say  of  the  king's  assassina-  ly  accompanying  details-— the  publicity,  the  ill 

tion.     That  you  should  refer  to  it  as  a  good  will,  the  stony  indiSerence  ?    One  can't  wonder 

newspaper  story,  and  a  thing  which,  seen  at  close  so  much  at  the  masses  who  read,  and  believe 

range,  must  have  had  a  peculiar  interest  for  me.  and  forget,  and  don't  think,  but  one  does  expect 

Well,  how  does  it  look  to  you?     Consider'  somethingelse  of  intelligent  folks,  doesn't  one? 

ing  that  you  were  addressing  yourself  to  one  "An  interest  in  the  human  drama?"   Why, 

slaying  in  the  house  of  a  friend  whose  nephew  0}  course!    Interested  ?    Who  is  more  in- 

came  by  an  atrocious  death.     What  do  you  terestcd  than  I?     But  do  you  look  upon  it  all, 

suppose  I'm  made  of,  anyway?  tragedy  or  comedy  alike,  with  your  impassive 

That  has  been  the  bitterest  part  of  that  smile?    If  it  is  comedy  I  laugh;  if  it  is  tragedy 

fearful  affair — the  way  the  world  has  taken  it.  I  cry.     Whether  my  own  or  anyone  else's.   If 

The  assassins  had  some  excuse.    Their  king  one  doesn't,  as  you  say  (in  one's  own  heart,  I 

was  not  a  good  king.     He  was  young,  impa*  mean,  not  vocally,  of  course),  cry  out  at  one's 


tient,  despotic,  changed  the  consti- 
tution every  few  days,  in  the  at- 
tempt to  arrive  quickly  at  results 
a  wiser,  more  prudent  man  would 
have  seen  needed  a  lifetime  to 
accomplish.  The  assassins  had 
good  cause  for  discontent.  They 
had  their  grievances,  they  are  haU 
savages,  and  they  killed  him. 

But  the  callous  way  in  which 
the  public  the  world  over  accepted 
the  horror,  and  the  press  piled  up 
a  fantastic  monument  of  slander 
upon  the  ill-starred  boy's  memory! 

I  suppose  it  is  the  fate  of  kings 
to  be  thought  of  rather  as  names 
than  as  men,  and  the  king  of  an 
unimposing  little  country  might  be 
even  only  the  shadow  of  a  name, 
but  that  luckless  young  man  was 
more  to  be  pitied  than  anyone  i 
know.  I  never  have  heard  of  a 
sadder  life,  and  there  are  those 
93 


I  tragedies,  it  argues  { 
either  that  one  has  never  had  much 
cause  for  suffering,  or  that  one  has 
not  much  heart  to  suffer  with. 

toER.. 


DearGuinea;  You  say  you  can't 
make  me  out  in  Florence?  Does 
my  life  here  sound  so  very  unreal  ? 
Well — it  is  almost  unreal  if  one 
thinks  of  life  in  a  New  York 
apartment  house,  spent  scrabbling 
through  the  weeks  to  catch  up  with 
one's  work  and  engagements  as 
real  life! 

I'll  send  you  some  photographs 
if  they  turn  out  well,  they'U  give 
you  the  setting  of  my  life  here. 
A  life  which  flows  without  a 
ripple,  serene,  peaceful,  wonder- 
ful. 1  feel  like  a  shell  in  a  deep, 
safe  harbor.     All  here  is  harmony 
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and  beauty,  not  a  detail  is  out  of  tune.  Each  whom  I  truly  loved  ?  Of  course  you  would  I  No 
day  is  flawless.  It  is  like  being  in  a  convent,  in  — I  came  near  enough  to  the  other  monster  to 
a  way,  or  in  an  Adamless  Eden.  It  is  very  see  the  whites  of  its  eyes,  and  I  had  time  to  de- 
sweet,  very  restful.  There  is  a  dignity  and  liberately  turn  away  from  what  I  saw  lying 
a  beauty  about  everything  surrounding  the  behind  them — before  it  could  gobble  me  up.  I 
Princess,  that  makes  life  a  constant  delight  to  call  myself  a  good  woman,  as  women  go — that 
the  imagination  and  the  senses.  is — I  don't  call  myself  a  bad  one,  but  1  can 

Each  morning  I  make  what  we  call  U  bd  giro    imagine  a  demoralLEation  that  would  make  me 
of  the  gardens.     Properly  done  it  takes  two    equal  to  the  worst. 

You  add  that  you.  suppose  "  the  other  thing 

is  not  so  pleasant  either" — what  do  you  mean 

by  "the  other  thing?"  being  a  penniless  old 

maid?  Oh,  my  dear!  Don't  you  fretl   It  has 

its  compensations,  especially  being  the  kind  of 

old  maid  /  mean  to  be!   I  don't  intend  to  dry 

Up  and  blow  away!  You  watch  and  see  what  a 

nice  little  old  maid  I  shall  be,  and  the  kind  of 

penniless  I  shall  bel    It's  rarely  I  have  a  mo- 

1^  ment  when  I'd  change  my  state  with  kings. 

Penniless  or  no,  old  maid  or  no,  believe  me  I 

bouts.    I  dodder  along  slowly,  slowly;  I  look    intend  to  love  and  be  loved  to  my  dying  day — 

at  everything,  at  every  new  bud  and  leaf  al-    and  after!    What  else  counts? 

most — at  every  shadow  of  the  clouds  on  the       Your  speaking  of  me  as  more  real  to  you 

hills,  I  smell  of  every  new  flower  that  has    than  people  you  saw  only  yesterday  interests  me, 

blossomed  overnight.     I  make  long  pauses  on    it  so  bears  out  one  of  my  deepest  convictions 

sun-waimed  benches,  looking  oS  over  the  val-    as   to   the   meaning  of   association   between 

ley  at  Florence  azure  and  rose  down  yonder,    people.     The  object  of  their  meeting  is  not 

with  the  sun  picking  out  a*living  diimiond  on    that  they  shall  enjoy  a  long  and  hap{^  com- 

a  roof  here  and  there.  panionship.    How  many  live  together  for  a 

We  literally  see  no  one.    The  household  is    half-century  who  have  never  truly  met  and 

in  moumii^,  of  course.    There  is  one  excep-    been  a  reality  to  one  another  at  all,  who  remain 

tion,  an  English  woman  wbo  plays  superbly  on    strangers  to  the  end  ?  The  point  is,  that  meet- 

the  piano,  comes  every  week  and  plays  Bach    ing  they  shall  recognize  each  other  and  remem- 

as  I  have  never  heard  him  played  before.     I    ber  and  understand.     It  mattersnothing,then, 

have  never  cared  for  him  much  until  now,  but    whether  they  meet  for  five  minutes,  or  a  day, 

she  is  enough  to  convert  anyone!  or  a  decade. 

At  night  my  balcony  makes  a  most  Wonder-  Why  should  one  marry? 
ful  bed.  I  am  as  on  the  top  of  a  tower — or  in  a  I  don't  see  why  any  one  should  tver  marry 
balloon.  It  is  a  fine  thing  to  sleep  there,  a  anybody  anyway!  Unless,  of  course,,  th^ 
finer  to  he  awake  and  watch  the  night's  changes  positivdy  couldn't  /(i/«  without  them!  And  as 
— see  the  color  flow  back  into  the  garden  and  there  has  never  lived  a  man  I  couldn't  live 
turn  it  from  gray  and  black  to  iridescent.  To  without  the  conclusion  is  obvious  that  I  have 
see  Florence  flooded  with  moonlight,  and  then  never  yet  seen  anyone  that  I  wanted  to  marry, 
touched  by  the  first  glimmer  of  day — and  then  But  I'll  teU  you  a  tale. 
— the  sun.  It  is  called  the  tale  of  the  Sceptic. 

You  say  you  wonder  if  I'm  happy  and  sup-  You  see,  there  was  once  this  girl — who 
pose  I  am  in  spite  of  all  ?  In  spite  of  what — my  had  a  reputation  for  having  scalps  hai^ng 
friend.  Happy  because  of  all.  I  can't  im-  from  her  lielt — but  who  arrived  at  the  age  when 
agine  anything  that  would  make  me  unhappy,  it  is  said  one  must  begin  to  "coifler  SaJnte 
■  any  calamity,  I  mean.  I  can  suffer,  of  course,  Catherine," 
to  any  extent,  but  that  is  not  the  same.  I  dare  One  day  some  one  said  to  her,  "Of  course  I 
say  a  crime  on  my  conscience,  "  a  killing  sin, "  know  you  have  had  scores  of  adorers,  and  I 
remorse,  would  make  me  unhappy.  And  right  daresay  you  keep  somewhere  among  your 
here  let  me  tell  you  that  1  am  in  no  present  possessions  a  most  interestii^  collection  of 
danger  of  displeasing  you  by  marrying,  though  memories — and  of  love  letters." 
when  you  so  quaintly  say  that  you  "  wouldn't  He  said  it  in  a  wistful,  discouraged  voice  with 
like  it  a  bit  if  I  were  to  marry, "  you  mean,  reproach  brimming  from  his  inveterately  chUd- 
don't  you,  if  I  were  to  marry  one  whom  I  didn't  like  eyes,  as  who  should  say,  "  Couldn't  you 
love.     Wouldn't  you  love  to  have  me  marry  one    have  waited  until  I  came  ?  " 
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This  reminded  the  giil  that  down  in  the 
country — "down  home,"  out  in  the  woodshed, 
she  thought,  or  was  it  in  the  attic?  was  a 
wooden  box — a  soap  box,  crammed  with  love 
letters.  She  had  treasured  them  all  carefully, 
thinking  that  some  day,  long  years  beoce — 
when  all  the  world  was  old,  when  she  was  an 
old  maid — it  might  be  divertii^,  gently  com- 
forting and  warming  to  sit  by  her  fire  comer 
and  read  over  those  tender  relics  of  her  golden 
headed  days. 

\Vhea  midsummer  came  and  she  went  home 
for  the  long  warm  quiet  months,  she  searched 
for  the  box.  It  was  in  the  woodshed.  She 
had  it  carried  up  to  the  attic,  and  waited  for 
just  the  day,  wtuch  should  se«n  made  for  the 
reviving  of  old  memories,  the  caUing  up  of 
the  tender  hght  of  aday 
that  was  dead. 

It  did  not  come  until 
the  fall,  then  in  late 
October  dawned  a  day 
of  returned  summer 
heat,  with  veiling  ntel- 
lowii^  mists.  This 
was  just  the  time,  she 
thought,  the  attic  was 
just  the  place,  and  she 
— wdl — she  who  had 
been  the  loved  one 
climbed  up  the  steep 
stairs. 

At  last  1  ft  was  open — 
at  last  she  had  managed 
to  loosen  one  of  the 

boards  of  the  cover,  *-<ci-^ 

had  twisted  it  sidewise  '^ 

and  could  put  in  her 
hand  far  enough  to 
bring  out  one  fat 
bundle  after  another. 

One  was  .tied  with  pink  ribbon,  one  with 
broad  blue  iaoir6,  one  with  a  rubber  strap 
which  crumbled  off  as  she  touched  it;  one 
with  a  violet  cord  and  tassle,  it  had  come 
tied  around  such  a  bunch  of  violets!  There 
were  plenty  tied  with  plain,  stout,  serviceable 

The  attic  was  suffocating.  The  sun  beat 
down  on  the  great  planks  and  beams  close  over- 
bead. 

She  dragged  the  box  near  the  window  and 
threw  up  the  sash.  A  great  puff  of  air  rushed 
in,  cool  and  sweet  scented.  Is  anything 
sweeter  than  the  wind  blowing  from  the  sea 
over  miles  of  pine  woods  and  cedar  swamps — 
and  sweet  fern  and  bay  bush ! 

Then  she  sat  down  on  the  fioor,  leaning 
her  back  E^nst  a  trunk,  and  began  to  read. 


The  house  was  very  stilL  She  read,  and 
read — and  read     ... 

Here  among  the  pink  ribbon  letters  was  one 
which  said: 

"  You  will  always  be  for  me  the  only  woman 
in  the  world.  That  has  been  decreed  by  a 
court  from  which  there  is  no  appeal" 

Her  first  love!     He  was  nineteen  when  he 
wrote   thai   to    her — sixteen.     She   had   been 
tremendously  impressed  when  she  had  received 
it!    She  wondered   now,   with   an  indulgent 
smile,  where  he  had  found  it,  dear  boy!    He 
was  sweet  in  those  days!    He  was  still  charm- 
ing for  that  matter.     He  married  and  went 
to  live  in  Europe.    The  girl  had  seen   him 
a  couple  of  years  before.     He  had  come  on 
a  flying  visit  to  New  York,  was  sailing  the 
very  next  morning,  but 
had    looked    her   up. 
She  found  him  waitii^ 
when  she  came  home 
from  a  dinner  par^, 
and  they  sat  down  and 
had  one  of  their  old 
chummy  talks  until  an 
unmentionably     late 
hour. 

"Ofcourseheishap-  - 
py  " —  she  murmured 
to  herself  now — "of 
course  there  is  no  court 
from  which  there  is  no 
af^all " 

She  read  on.    This 
was   the   blue  ribbon 
~  man.    There  were  not 

many  of  his  letters,  but 
the  ribbon  symbolized 
V'^.  '  them.    In  one  be  said: 

"^  "  I  come  of  a  tena- 

cious clan,  and  I  shall 
never  give  up  the  hope  of  winning  you,  until 
either  you  are  married  to  some  one  else  (which 
God  forbid)  or  I  am  dead — 1  never  loved  a 
woman  before,  never  even  as  boy  did  I  know 
what  is  called  calf  love.  I  shall  never  love 
again." 

"  Oh  those  nevers,"  she  sighed.  "  How  long 
did  they  stand  for?"  Was  it  two  or  was  it 
three  years  later — it  was  two — that  he  married 
the  sweetest  litde  smooth  haired,  blue  eyed 
woman  in  the  world!  The  girl  loved  her  and 
delighted  in  visiting  them  in  their  downy  nest, 
it  was  so  cosy  and  hearty  and  full  of  friendliness 
and  cheer. 

Here  came  the  rubber  Strap  man.  What 
memories  of  good  times  his  handwriting  called 
up  I  Most  of  his  letters  were  written  on  athletic 
club  paper,  or  yacht  club,  or  golf  club,  or  soine 
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kind  of  club.  He  was  the  man  who  first  intro-  vows,  and  a  peg  to  hang  their  hearts  upon, 
duced  her  -to  college  football  games.  Those  They  were  married  and  were  loving  and  faith- 
were  the  days  when  the  sun  rose  and  set  at  ful  spouses,  as  they  would  doubtless  have  been 
Cambridge.  He  had  also  been  the  first  to  take  had  she  herself  married  any  one  of  them — tho' 
her  canoeing  on  the  river  and  he  had  a  racing  there's  the  "if ".that  blocked  the  path — was 
yacht!  too  huge  even  to  be  peeped  over! 

Here  was  a  note,  one  of  the  last,  in  which  he  But  what  struck  her  with  force  was  the  fact 

said:  "  I  may  be  foolish — you  have  often  called  that  she  who  had  neyer  made  protestations  of 

me  so,  but  the  fact  remains,  that  if  you  stay  in  undying  fidelity,  or  exaggerated  feeling  of  any 

town,  I  stay — and  only  if  you  leave,  and  go  kind — had  been  the  only  one  to  remain  true  to 

where  I  can't  follow  you,  shall  I  go  on  the  her  original  sentiments.    As  much  as  she  had 

cruise.     You  know  that  I  want  to  be  where  loved  any  of  these  individuals,  she  still  loved 

you  are,  now  and  always — always,  tho'  you  them  to-day — and  she  had  been  fond  of  each  in 

seem  to  have  no  room  for  me  on  earth."  some  measure,  tho'  in  no  case  fond  enough. 

Strangely  enough  he  had  found  the  one  who  She  was  the  only  faithful! 

was  really  the  Right  One — in  the  course  of  And  he  who  had  last  reiterated  the  old  re- 

that  very  cruise!    The  girl  had  met  him  in  the  frain,  the  one  who  had  been  the  immediate 

park  the  fall  before,  and  he  had  said,  smiling:  cause  of  this  unearthing  of  old  love  letters,  this 

"You  haven't  changed  a  bit  in  all  these  years!  wholesale  resurrecting  of  past  emotions — oh, 

How  do  you  do  it  ?    I  wish  you'd  come  and.see  dear  me    .     .     .    would  he  too    .     .     .     ? 

us.    Mywife  wants  so  much  to  know  you.    I've  Why,  of  course! 

told  her  about  you,  you  know!"  Ah,  well    .    .     .    she  could  have  wept  at 

Here  was  a  diverting  one.     His  letters  were  that  thought — ^had  not  a  smile  trembled  in  the 

written  in  purple  ink,  tied  with  a  gold  thread,  corner  of  her  mouth — or  she  could  as  easily 

The  dizzy  climax  he  climbed  to.  was:  "For  have  laughed — had  there  not  been  something 

me  you  are  the  whole  show — ^the  whole  thing!"  very  like  a  tear  in  the  comer  of  her  eye! 

She  doubted  whether  •  to-day  he  remembered  There    .     .     .     wasn't   that   a   nice   little 

her  name^  story? 

And   so   on — through    the    list — and    here  And  aU  these  many  sheets  I  have  covered 

finally  was  one  of  whose  letters  there  were  sum  themselves  up,  after  all,  in  the  simple 

hundreds.    They  were  written  in  every  mood  statement  that  I  suppose  that  I  look  for  too 

of  grave  and  gay,  but  the  burden  of  their  song  much  from  love.    What  I  should  look  for  in 

was  ever  this:  "  Life  is  not  long  enough  to  prove  the  happiness  that  love  would  bring  would  be 

my  devotion  to  you.     All  time — all  eternity  something  worth  the  loss  of  everything  else, 

wfll  not  suffice  to  show  you  the  infinite  depth  of  It  might  be  to  the  onlooker  blind,  unwise,  un- 

my  love! "  worthily  bestowed,  wasted,  a  sacrifice,  a  crime. 

Ah  me — no — all  eternity  had  not  been  re-  but  to  me,  I  should  look  for  its  making  the  su- 

quired — eighteen   months   had   sufficed.    He  preme  heaven  on  earth.    And — ^you  see — until 

was  the  only  one  of  them  all  who  was    not  I  could  experience  so  sizeable  a  passion,  one 

married — ^yet — but,    bless    you!    There    was  which  should  fill  that  very  large  bill,  I  must 

time  enough!  remain  as  I  am    .    .    . 

She  dropped  the  letters  and  looked  out  of  And  who  has  taught  me  this  ?    Who  indeed 

the  window.     The  branches  of  the  wild  cherry  — ^who  but  he — ^who  but  my  Star — even  before 

tree  made  such  a  pretty  pattern  against  the  blue.  I  came  into  the  world. 
The  blue  was  beginning  to  deepen,  it  must  have 

been  not  far  from  sundown.  (G.  G.,  B  way,  to  E.  R.,  at  Home  Autumn) 

She  sat  lost  in  thought.     All  feeling  of  time 

seemed  canceled.     She  could  not  have  told  How  did  you  know  that  I  was  so  inordinately 

at  that  moment  whether  she  were  living  to-day  happy  at  getting  home  ?  The  mere  words  of  my 

or  last  year,  or  a  hundred  years  ago.    The  gal-  quotation  need  not  necessarily  have  conveyed 

lery  of  these  people  who  had  been  so  real  to  her  the  impression,  august  and  joyous  though  the 

once,  so  much  a  part  of  her  life,  seemed  to  rise  language  of  Dante  is.     I  was  fair  bursting  with 

and  pass  before  her  like  ghosts.    All  these  sin-  glee!  And  the  feeling  of  it  must  have  reached 

cere  protestations,  and  they  had  been  sincere  at  you  by  some  subtle  medium 

the  time  of  writing — she  gave  them  that  credit  You  know,  of  course,  how  much  I  like  to  go 

— had  meant     .    .    .    what?  to  Europe!  How  I  go  as  often  and  stop  over 

These  swains  had  found  others  upon  whom  there  as  long  as  I  can!    How  I  love  the  whole 

to  hang  their  vows,  others  who  answered  them  performance,  the  getting  ready  to  go,  the  start, 

in  their  own  key — gave  them  food  for  more  the  journey,  the  arrival,  and  everything  about 
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the  stay  over  there!    But,  my  dear  good  frieod,  beyond   it   snippy — and   the   women  before, 

there  is  nothing  in  the  whole  thing  that  comes  behind  and  beside  you  beastly  rude.    They 

up  to  the  getting  home!  try  to  brush  you  asidelike  amosquito,andareso 

When  I  set  foot  on  the  steamer  heading  for  peevish  at  your       ^ 

this  side  I  am  the  child  let  out  of  school,  the  being  there  that 

prisoner  coming  out  of  a  damp,  dark  dungeon  you  catch  their 

— the  uncorked  champ^ne  bottle.     I'm  all  of  ill  temper  and 

it!  You  just  can't  hold  me  down.     I  effervesce  if  you  were  not 

all  the  way  back,  and  I  don't  flatten  for  weeks  a  Perfect  Lady 

after  landing,  either.    And  it  is  not  especially  you  might  for- 

that  I'm  crazy  to  get  back  to  my  family,  and  get  things  and 

house,  and  dog — it's  just  the  joy  of  getting  to  be  as  ill-bred  as 

the  U.  S.  A.  they, having  be- 

I  have  the  feeling  on  landing  that  everything  come    infected 

in  sight  belongs  to  roe.     It's  my  New  York,  with  the  uncon- 

and  my  Broadway,  and  my  Park — and  the  trollably  irrita- 

people  all  over  the  place  are  my  people,  every  ble  microbe, 

man,  woman  and  child  Is  mine,  and  I  know  Now  there  is 

them,  and  they  know  me.  only  one  mi-                                      "~ 

A  while  ago,  just  after  landing,  I  was  coming  crobe  more  infectious.    That  of  unalterable 

down  Fifth  Avenue,  and  Daisy  turned  to  me  amiability.     In  a  hand-to-hand  set-to  it  is  so 

after  a  long,  cozy  silence,  and  said:  sure  to  come  out  ahead  and  does  it  so  easily 

"  Would  you  mind  tellii^  me  what  you  are  that  the  battle  doesn't  seem  fair.   The  victory  is 

grinning  at  ?  "  so  inevitable  that  it  seems  like  betting  on  a  dead 

"  Oh,  nothing, "  I  answered  idiotically.     "  I  sure  thing — almost  unsportsmanlike.     It  is  so 

just  saw  Lillian  RusseU  go  by  in  a  hansom. "  sure  to  do  the  trick — and  the  trick  is  so  easy 

I  don't  know  Lillian  Russell,  you  know,  but  to  do! 

just  to  see  her  drive  by  in  a  cab,  made  me  feel  What  made  me  think  of  it  was,  that  when  I 

as  if  I  were  sitting  by  my  warm  fireside.  was  comii^  on  here  to  New  York  from  Boston 

There's  nothing  like  it.     It's  worth  going  the  other  day  the  train  was  crowded,  at  least 

away  from — even  if  the  common   coaches 

(here  were    not   rap-  were,  and  I  was  not 

tutes  awaiting  one  on  traveling  in   a  parlor 

the  other  side — ^just  car  that  day.     There 

for  the  bliss  of  getting  are  feast  days  and  fast 

back!  days  in  my  calendar 

Shortly  after  my  re-  and  that  day  1  was  just 
turn  I  made  a  round  of  getting  to  New  York 
visits  in  and  near  Bos-  and  that  was  about  all 
ton  and  al!  over  New  It  was  hot  and  very 
England.  Such  a  stuffy,  and  I  searched 
good  time!  Visiting  the  train  from  end  to 
people  I  dearly  loved,  end  for  an  empty  seat 
being  petted  and  before  I  found  one 
spoiled  and  purred  beside  a  kind  old  gen- 
over  and  shown  off!  tleman.     Across     the 

Now  I  am  back  here  aisle  sat  a  lady  with 

in  New  York  and  try-  a  young  son,  fourteen 

ing  to  settle  down  to  or   fifteen    years    old. 

work  again.  They  had  many,  many 

There  is  nothing  in  parcels    in    the    rack 

theworldsocontagious  and    on     their    laps, 

as  irritability.  You  lift  your  eyebrows — but  you  and  some  had  spread  onto  the  little  single  place 

shall  see.     You  start  from  home  on  a  sweet  opposite  them,  you  know  the  little  seat  with  its 

fresh  mom  filled  with  peace  and  good  will  back  to  the  engine,  right  next  to  the  ice-water 

toward  women,  you  are  in  love  with  the  whole  tank  in  some  cars? 

world,  and  not  for  the  whole  world  would  you  A  young  woman  who  had  arrived  late  was 

tread  on  anyone's  toes.     You  go  to  buy  a  bar-  having  the  same  difficulty  that  I  had  had  in 

gain  veQ.    The  counter  is  crowded.    The  girl  finding  a  place.     I  saw  her  hesitate  as  she 


98  The  American  Magazine 

looked  at  the  seat,  with  the  parcels  on  it.  Her  face  became  angelic,  beaming  kind. 
The  mother  and  son  were  already  so  crowded    Her  smiie  sugaiy.     Mind  you,  real  sugar,  un- 

by  their  bundles  that  she  visibly  disliked  sug-    tinged  with  the  least  edge  of  irony,  and  looking 

gestidg   their  giving  up  the  space  occupied    at  the  boy  with  gentle   interest,   she  asked 

by    their    belongings.  quitesimply,  in  a  but- 

They  looked  with  tered  pink  plush  voice: 
determined  absence  of  "  Would  you />;fc«  me 
mind  out  of  the  win-  to  stand?" 
dow.  They  weren't  His  face  blazed  scar- 
hearing  anything.  She  let. 
addressed  herself  to  "No — no — of  course 
the  lady,  and  said  not — "  he  stammered, 
that  though  she  was  and  began  hurriedly 
verysorry  tocrowdher,  dumping  the  bundles 
she  feared  she  would  off  the  seat, 
have  to  beg  her  to  ■  She  took  it  with  fit- 
take  her  effects  from  ting  thanks,  but  she 
the  little  seat  opposite  looked  charmingly  un- 
her.  The  lady  looked  comfortable  with  her 
very  fussed  but  moved  back  gainst  the  wall 
not  a  finger.  which  gave  noroomfor 

Then  the  boybegan:  the  brim  of  her  broad 

"I  don'l  see  why  you  hat,   and   poked    her 

can't  find  some  other  head  forward,  or  made 

place!    You   can  see  her   sit   bolt  upright, 

foryourself  we  are  jusl  Before  many  miles  the 

as  crowded    and  un-  boy  gruffly  offered  to 

comfortable  as  we  can  exchange    seats    with 

be  akeady" — and  on  her,  and  let  her  face 

— and   on — but  never  the  engine.     She   ac- 

a  move  moved  he.  cepted  with  a  grateful 

If  I   had  been  that  coo,  and   the  rest  of 

girl — or  no — if  I  had  the  journey  passed  like 

been  a  big  man — how  I  any  other  journey, 

should  have  taken  that  boy  and  that  Irish  But  honestly  now,  aside  from  its  being  so 
woman  and  cracked  their  heads  together  and  much  pleasanter  all  around,  just  looking  at  tt  in 
pitched  them  swiftly  out  of  the  train  window,  the  light  of  a  paying  investment,  did  you  ever 
But  this   giri  was  a  Lady  and  made  use  of    know  the  like  of  it? 

such  weapons  as  she  possessed.  No  expense,  and  so  much  coming  in! 

I  B  ■'■                                       ■  I 


Error:  On  page  584  of  the  April  number,  Mr,  Theo- 
dore }uaice  of  PItilaJelphia  Is  quoied  aa  aa^ng  before  the 
Ways  and  Means  Committee  that  wages  in  the  woolen  indus- 
tries in  the  UtHted  Stales  are  two  hundred  Hmes  as  great  as 
in  German}/  and  one  hundred  Umes  as  great  as  in  England. 
The  error  is  ohvtoas:  if  should  have  read  /so  handled  and 
one  hundred  ger  cenf..  Instead  of  two  hundred  and  one  hundred 
times.      This  ermr  was  discovered  too  late  to  be  corrected. 
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A  Tariff-Made  City 

What  It  Does  for  Its  Workmen 

THE  city  of  Pittsburgh  is  the  greatest  mon-  who  lived  and  walked  among  these  men  prepar- 
ument  in  this  country  to  the  practice  of  ing  this  Survey  report  their  sajring  "  Too  tired  to 
High  Protection.  For  fifty  years  it  has  read — ^too  tired  to  think — I  work  and  eat  and 
been  the  stronghold  of  the  doctrine.  For  fifty  sleep. "  Any  wonder  that  they  report  the  God- 
yeais  it  has  reaped,  as  no  other  center  in  the  fearing  women  crying  out  for  the  Old  Coimtry 
United  States,  the  benefits  of  prohibitive  duties.  ''  We  might  not  have  been  able  to  live  so  weU 
The  town  lies  at  the  heart  of  a  district  in  there,  but  oh  man,  we  could  have  brought  up 
which  is  produced  from  one  quarter  to  one  half  the  children  in  the  fear  o'  God  and  in  a  land 
of  all  the  various  kinds  of  American  iron  and  where  men  reverence  the  Sabbath."  Any 
steel  as  well  as  a  goodly  proportion  of  all  our  wonder  that  those  men  who  have  not  the  re- 
tin,  plate-glass,  and  machine  shop  products,  straining  influence  of  a  family  drown  fatigue  at 
All  of  these  articles  have  for  years  had  the  night  in  saloons  and  brothels? 
American  market  practically  to  themselves.  And  what  do  they  earn  for  their  toil?  In  the 
All  of  these  articles  have  for  years  been  tariff  protected  industries  steel  and  iron,  the 
exported  and  sold  at  less  prices  than  the  greatest  number  receive  a  wage,  says  the  re- 
American  consumer  can  buy  them.  All  port,  **  so  low  as  to  be  inadequate  to  the  main- 
these  industries  have  produced  enormous  tenance  of  a  normal  American  standard  of 
fortunes.  So  many,  so  conspicuous  are  they  living.  Wages  adjusted  to  the  single  man  in 
that  a  recognized  American  type  in  Europe  the  lodging  house,  not  to  the  responsible  head 
and  the  United  States  is  the '^ Pittsburgh  mil-  of  a  family."  And  this  in  industries  where 
lionaire."  Now  it  is  certain  the  tariff  pro-  '^  to  protect  the  workingman"  this  country  has 
duced  the  Pittsburgh  millionaire,  but  that  was  for  years  taxed  itself  millions  upon  millions  of 
not  what  the  tariff  was  fixed  for  by  the  Congress  dollars.  The  estimated  tariff  profit  in  the  steel 
of  the  United  States.  The  taiM  was  laid  to  trust  alone  in  1907  was  $80,000,000.  Who  got 
protect  and  help  the  Pittsburgh  workman,  the  money?  Go  look  at  the  steel  palaces  and 
According  to  the  protectionist  argument  Pitts-  chateaux  in  New  York  and  Paris.  Go  ask  the 
burgh,  as  the  bulwark  and  center  of  protected  in-  Pittsburgh  millionaires  who  fill  the  glitter- 
dustries,  shoidd  produce  the  happiest,  most  ing  places  of  pleasure  in  the  great  cities  of 
prosperous  and  best  conditioned  workmen  in  Europe  and  this  country,  who  figure  in 
the  United  States.  How  b  it  ?  divorce  and  murder  trials,  who  are  writing 
There  has  just  been  published  in  Charities  their  names  on  foundations  and  bequests  and 
and  The  Commons  (now  The  Survey)  one  of  institutions. 

the  most  significant  pieces  of  investigation  the  How  does  this  ^'protected"  workingman  live  ? 
country  has  seen.  It  is  the  result  of  a  year  or  What  kind  of  households  are  these  "  builded 
more  of  work  on  the  part  of  a  band  of  trained  on  steel  ?*'  The  reporter  of  the  situation  sum- 
investigators  commissioned  by  the  Charities  marizes  them:  ^^  Evil  conditions  were  found  to 
.  Publication  Committee.  It  gives  a  blue  print  exist  in  every  section  of  the  city.  Over  the  omnir 
of  Pittsburgh : — the  place  itself,  the  people,  and  present  vaults,  graceless  privy  sheds  flouted  one's 
their  work.  What  does  this  blue  print  show  of  sense  of  decency.  Eyrie  rookeries  perched  on  the 
the  workingman  under  protection?  hillsides  were  swarming  with  men,  women  and 
It  shows  him  working  twelve  hours  a  day  for  children — entire  families  living  in  one  room  and 
SEVEN  days  in  the  week,  and  once  in  two  weeks  accommodating  boarders  in  a  corner  thereof, 
filling  a  "long  turn"  or  a  twenty-four-hour  Cellar  rooms  were  the  abiding  places  of  other 
shift.  It  is  not  simply  the  exceptional  man  who  families.  In  many  houses  water  was  a  luxury, 
overworks  in  this  cruel  fashion.  The  twelve-  to  be  obtained  only  through  much  effort  of  toiling 
hour  day  is  the  extreme  of  an  "  altogether  steps  and  straining  muscles.  Courts  and  alleys 
incredible  amount  of  overwork  by  everybody,"  fouled  by  bad  drainage  and  piles  of  rubbish  were 
so  the  Survey  declares.  Can  you  make  a  man  playing  grounds  for  rickety,  pale-faced,  grimy 
by  these  hours?    Is  it  any  wonder  that  those  children.    An  enveloping  cloud  of  smoke  arid 
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dust  through  which  light  and  air  must  filter  made  Worse  than  that,  few  of  them  are  up  to  the  mental 

housekeeping  a  travesty  in  many  neighborhoods;  standard,   and  an  increasing   percentage   are 

and  every  phase  of  the  situation  was  intensified  imbecile. " 

by  the  evil  of  overcrowding — of  houses  upon  lots,        As  to  the  schools  here  is  what  an  authority 

of  families  into  houses,  of  people  into  rooms. "  says:     "  The  school  buildings  are  in  many  cases 

Among  the  worst  illustrations  of  these  typical  ^crowded,  dark,  dirty,  often  of  three  stories,  and 

conditions  are  certain  properties  owned  by  the  bad  fire  risks.     The  condition  of  the  children  in 

very  corporations  who  are  reaping  wealth  from  these  schools  good  and  bad,  rich  and  poor,  may 

the  tariff  protected  products.     These  benefi-  be  knoTJun  by  the  large  proportion  hainng  defective 

ciaries  of  the  generosity  of  the  American  people,  teeth,  reduced  hearing,  imperfect  vision.    An 

these  gentlemen  who  when  they  see  the  taxa-  excessively  large  number  of  them  are  mouth 

tion  in  their  interest  threatened  hold  up  the  breathers,  parHally  so  because  they  are  unable 

laborer  and  his  good  as  a  reason  for  continuing  to  breathe  through  their  noses  in  the  smoky  air 

it,  what  do  they  say  when  these  conditions  are  of  Pittsburgh,  and  a  very  considerable  number  are 

pointed  out  to  them: — "We  don't  want  to  go  below  the  stature  and  the  weight  determined  for 

into  the  housing  business.    We  are  manufac-  the  average  child.    In  a  large  percentage,  the 

turers,  not  real  estate  dealers.    We  may  be  forced  defects  of  teeth,  nose  and  throat   bring  them 

to  buUd  houses  in  certain  new  districts  in  order  below    the    physical  normal.     These  are  the 

to  attract  and  hold  labor,  but  in  an  old,  settled  children  that  wear  out  in  childhood. " 
community  let  the  laboring  man  take  care  of  him-        Is  it  a  wonder  that  this  gentleman  suggested: 
self.    We  don't  believe  in  paternalism. "  "  Ought  not  the  Pittsburgh  schools  to  be  closed 

They  have  had  no  more  interest  in  preserving  and  the  children  repaired?  " 
the  lives  of  the  men  who  do  the  terrible  toil       This  Pittsburgh  Survey  is  the  most  awful 

necessary  to  their  wealth  than  in  giving  them  arraignment  of  an  American  institution  and 

decent  housing.    For  years  the  death  rate  from  its  resulting  class  pronounced  since  the  days 

typhoid  fever  in  Pittsburgh  has  been  the  highest  of   slavery.     It   puts    upon    the    Pittsburgh 

of  any  city  in  the  civilized  world.     Everybody  millionaire    the   awful  stamp   of   Greed,   of 

knew  it.    Everybody  knew  why.    There  was  Stupidity  and  of  heartless  Pride.     But  what 

no  supply  of  pure  drinking  water.     A  filtra-  should  we  expect  of  him  ?    He  is  the  creature 

tion  plant  was  needed.   Did  any  Pittsburgh  mil-  of  a  Special  Privilege  which  for  years  he  has 

lionaire  offer  to  build  it — insist  that  the  in-  not  needed.     He  has  fought  for  it  because  he 

dustries  which  called  the  vast  army  of  labor  to  fattened  on  it.    He  must  have  it  for  labor. 

Pittsburgh  should  build  it  ?  No,  they  left  a  cor-  But  look  at  him  and  look  at  his  laborer  and 

rupted  city  government  to  fight  over  the  appro-  believe  him  if  you  can. 

priations  for  the  work  and  scattered  in  endow-       Justice  takes  a  terrible  revenge  on  those  who 

ments  and  in  institutions  in  other  cities  and  thrive  by  privilege.     She  blinds  their  eyes  until 

other  states,  many  times  the  five  millions  needed  they  no  longer  see  human  misery.    She  dulls 

in  Pittsburgh  to  save  the  lives  of  the  workmen,  their  hearts  until  they  no  longer  beat  with  hu-. 

They  hold  up  to  the  world  for  admiration  their  manity.     She  benumbs  their  senses  until  they 

love  of  great  material  problems — they  argue  respond  only  to  the  narrow  horizon  of  what 

with  the  American  people  that  their  skill  in  they  can  individually  possess,  touch,  feel.     She 

solving  these  problems  is  a  good  and  sufficient  makes,  as  she  has  in  Pittsburgh,  a  generation 

reason  for  continuing  general  taxation  in  their  of  men  and  women  who  day  by  day  can  pass 

favor.    But  a  problem  which  worked  out  would  hundreds  of  tumbled  down  and  filthy  homes, 

benefit  nobody  but  the  humble  two-dollar-a-  in  which  the  men  and  women  who  make  their 

day  man  who  sweats  out  his  life  in'the  heat  of  wealth  live,  and  feel  no  shock;  who  can  know 

their  profitable  furnaces  does  not  interest  them,  that  deadly  fevers  and  diseases  which  are  pre-  * 

It  might  savor  of  paternalism!  ventable  are  wiping  out  hundreds  of  those  who 

Not  even  the  child  has  touched  them.    The  do  their  tasks,  and  raise  no  hand.    Little  chil- 

conditions  under  which  the  children  of  the  poor  dren  may  die  or  grow  up  stunted  and  evil  with- 

are  brought  up  in  Pittsburgh  are  such  that  in  their  sight  and  no  penny  of  their  wealth,  no 

babies  die  like  flies.    Of  those  along  the  river,  hour  of  their  leisure  is  given  them.    Women 

a   settlement   worker  told   Samuel   Hopkins  may  pass  hours  of  incessant  toil  and  die,  broken 

Adams,  when  he  was  working  on  health  con-  and  unhonored  within  their  sight,  and  they 

ditions  for  the  Survey:  ^*Not  one  child  in  raise  no  hand.    Wealth  which  comes  by  Priv- 

ten  comes  to  us  from  the  river-bottom  section  ilege  kills.    The  curse  of  Justice  on  those  who 

without  a  blood  or  skin  disease,  usually  of  long  will  not  recognize  injustice  is  the  sodden  mind, 

standing.    Not  one  out  of  ten  comes  to  us  the  dulled  vision,  the  unfeeling  heart. 
physically  up  to  the  normal  for  his  or  her  age.  I.  M.  T. 


A  Frank  Letter 


{OBSERVE  that  you  are  saying  a  good  deal  out  to  find  a  friend  to  talk  with,  and  couldn't. 

about  what  you  call  "The  Spiritual  Unrest."  They  were  all  away,  or  otherwise  engaged.    Im- 

I  wonder  whether  I  am  in  substantial  agree-  agine  an  inhabitant  of  Peoria  unable  readily  to 

ment  with  your  other  readers  in  thinking  that  find  a  companion  for  the  evening  1 

there  isn't  as  much  spiritual  unrest  lying  around  Living,  therefore,  in  a  great  dty  where  I  can 

loose  as  you  imagine.    Indeed,  I  should  say  that  be  natural,  I  decide  naturally  about  going  to 

things  haven't  been  so  quiet  spiritually  since  I  church.    And,  beyond  the  fact  that' I  am  not  as 

was  a  boy.  afraid  of  the  DevU  as  I  used  to  be,  no  deep  con- 

I  am  Uving  at  present  in  New  York  City.    I  viction   deters  me  from  going.    I  haven't  any 

don't  know  whether  you  ever  stopped  to  think  of  definite  ideas  about  creeds,  or  theology,  or  any  of 

it,  but  it  is  a  fact  that  one  person  out  of  every  the  other  matters  usually  discussed  in  this  con- 

eighteen  in  the  United  States  lives  here — perhaps  nection.    I  have  sometimes  pretended  that  I  had 

not  within  the  prescribed  city  limits,  but  within  a  definite  conviction  that  the  church  contained 

this  densely  populated  district,  which  includes  too  many  hypocrites  to  suit  me.    I  think  I  have 

Jersey  City,  Newark  and  other  large  dties.    New  occasionally  advanced  that  as  an  excuse  for  not 

people  are  coming  in  at  the  rate  of  90,000  or  more  going.    I  am  sure  now  that  that  was  never  my 

a    year.    Proportionate    increase   in   our   urban  real  reason  for  not  going.    And  I  think  now  that 

population  is  taking  place  in  Chicago,  Pittsburgh,  I  am  worked  up  to  the  point  where  I  can  tell  the 

Cleveland,  and  all  the  rest  of  our  big  towns.  real  reason.    It  is  going  to  look  very  small,  too. 

Now  what  about  this  "spiritual  unrest"  in  a  The  reason  is  that  when  Sunday  comes  I  am 

dty  like  New  York?    Some  people  say  that  they  too  tired.    Why,  we  often  sleep — my  brother  and 

can  detect  it.    I  confess  that  I  can't.     So  far  as  I — until  eleven  o'clock!    This  habit  of  late  sleeping 

it  is  expressed  by  attendance  upon  church  services,  on  Sunday  is  not  due  to  our  being  out  late  the 

I  am  sure  that  nobody  would  daim  that  it  is  a  night  before.    Not  at  all.    On  the  contrary,  we 

very  real  or  genuine  thing.    The  pastor  of  Broad-  generally  go  to'  bed  Saturday  night  as  early  as 

way  Tabemade  says  that  Manhattan  Island  will  usual— and  often  earlier.    No,  we  do  it  because 

be  the  next  field  for  foreign  missionaries  to  attack,  we  are  tired  and  want  to  go  "the  limit"  on  sleep. 

So  far  as  one  can  see  he  is  an  excellent  prophet.  Nothing  seems  to  refresh  us  as  thoroughly. 

On  Manhattan  Island  there  are  2,000,000  people  After  breakfast  we  get  out  of  doors,  tramp  as 

and  seats  in  Protestant  churches  for  less  than  far  off  the  beaten  track  as  possible,  and  try  to  get 

500,000.    And  of  course  the  seats  are  never  filled,  our  feet  onto  real  ground.    All  the  week  we  never 

else  more  would  be  provided.  set  foot  oflF  pavements.    I  have  gone  over  the 

Why  don't  more  people  go  to  church  in  a  great  whole  thing  before  saying  that.  It  is  literally  true 
dty  like  New  York,  where  there  are  good  preach-  — down  Sixty-third  Street,  into  the  Subway,  down 
ers  to  listen  to  and  splendid  music  to  hear?  I  Broadway  and  Liberty  Street  to  work.  Then 
have  thought  about  this  a  good  deal,  and  I  think  back  home  by  the  same  route.  Six  return  trips  a 
I  have  got  to  the  point  where  I  can  tell  you  in  week.  Always  the  same — work  from  morning 
simple  language.  What  I  say  you  can  accept  as  until  night.  Dinner  at  seven.  Bed  at  ten- 
autobiographical,  too.  And  there  is  no  better  thirty.  Up  at  seven.  No  straying  off  the  hard 
way  to  get  the  truth  than  by  searching  yourself.  stone  walks  on  the  way  home  to  see  a  neighbor's 

I  don't  go  to  church  any  more  because  I  find  it  new  rose  bush.    Why,  no!    You  couldn't  pry  a 

much  easier  to  act  natural  in  a  big  town  than  in  hole  into  the  solid  walls  that  line  the  way  from 

a  little  one.    I  am  not  afraid  of  other  people's  my  home  to  my  work. 

opinions  as  much  as  I  used  to  be.    A  whole  book  And  people  ?    Always  people  to  see,  hear  and 

could  be  written  on  the  naturalness  of  people  in  feel.    The  activity  of  it  all  is  something  that,  for 

New  York.    You  who  come  here  from  Peoria  and  me,  simply  must  cease  once  a  week. 

see  the  show  on  Broadway  and  Fifth  Avenue  I  know  that  when  I  present  this,  it  doesn't  look 

think  this  isn't  true.    Ask  a  plain  middle-class  like  much.    It  doesn't  seem  like  a  good  excuse. 

New  Yorker,  however.    Ask  him  whether  he  ever  But  that  is  the  beauty  of  the  way  I  am  telling  it 

lived  in  a  place  in  his  life  where  he  was  as  free  to  to  you.    I  don't  feel  the  necessity  of  straining 

do  as  he  pleases,  to  rid  himself  of  bores,  to  select  mjrself  to  persuade  you.    I  am  willing — and  I 

his  companions,  to  choose  company,  to  sit  alone,  say  this  reverently — I  am  willing  to .  leave  it  to 

to  go,  to  come,  to  stay.    Ask  him  whether  this  God  that  there  are  spots  on  this  globe  (and  New 

isn't  true  even  to  the  point  where  he  sometimes  York  is  one)  where  a  considerable  number  of  peo- 

feels  that  the  whole  dty  is  standing  aloof  from  pie  can  praise  Him  best  by  taking  care  of  their 

him.     Go  to  the  root  of  it  and  ask  him  spedfically  lx>dies  and  nerves,  and  by  avoiding  "spiritual 

whether  there  haven't  been  nights  when  he  started  unrest." 
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^^So  they  dreso  on  towards  the  house  (the  house  of  the 
Interpreter)  and  when  they  came  to  the  door  they  heard 
a  great  talk  in  the  house, '' — Burt^ans  l^ilgrms  Progress 

I  HAVE  been  calling  on  my  friend  the  Can-  exhausted,  but  the  telephone  will  go  on  forever, 
did  Pirate — said  the  Responsible  Editor  He  owns  thousands  of  miles  of  pipe  lines 
— and  he  tells  me  he  has  stopped  his  sub-  through  which  he  pumps  petroleum  from 
scription  to  this  magazine.  He  was  quite  Oklahoma  to  New  York  harbor.  But  I  re- 
frank  and  friendly  about  it.  ''You  are  a  member  the  day  when  he  said  that  it  was  in- 
bunch  of  dreamers  and  idealists,"  he  told  me.  sane  to  believe  that  oil  could  be  pumped  from 
''You  talk  too  much;  you  make  people  feel  that  Northwestern  Pennsylvania  over  the  moun- 
the  world  is  not  as  good  as  it  might  be;  that  tain  to  the  seaboard,  and  did  his  utmost  to  pre- 
makes  them  restless.  It  is  difficult  enough  to  vent  the  "dreamers  and  idealists"  who  were 
support  properly  what  we  have  already  in  this  staking  all  they  could  beg  and  borrow  on  their 
world  without  having  new  ideas  disturbing  faith  in  the  idea,  from  realizing  their  faith — even 
things.  What's  the  good  of  it  ?  We're  all  right  going  so  far  as  to  persuade  railroads  to  tear  up 
if  you  let  us  alone.  I  won't  have  your  maga-  the  pipes.  He  argued  that  it  was  a  foolish  and 
zine  around. "  irresponsible  scheme,  that  the  very  suggesting 
I  am  sorry,  for  I  like  the  Candid  Pirate,  and  of  it  was  reprehensible,  since  it  threatened  to 
I  had  hopes  of  gradually  converting  him.  But  revolutionize  something  which  already  ex- 
it is  a  satisfaction  that  he  is  uneasy.  When  a  isted — and  which  he  controlled!  But  today 
hard-headed  citizen  like  him  resents  our  the  method  of  oil  transportation  he  defended  is 
dreams,  it  gives  one  a  hope  that  maybe  we  are  as  antiquated  as  a  tallow  candle  and  he  is 
beginning  to  realize  a  little  of  our  vision.  drawing  fabulous  dividends  from  the  pipe  lines 
The  Candid  Pirate — said  the  Philosopher —  he  gobbled  up  as  soon  as  the  "dreamers  and 
should  not  speak  lightly  of  dreamers  and  ideal-  idealists"  had  proved  them  practical, 
ists.     If  he  would  look  over  his  bailiwick  and  These  great  combinations  he  is  so  proud  of, 

consider  what  is  at  the  bottom  what  is  behind  them  but  a  gigantic  vision — ^the 
of  the  best  paying  stocks  in  vision  of  an  entire  industry  controlled  by  one 
Great  Drmami     which  he  deals,  he  would  find  head  eliminating  all  waste,    all  duplication, 
Thai  HiMoe       it    was    somebody's    dream;  all  overproduction,  of  conducting  all  know- 
Come  Trae      somebody's    ideal.      He    has  ingly,  of  attaining  the  most  perfect  efficiency  ? 

missed  more  than  one  great  It  is  that  vision  which  has  made  them  live  and 

opportunity     by     his     scorn  grow  in  face  of  the  bitterest  opposition  of  the 

of  dreamers   and  idealists.      I  have  myself  unseeing  mass.    Some  day  there  will  come 

heard  him  curse  himself  for  not  buying  tele-  along  a  man  who  will  put  into  the  trust  dream 

phone  stock  thirty  years  ago  when  he  might  a  new  ideal,  and  we  will  see   it  humanized, 

have  had  great  blocks  of  it  for  a  song.     He  socialized,  used  not  for  the  Candid  Pirate  and 

cannot  have  forgotten  the  day  when  he  jeered  his  crowd  alone,  but  for  all  the  people.    He 

at  that  courageous  and  far  sighted  citizen,  won't  like  it.     He  will  talk  about  confiscation, 

Gardiner  Greene  Hubbard,  for  walking  the  but  this  I  am  sure  of,  on  that  day  he  will 

streets  of  New  York  and  Boston  and  scouring  get  a  credit  from  the    people   denied     him 

inland  town§  trying  to  find  men  to  help  him  now;   for  when  they  begin  to  profit  instead 

develop  Mr.  Bell's  wonderful  invention.    He  of  sufiFer   from   combinations,  they   will   do 

certainly  can  recall  that  when  Mr.  Hubbard  credit  to  the  dreamers  who  first  "saw"  them, 

proved  to  him  that  the  thing  could  talk,  and  though  they  saw  them  without  the  radiance  of 

argued  that  since  this  was  true,  all  the  people  humanity. 

should  have  the  use  of  it,  he  laughed  him  to  Why,  the  very  continent  your  friend  is  ex- 
scorn  and  bought  stock  in  a  silver  mine.  You  ploiting  so  successfully  was  revealed  to  his 
could  see  and  feel  and  use  silver,  he  said,  but  the  predecessors  by  "  dreamers  and  idealists. "  I 
telephone  was  a  plaything  fit  only  for  children  should  like  to  take  him  to  Europe  and  show 
and  lovers — sell  it  to  them.    The  mine  is  long  him  a  collection  of  maps  of  the  new  world 
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in   the   fifteenth,  sixteenth   and    seventeenth  officials  and  sent  out  their  circulars.     Over  ten 

century  which  I  once  saw.    They  were  the  per  cent,  of  those  written  to  responded,  the 

results  of  scores  of  joumeyings  majority  sending  money.     So  seriously  were 

westward  over  the  unknown  they  taken,  so  large  were  the  returns  that  the 

A  Continent    ocean  and  into  the  unknown  young  men  dared  not  reply  that  they  were  only 

IWcib  Sftrang  land — crude  and  painstaking  experimenting.     Besides  it  was  not  necessary. 

from  the       efforts  to  show  to  a  doubting  They  had  cash  enough  to  go  into  business. 

hmtgination     Europe  that  a  new  world  was  They  bought  a  property  and  when  I  left  were 

there  for  the  seeking.    I  should  trying  to  develop  it! 

like  the  Candid  Pirate  to  see  The  Candid  Pirate  appeals  to  the  same  thing 

the  struggles  of  those  daring  voyagers  to  locate  in  men  every  day  of  his  life — and  sometimes 

the  Atlantic  Seaboard,  how  little  by  little  the  with  little  more  real  property  behind  his  appeal 

maps  added  a  new  inlet,  a  few  dozen  miles  than  my  friends  had.    Moreover,  if  he  only 

north  or  south.    I  should  like  him  to  follow  knew  it,  the  world  would  go  to  pieces  without 

on  these  maps  the  fight  to  find  the  mouth  of  its  dreams.    It  is  all  that  holds  any  one  of  us  to 

the  Mississippi!    They  found  a  river  but  where  the  grindstone — all  that  forces  us  to  support 

did  it  begin  ?  Where  did  it  end  ?  They  carried  the  chain  of  convention  and  the  biu-den  we  call 

it  westward  to  a  legendary  sea — the  Vermillion  duty.  Somehow  there  has  come  into  us  a  vision 

Sea  with  which  for  lack  of  anything  better,  of  a  thing  we  might  do  or  be — it  may  be  the 

they  filled  all  the  west  beyond  their  travels,  picture  of  a  trivial  or  fantasic  thing,  as  trivial 

They  carried  it  east,  they  ran  it  simply  into  the  or  as  fantastic  as  "Clem  Sypher's  Ciure"  in 

ground  orleft  it  dangling  hopelessly  on  the  map.  Mr.  Locke's  lovely  story.    But  it  is  what  we 

It  took  lifetimes  to  land  it  in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  live  up  to.    My  six-year-old  youngster  is  to- 

Why  did  they  persevere  instead  of  staying  at  day  living  up  to  his  dream  of  being  a  policeman 

home  and  catching  fish  and  carrying  mer-  some  day.    He  walks  straighter,  strides  longer 

chandise  through  familiar  seas,  as  the  Candid  because  of  it  and  he  loves  to  pilot  his  mother 

Pirates  of  their  days  advised  them  to  do  ?    Why  across  the  road  and  to  hold  up  his  hand  and  see 

did  Kings  and  Queens,  Popes  and  Cardinals  of  the  coachmen  stop  the  horses  to  please  him. 

that  day  spend  their  nights  questioning  each  Four  years  from  now  he'll  dream  of  a  football 

returning  mariner?    Why  did  they  sell  their  captaincy  and  try  to  live  up  to  it.     Eight  years 

jewels  to  fit  out  new  expeditions  ?    Because  from  now,  of  college  honors  perhaps,  and  who 

they  were  "dreamers  and  idealists."  can  tell  of  what  he  will  dream  at  twenty-one? 

All  I  know  is  that  on  what  he  dreams  then  de- 

I  WONDER— said  the  Poet— how  the  Can-  pends  his  heart's  content  through  life, 

did  Pirate  would  swing  his  schemes  were  it  I  count  on  the  ideal  of  womanliness  his  sister 

not  for  the  propensity  of  men  to  dream  is  forming  to  keep /t€r  straight  through  life.  It  is 

dreams  and  see  visions  ?    What  else  is  it  that  all  that  saves  women  in  my  judgment— a  vision 

keeps   his  army  of  promoters  in  business?  that  pulls  them  back  as  they  are  stepping  over 

Not  avarice,  not  the  gambling  instinct.    They  the  precipice— that  impels  thousands  of  them 

appeal  to  the  imagination.    They  paint  the  to  climb  back  after  they  have  stepped  over, 

picture  of  a  possibility.    Men  see  it  and  stake  Dreams  rule  us.    They  are  the  compelling 

their  savings  on  it.    A  few  years  ago  I  was  force  of  the  young,  the  staying  force  of  the 

living  in  a  booming  western  oil  country.    Two  middle  aged.     Dull  them  and  life  dulls  with 

young  friends  of  mine  wagered  that  they  could  them.    Take  them  from  us  and  we  are  sodden 

by  correspondence  secure  from  any  section  of  plodding  beasts. 

the  United  States  enough  money  to  float  an  oil  You  can  no  more  make  a  magazine  without 

property.    They  had  no  land — no  money,  and  them — ^broke  in  the  Responsible  Editor — ^than 

it  goes  without  saying  no  sense  of  responsi-  you  can   make  bread  without  yeast,  send  a 

bility.    They  were  simply  interested  in  testing  telegram  without    electricity.       One   of    the 

their  theory.     So  they  bought  great  dreams  of  freedom  lies  at  the  bottom 

a  charter— it  was  easy  enough  of   our  periodical  literature — ^the   dream    of 

The  Scheme    — and  wrote  a  most  alluring  letting  all  the  people  know  the  whole  truth 

of  a           description  of  something  which  of  things.      It    is    all   that    stands   between 

CanduiPinUe    did  not  exist.    Where  should  the  people   and   their   arch    enemies,  dema- 

they  try  it?   They  decided  to  goguery,  despotism   and   greed.     So  long  as 

select  a  Southern  State  of  no  the  press  remains  free  to  speak  its  mind  and 

great   wealth.    They  secured   three   lists  of  picture    things   as  they  are,   none  of  these 

namesfromthestate:— those  of  the  clergy,  the  evil   forces    is    going    to    attain    permanent 

school   teachers   and   the   county   and   state  mastery. 
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The  Candid  Pirate  complains  because  what 
we  say  goes  all  over  the  country — but  that  is 
what  we  want.  A  magazine  is  a  kind  of  na- 
tional newspaper.  It  cannot  be  local  in  its 
subjects  and  its  tastes.  It  goes  to  all  the 
country.  It  is  the  only  form  of  periodical  lit- 
erature which  it  is  practical  to  send  from  San 
Francisco  to  New  York.  Obviously  a  daily 
newspaper  can  serve  only  a  locality.  Mr. 
Hearst  tries  to  get  around  this  by  having  organs 
in  all  great  cities.  It  is  said  Mr.  Hearst  dreams 
of  journals  in  every  city  of  over  50,006  inhabi- 
tants, so  that  he  can  reach  practically  every- 
body in  the  country  every  day.  It  is  the  only 
feasible  way  to  accomplish  his  dream. 

The  weekly  obviously  has  a  much  better 
chance — and  CoUier*Sy  The  Saturday  Evening 
Post,  The  Outlook^  certainly  are  circulated 
from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific.  The  time 
limit  maybe  a  hindrance  for  others,  but  the 
monthly  is  not  handicapped  by  this  physical 
problem.  It  can  appear  on  all  the  newsstands 
of  the  whole  country  on  the  same  day.  Na- 
tional in  circulation,  it  naturally  should  be 
national  in  topic.  Only  what  concerns  all  the 
people  is  suitable  for  it.  If  we  treat  a  local 
experiment  like  Chicago's  traction  settlement 
it  is  because  principles  are  involved  which  are 
as  pertinent  to  San  Francisco  and  New  York  as 
to  Chicago.  If  we  attempt  to  show  the  injus- 
tice of  a  practice,  the  criminality  of  a  person,  the 
danger  of  a  thing,  and  succeed  in  demon- 
strating our  point,  we  arouse  a  national  pres- 
sure against  the  ofifense.  That  is  what  my 
friend  complains  of.  He  might  stifle  a  pres- 
sure coming  from  one  locality  he  confesses,  but 
when  it  comes  on  him  from  North  and  South, 
from  E^t  and  West  that  frightens  him. 

Then,  too,  he  sees  a  danger  in  a  journal  that 
has  time  to  gather  and  digest  facts.  The 
newspapers  and  weeklies,  pour  out  as  a  rule  the 
contemporary  events,  their  range  that  of  a 
short  period.  The  monthly  concerned  only 
with  the  durable  question — can  review  more 
leisurely.  It  can  show  the  beginnings,  the  prog- 
ress, the  tendencies  of  things.  You  cannot  get 
away  from  a  consistent  record  of  a  score  or 
more  of  years  while  you  might  explain  away  or 
justify  an  incident  of  which  the  daily  press 
makes  much.  It  is  the  long  continued  purpose 
to  control  or  swindle  that  a  people  fears  more 
than  the  bold  occasional  raid.  -  It  is  the  power 
of  demonstrating  this  to  all  the  people  which 
my  friend  does  not  like. 

He  thinks,  too,  we  are  too  friendly  to  new 
ideas.    What's  the  good  of  them  he  asks. 

I  quoted  him  Franklin,  **  What's  the  good  of 
a  new  bom  child  ?  "  Nobody  knows,  least  of  all 
the  parents.    But  the  hope  of  the  world  lies 


with  it.  Among  those  of  to-day  are  the  dis- 
coverers, the  writers,  the  singers,  the  poets,  the 
conquerors  of  to-morrow.    Nobody  knows  in 

which  cradle  to  look.    More 
likely  than  not  the  greatest  one 

A  Good  ^^  ^^  ^^^  humblest  cradle.  It 

--  -  has   usually   been   so.    It   is 

lama  ana  a  u        r  i.  1.     ^    1 

^     ^  queer  how  few  great  heads  lay 

ChiU  ^^  swansdown  at  the  start, 

how  few  conquerors  shook  a 
silver  rattle.  Wooden  cradles, 
coarse  cotton,  a  tin  rattle,  these 
have  been  accompaniments  as  a  rule  of  the  new 
born  destined  to  stir  up  the  world.  I  am  the 
last  to  prophesy  about  the  new  idea — the  fresh 
version  of  the  old  one.  But  I  take  it  as  thank- 
fully and  reverently  as  I  do  a  new  bom  child. 
I  do  my  very  best  for  it,  and  I  send  it  out 
prayerfully.  It  must  mf>ke  its  own  way.  If  it 
is  good  and  needed,  it  will  grow  in  spite  of  all 
the  cohorts  of  pirates  in  the  world.  If  it  is 
weak  it  will  die.  It  goes  into  a  common  pot, 
and  whether  it  proves  a  leaven  in  the  brew  or 
only  another  uncoimted  drop  is  not  my  affair. 
Mine  is  to  give  it  a  chance.  The  lack  of  new 
ideas,  the  proper  presenting  of  them  is  my 
anxiety.  When  we  took  over  this  magazine 
two  years  and  a  half  ago,  I  tried  to  tell  what  our 
dream  was.    You  remember  what  I  said: — 

*^We  have  a  vision  of  a  magazine;  it  may 
never  be  realized,  or  it  may  be  realized  in  part. 
But  we  conceive  that  in  it  no  great  thing  of 

human  interest  would  go  un- 
recorded; that  in  it  would  be 
--    p  something  of  the  best  of  all: 

Th  i  V  '  literature,  that  in  story  and 
Pia  in  poetry  refreshed  the  emotions 
o*'  ^^d  the  love  of  life;  art  that 

stirred  anew  the  faculty  of 
seeing  beauty  and  truth  in  the 
world  about;  counseh  and 
judgment  and  light  upon  men  and  public  events 
that  concern  us  all;  new  knowledge  of  man's 
achievements  in  the  wide  ranges  of  his  devices 
and  discoveries;  and  all  set  forth  with  such  zest, 
such  knowledge,  such  art  of  expression,  that 
there  would  be  no  dull  line  and  no  indifferent 
picture — that  some  glow  of  tmth  or  humor  or 
sentiment  would  play  on  every  page,  and  that 
you  would  rise  from  reading  with  the  mind 
enlivened  and  the  heart  refreshed  and  a  con- 
firmed belief  that  it  was  worth  while  living  in 
this  world,  and  worth  while  living  to  make  it 
better." 

I  know  how  they  laughed  at  us  then.  The 
Candid  Pirate  called  me  up  and  said  I  was 
an  imbecile.  "  You  cannot  do  business  on  a 
vision,"  he  said.  !for  my  part  I  don't  believe 
you  can  do  business  without  one. 


.l^v*- 


BSERVE  the  opport  in  ty  and  beware  o(  evil:  and  W 
not  MhameJ  concer>.iitf  thy  Mul.  For  there  u  ■ 
■Kime  that  bnngeth  9  n  and  there  ■■  a  sLaine  that 
IP  glory  and  grace  *  Accept  not  the  perwn  o(  any 
■tfiinit  thyM>ut:  and  reverence  n^.tnan  unto  tky  falliDtf.  Refrain 
not  apeech  when  it  tendeth  to  "f^-  >nd  hide  not  thy  wisdom  for 
the  lake  of  fiir-seemin^ :  for  byi^speech  wifdom  thall  be  known, 
and  initruction  by  the  vford  of  tr^  tongue.  Speak  not  againct  the 
truth:  and  be  abashed  tor  tbin^  ignorance.  Bs  not  oaliamed  to 
make  confcxiOD  of  thy  sin«:  and  force  not  the  current  of  the  river. 
Lay  not  thyself  down  for  a  tool  to  tread  upon:  and  accept  dm 
the   person    of    or  Irive  (or  the  truth 

unto  death,   and  I     fight   for   thee. 
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Deciding  Moments  of  Great  Games 

!By  HUGH   S.   FULLERTON 

Aulbor  of  "  The  Fbe  Pointi  of  the  Game  " 


NEARLY  every  baseb 
is  won  and  lost  on 
a  play  that  comes  a 
chological  instant.  Among 
ers,-who  do  not  study  ps 
the  crucial  moment  is  k 
"the  break,"  a  phenomen 
not  one  has  analyzed,  and  < 
players  themselves  dcf  n( 
stand.  Twenty  men  on  tl 
are  watching  closely  and 
every  move  of  the  pitchei 
every  swing  of  his  arm.  Th 
tide  of  battle  rises,  ehbs,~ 
and  then  suddenly  at  th 
start  of  some  inning,  somt 
thing  happens.  What  it  i 
no  one  outside  the  psychic 
sphere  of  influence  ever  will 
understand,  but  the  silent, 
tight-lipped,  watchful,  alert, 
feUows  on  the  bench  see  something,  or  feel 


Joe  Tinker,  whoie  ihree-baggcr  in 
ihe  deciding  New  Yort  game  won 
LUechainpioiuhip  lor  Chicago  Cubs 


egm  ragmg,  screammg, 
;  the  dirt,  and  the  man- 
as  appeared  half  asleep, 
jmpet  of  his  hands  and 
len  bawling  loud  orders 
,unts. 

ctalors  do  not  under- 
thing  has  happened, 
ers  have  had  two  balls 
y  times — and  it  looks 
o  the  spectator,  who  is 


nd    the 


■ste: 


ak "    sphere.      In    two 

;  moments  the  players' 
h  is  a  madhouse  with 
nty  men,  shouting, 
iming,    ordering,   mov- 
ing.    "Three  balls"  and  a 
madman  rushes  out  to  the 
"  deck."  "  Four  balls,"  and 
the  spectators  join  the  play- 
the  demonstration.      The  madness 


mething  and  the  mysteriou>;  "break"  has  spreading.  Crack— a  base  hit,— a  bunt,  a  wild 

come.  throw,  another  base  hit — screams,  shouts,  im- 

" One  ball!"    The  players   on   the   bench  precations, — a  roar  of  frantic  applause,  a  final 

suddenly    stiffen    and    prepare    for    action,  long  fly.    The  manager  reaches  for  his  glove, 

"Two  balls!"     Two  players   jump  for   bats  spits  into  it  and  says  quietly,  "Four  runs — 

and  begin  swinging  them,  the  coacliers,  who  We've  got  'em."    The  "break"  is  over,  and 

have  yelled  only  because  it  was  their  duty,  the  players'  bench   is  again  the  quietest  part 
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of  the  grounds.    Thesurge  every  defeat   seemed   to 

of  enthusiasm,  confidence  wreck    their    last    hope, 

and  noise  subsides  and  the  The  Champions   had  the 

game  is  won.  game  well    in    hand,   but 

Baseball    Is    almost   as  Tim  Jordan  was   hitting 

much     psychological     as  terrifically  and  Lundgren 

athletic.    Why  one  team  seemed   unable   to  stop 

can    beat    a    stronger  him.     Twice  Jordan   had 

one     regularly,     and    lose  driven   the   ball  over  the 

to  a   weaker   with   the  right    field    fence  of   the 

same  regularity;  why  Washington  Park  grounds 

one    batter  can    hit   one  and  yet  when  "the  break" 

pitcher  and  is  helpless  be-  came  in  the  eighth  Inning, 

fore   another;  why   one  Chicago  was  two   runs 

pitcher  is  effective  against  ahead.  With  one  man  out, 

a  strong  team  and  at  the  two  on  bases  and  Jordan 

mercy  of  another  that  can-  at  bat.    Chance,    seeing 

not  bat  half  as  hard,  are  Jordan  was  so  anxious  to 

psychological  problems.  make  another  long  hit  that 

Last  season  Joe  Tinker  he  was   kicking  one  foot 

of  the  World's  Champions,  high  in  the  air  every  time 

who  is  only  an   ordinary  a  ball  was  pitched,  went 

batter,   became   imbued  to   Lundgren    and    said: 

with  the  idea  that  he  could  "Put   it   over   straight, 

hit  Mathewson's  pitching  Make  him  hit  it,  if  he  hits 

at  will.      The  confidence  it  out  of  the  lot."     Four 

bom  of  this  idea  enabled  times    Lundgren  tried  to 

him   to  beat   Maihewson       t     i   j        i  c  i        make  his  straight  ball  go 

out  of  several  |.mes,  and       j7t.'rl::,'!'r;S:  «  VSTiSlt       ■""  ""  "'"'•  '"<>  '»' 
after    that    Mathewson  times  it   swened   outside 

seemed  to  have  the  same  and  Jordim  drew  a  ba,-e 

belief,  for  Tinker  during  the  season  won  five  on  balls.  Brooklyn  suddenly  changed  plans, 
games  frftm  New  York  by  his  individual  hit-  ordered  Lumley  to  bat  for  Lewis.  He  dro\e 
ting,  and  in  four  of  them  Mathewson  was  the  a  three-base  hit  against  the  right  field  fence, 
victim.  One  of  the  hits  that  Tinker  made  off  and  a  long  fly  that  followed  aUowed  him  to 
Mathewson  will  be  part  of  Chicago's  baseball  score,  and  gave  Brooklyn  the  \-ictorj-. 
historj'  for  generations.  The  teams,  with 
Mathewson  and  Brown  pitching,  had  Isattled 
for  four  innings,  neither  being  able  to  score, 
and  in  the  fifth  Tinker  came  to  bat,  first  in  the 
inning.  Tinker  drove  the  ball  on  the  line  into 
the  far  left  field  comer — and  he  raced  around 
the  bases.  At  third  base  Zimmemian  who 
was  coaching,  leaped  out,  tackled  Tinker  and 
threw  him,  trying  to  drag  him  back  to  third 
base,  but  Tinker  broke  away  and  scored  with 
the  only  run  of  the  game,  beating  Mathewson 
I  to  o.  Twice  later  in  the  year,  Tinker  beat 
Mathewson  by  long  drives  and  when  the  clubs 
met  on  the  Polo  Grounds  to  play  off  their  fa- 
mous tie  for  the  championship  of  the  National 
League  it  was  Tinker  who,  with  a  long  hit  over 
Seymour,  who  had  approached  too  close  to  the 
diamond,  brought  "the  break"  and  paved  the 
way  to  victory  for  the  Champions. 

One  of  the  hardest  games  Chicago  lost  last 
season  was  to  Brooklyn  late  in  the  year,  at  a 
time  when  the  Cubs  were  fighting  desperately 
to  overtake  New  Yorkand  Pittsburgh,  and  when 


Another  game,  lost  in  the  critical  instant  to 


Two  Friendi  who  prove  the  honnty  ol  buebalt.  Lobert.  of  Cincianiti.  mule  a  two-bsogei 
in  tbe  ninlb  Inning  which  won  a  game  [rom  Chicago  when  every  game  counted,  OveialT  a 
great  friend  ol  Lobeit'i,  wat  pitching,  and  Lobert  wai  wild  for  Chicago  lo  win  the  pennanl 


Cincinnati  on  the  same  trip,  seemed  to  kill 
Chicago's  final  chance  for  the  pennant,  and 
was  the  result  of  just  such  a  rally.  The  ninth 
inning  saw  Chicago  seemingly  victorious,  but 
the  psychic  wave  inspired  the  Cincinnati's  and, 
with  two  men  on  bases,  Lobert  at  bat,  and  two 
strikes  and  two  balls  called,  Chance  ordered  his 
pitcher  (Overall  that  lime)  to  pilch  a  straight 
low  ball,  and  it  looked  as  if  the  entire  result  of 
the  season's  struggle  hinged  upon  that  one 
pitched  ball.  Overall  tried,  but  the  fast  ball 
went  high  instead  of  low,  and  Lobert  sent  it 
screaming  over  second  base  and  drove  home 
the  runs  that  gave  the  game  to  the  Reds. 

That  hit  was  the  best  testimonial  lo  the 
honesty  of  baseball  in  the  history  of  the  game, 
for  Lobert  was  wild  for  Chicago  lo  win  the 
pennant  and  a  friend  of  Overall,  whose  heart 
was  almost  broken  by  the  hit  his  friend  made. 

Hovo  a  PttchuT  Show  Hm'a  " Katthd  " 

The  majority  of  games  are  won  and  lost  by 
pitchers  blundering  in  the  crucial  moment,  but 


sometimes  it  is  the  catcher  who  makes  the  mis- 
take and  one  of  the  funniest  blunders  of  years 
was  made  by  "Hackenschmidt "  Gibson, 
Pittsburgh's  grandcatcher,  lastseason.  "Lefty" 
Leifield  is  one  of  the  best  and  brainiest  pitchers, 
but  essentially  a  "fast  ball"  pitcher  and  a 
"waster."  A  "waster"  is  a  pitcher  who  never 
puts  the  ball  over  the  plate  unless  he  is  forced 
so  to  do,  but  keeps  it  high,  low,  inside,  outside, 
everywhere  except  over  the  plate,  his  plan 
being  to  make  over-anxious  baiters  hit  bad 
balls.  leifield  seldom  uses  cur\'es,  unless 
compelled  lo  do  so,  and  his  high  fast  ball  which 
breaks  with  an  odd  little  jump  movement,  was 
one  of  the  hardest  puzzles  for  the  Chicagoclub 
to  solve.  One  day  Leifield  had  held  ihe  Cubs 
helpless,  and  beaten  them  decisively  and  the 
following  day,  after  the  Champions,  in  the 
"break"  moment,  had  started  a  slashing  at- 
tack upon  Willis,  "Young  Cy"  Young  was 
sent  in  to  check  them  on  the  theory  that  a 
change  from  a  right  to  left  handed  pitcher 
might  slop  the  break,  although  everj-  ball 
player  knows  that  when  a  team  starts  hitting 
109 
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nothing  will  stop  them  except  sheer  accident  team  was  screaming  at  Leifield,  abusing  him 

or  a  sudden  change  of  "luck."     Gibson  had  for  making  the  blunder  and  ordering  him  not 

observed  Leifield's  effective  use  of  his  fast  ball  to  pitch  inside  again. 

against  Chicago  and  signaled  Young  to  pitch        Leifield  instantly  decided  that,  as  Dahlen 

fast    ones.       The    Champions    made    seven  had  heard  him  ordered  to  keep  the  ball  away, 

straight  hits  before  Young  was  retired,  and  he  would  expect  a  fast  ball  outside,  so  instead 

all  because  Gibson  did  not  differentiate  be-  of  pitching  there,  he  deliberately  repeated  his 

tween  two  kinds  of  fast  ball,  Leifield*s  going  blunder  and  Dahlen  struck  again.     Clarke, 

high  and  out,  while  Young's  is  pitched  shoulder  angry  and  fearing  Leifield  had  lost  control 

high,  angles  down  and  low.  and   would   lose   the   game,   rushed   in   and 

Pitching  and  studying  batters  is  an  art  in  ordered  him  to  keep  the  ball  outside.     Leifield 

itself,  and  the  pitcher  who  knows  the  men  who  nodded  assent,  but  pitched  the  ball  where 

oppose  him,  and  who  can  put  the  ball  where  he  Dahlen  likes  it  best  for  the  third  time  and 

wants  it  to  go  is  a  great  pitcher,  and  one  who  Dahlen  struck  out  because  he  had  been  out- 

sometimes  can  stop  ''the  break."     In  the  art  guessed  and  outgeneraled, 
of  pitching,  the  batter,  so  far  as  brainwork        Another  game  which  Leifield  won  late  last 

goes,  is  merely  a  stoughten  bottle,  except  in  season  after  one  of  the  hardest  struggles  of  the 

rare  instances  in  which  batters  are  men  of  des-  year,  was  won  by  his  brainy  pitching  to  John 

perate  courage  and  fearless.     The  batter  in  Kling,  Chicago's  heavy  hitting  catcher,  who 

matching  wits  with  the  pitcher,  has  no  chance  came  to  bat  in.  the  eighth  inning  with  men  on  » 

because  he  is  taking  all  the  risk  of  injur}%  and  second  and  third  bases,  and  one  out.     Leifield 

trying  to  ''outguess  the  pitcher"  is  dangerous,  pitched  three  balls  so  far  from  the  plate  Kling  , 

as  the  one  who  blunders  may  receive  a  blow  on  could  not  reach  them,  and  Kling  naturally  sup- ' 

the  head  that  will  end  his  career.     The  pitcher  posed  that  Leifield  was  going  to  give  him  a 

on  the  other  hand,  can  study  the  batter,  analyze  base  on  balls,  fill  the  bases  and  increase  the 

his  position  and  condition  of  ner\'ousness,  and,  chances  for  a  double  play,  so  he  was  stretching 

if  he  has  sufficient  control  of  the  ball,  he  can  as  far  as  possible,  hoping  Leifield  would  pitch 

prevent  him  from  hitting.     Observe  closely  a  close  enough  to  the  plate  for  him  to  hit  to  right 

pitcher  when  "the  break"  comes.     Up  to  that  field.     Instead  Leifield  shot  a  fast  ball  straight 

time  he  has  been  pitching  coolly,  taking  his  over  the  plate,  and  followed  this  up  by  curving 

time,    studying   each    man — but,    after   "the  two  over,  striking  Kling  out,  and  the  result  was 

break  "  he  hurries,  returns  the  ball  as  fast  as  he  that  Brown  lost  his  first  game  in  three  years  to 

gets  it,  loses  head,  loses  control,  and  loses  the  Pittsburgh, 
game.     Mathewson,   one   of  the   greatest   of 

them  all  has  only  that  one  fault,  and  the  instant  Championship  Hung  on  ThU  One  BaO 

the  tide  turns  against  New  York,  every  effort 

of  the  other  players  is  to  slow  down  Mathew-  There  are  three  decisive  moments  that  stand 
son  and  make  him  hold  the  ball,  instead  of  alone  in  baseball  history.  Possibly  the  great- 
pitching  as  soon  as  it  returns  to  his  hands.  est  of  these  was  the  famous  tenth  inning  at 

Columbus,    Ohio,   when,   with   one   hit,   Big 

A  Great  Piece  of  Brain  Worh  Dave  Orr  decided  the  American  Association 

race,  and  kept  St.  Louis  from  breaking  all 

One  of  the  prettiest  bits  of  brain  work  was  records  as  a  pennant  winning  team.  Brooklyn 
done  by  Leifield,  by  which  he  won  a  hard  fought  and  St.  Louis  practically  tied  for  the  Champion- 
game  from  Boston  and  staved  off  defeat  by  ship  on  the  last  day  of  the  season.  If  both 
sheer  cleverness.  Pittsburgh  had  been  leading,  teams  lost,  or  both  won,  St.  Louis  would  win 
but  '*the  break"  came  against  them  and  Bos-  its  fifth  pennant.  If  St.  Louis  won  and 
ton  started  slugging  and  piling  up  runs  rapidly,  Brooklyn  lost,  the  Browns  would  have  the 
until  one  more  hit  meant  victor)'  when  Bill  honors — but  if  Brooklyn  won  and  St.  Louis 
Dahlen  came  to  bat.  Dahlen  is  a  dangerous  lost,  Brooklyn  would  win.  Brooklyn,  playing 
hitter  "  inside" — which  means  when  the  ball  is  in  the  East,  already  had  won,  and  St.  Louis  and 
pitched  between  him  and  the  plate,  and  Columbus  were  tied  in  the  ninth  inning.  St. 
Leifield  knew  this,  so  he  attempted  to  make  Louis  scored  one  run  in  the  tenth — and  with  a 
his  fast  ball  go  high  and  outside.  Instead  the  runner  on  second  base,  two  men  out — and 
ball  escaped  him  and  went  waist  high  across  three  balls  and  two  strikes  called — Orr  stood 
the  plate,  on  the  inside  corner,  just  where  at  the  plate  with  one  ball  left  to  decide  the 
Dahlen  likes  to  hit.  Dahlen,  expecting  a  high  season.  He  drove  it  over  the  center  field  fence 
fast  one,  was  surprised,  and  swung  at  the  ball,  — sent  home  a  runner  ahead  of  him,  and  won 
missing    it.     Instantly  the    entire  Pittsburgh  the  pennant  for  Brooklyn,  his  hit  according  to 


"Ldty"  Ldfield,  of  Pimbuigh,  one  of  the  bcai 


many  being  the  longest  ever  made.  The  fa- 
mous spit  ball  pitched  by  Jack  Chesbro,  which 
beat  New  York  out  of  a  pennant,  is  almost 
as  historic,  and  last  year,  in  that  famous 
final  game  between  New  York  and  Chi- 
cago, one  pitched  ball  settled  the  contest. 
Mathewson  tried  to  drop  a  slow  "fadeaway" 
over  the  plate  low,  it  went  too  high — Tinker 
droie  it  over  Seymour's  headland  started 
Chicago  on  the  rally  which  won  the  pennant 
for  Chicago.  Seymour  misplayed  the  ball,  or 
he  might  have  saved  Mathewson.  But  really 
it  was  another  play,  a  blunder  in  attack,  that 
early  in  the  same  game,  robbed  New  York  of 
the  victory  in  that  final  fierce  struggle. 

With  men  on  first  and  second,  no  one  out 
and  Pfeister  w-ild,  Kling  saved  his  team  in  the 
first  inning.  Bresnahan  the  batter,  essayed  a 
sacrifice,  and  missed  the  ball.  Like  a  flash 
Kling  whipped  the  ball  to  Chance,  Herzog  was 
caught  blundering  ten  feet  off  first  base,  and 
New  York's  rally  was  broken,  "the  break" 
stopped,  and  the  day  saved  for  the  Champions. 


But  for  that  play  New  York  probably  would 
have  made  three  or  more  runs  in  the  inning, 
and  won  easily. 

PerhapB  tha  Grmattmt  Catch  Eoar  Math 

The  greatest  individual  feat  e\er  performed 
was  one  by  which  Bill  Lange,  now  retired, 
saved  a  game  for  Chicago  and  $200  for  himself 
in  Washington,  in  1895.  There  is  an  odd 
storv-  connected  with  the  play.  Lange  had 
mi.'ised  a  train  in  Boston  two  days  before, 
failed  to  reach  New  York  in  lime  to  play  there 
and  Anson  had  fined  him  $100.  Thereupon 
he  missed  a  train  to  Washington — arrived  on 
the  grounds  after  the  teams  had  practised  and 
just  in  time  to  play,  and  for  that  Anson  fined 
him  another  $100.  The  game  that  aftertioon 
went  ele*-en  innings,  Chicago  scoring  one  run 
in  the  eleventh.  There  were  two  men  out  and 
a  runner  on  the  bases,  when  "Kip"  Selbach, 
then  one  of  the  hardest  hitters  in  the  business, 
smote  the  ball  a  terrific  blow  and  sent  it  flying 
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fly  ball  while  faUing  into  the 
crowd.  One  of  the  greatest 
exhibitions  of  nen'e  and 
courage  of  that  sort  was 
given  by  Hughie  Jennings, 
now  manager  of  Detroit,  in 
a  game  at  Chicago,  when  he 
was  ])laying  short  stop  for 
Che  famous  old  Bahimorc 
team.  The  crowd  had 
encircled  the  playing  field, 
anil  was  surging  closer  and 
closer  lo  the  base  lines  as 
the  battle  progressed  and, 
when  the  ninth  inning  came 
witli  the  score  tied,  one  out 
and  Bill  Everett  on  third 
base,  it  looked  as  if  Chicago 
had  won  and  that  Baltimore, 
by  losing  would  be  com- 
pelled to  surrender  the  pen- 
riant.  The  batter  hit  a  foul 
ball,  high,  and  into  the 
crowd  back  of  third  base,  a 
crow<l  ten  deep,  part  sealed, 
part  kneeling  with  rows  of 
standing  spectators  behind. 
Jennings,  tearing  across 
from  short,  did  not  hesitate. 
Hurling  himself  through  the 
air  he  caught  the  ball  over 
the  heads  of  the  spectators 
and  plunged  down  uixjn 
them.  Everett  meantime 
over  Lange's  head  toward  the  center  field  had  touched  third  base,  turned  and  was  sprint- 
fence.  The  hit  seemed  a  sure  home  run  i)ut  ing  for  home.  Jennings,  climbing  upon  the 
Lange,  a  man  weighing  225  pounds,  turned  heads  and  bodies  of  prostrate  spectators,  threw 
and  without  looking,  sprinted  desperately  to  the  plate,  cut  off  Everett,  and  in  the  iie.vt 
straight  out  toward  the  fence,  racing  with  the  inning  Baltimore  won  the  game, 
flying  ball.  At  the  la.st  instant,  as  the  ball  was  That  Bahimore  crowd,  a  team  of  inferior 
going  over  his  head,  Lange  leaped,  stuck  up  plaj'ers  winning  b>-  dash,  ne^^■e  and  courage, 
both  hands,  turned  a  somersault  and  crashed  gave  many  e.xhibitions  of  individual  daring, 
against  the  fence.  The  boards  splintered,  one  but  one  of  the  greatest  was  the  feat  of  Wee 
entire  panel  crashed  outward,  and  out  of  the  Willie  Kecler  on  the  home  grounds.  Right 
wreckage  crawled  Lange,  holding  the  ball  in  field  on  the  Baltimore  grounds  of  those  days 
his  hand,  and  the  crowd  went  mad.  Lange  was  the  terror  of  visiting  players.  It  was  down 
came  limping  in,  with  the  crowd  standing  on  hill,  rough  and  weedy,  and  back  of  it  was  a 
seats  shouting  and  he  said  to  Anson:  "Fine'*  high  fence,  peculiarly  constructed  for  adver- 
go.  Cap?''  '"N'ope,"  said  Anson,  and  the  catch  tising  puqxises.  Inside  the  fence  sloped  at  ail 
had  baved  the  big  fielder  Szoo.  angle  of  aliout  65  degrees,  being  straight  on  the 

outer  side.     Boston   was  playing   there   late 
Jamptd  on  a  Ftnct  and  Caught  a  Fly  i<i  the  season  in  which  the  two  teams  had  their 

frantic  siniggle  for  the  pennant,  and  late  in 
There  arc  scores  of  almost  miraculous  indi-  the  game,  with  runners  on  bases,  Stahl  drove 
vidual  fielding  feats  made  in  critical  moments,  a  long  fly  to  right  that  seemed  likely  to  win  the 
by  which  games  haie  been  won.  On  one  01-  game  for  Boston.  Keeler,  one  of  the  fleetest 
casion  Jimmy  Ryan,  of,  Anson's  White  Stock-  men  in  the  business,  seeing  the  ball  was  going 
ings,  leaped  entirely  over  the  bleacher  barrier  over  his  head,  leaped  upon  the  sloi^e  of  the 
in  the  right  field  at  Washington  and  caught  a    fqjice  and  started  to  run  along  it,  going  higher 


.    lut    fall 


Funk  Chance  and  Hughie  Jenniag),  the  two  gicateM  batebsll  generali 

and  higher,  and  Just  as  [he  ball  was  going  over  man,   in   the  ojicning  game  of   [he  World's 

the  fence,  he  caught  it.     His  momentum  car-  Championship    Series    between    Detroit    am! 

ried  him  higher  along  the  incline,  and  before  Chicago  in  October,  1907,  a  game  which    for 

the  big  crowd  realized  that  he  caught  the  ball,  thrills  and  excitement  was  the  greatest  ever 

he  was  running  along  the  top  of  the  fence,  and  played.     An    immense    crowd    ivalched    the 

then  holding  the  ball  aloft,  he  plunged  over  battle,  and  both  teams  were  near  exhaustion 

and  went  outside  the  grounds.  Probably  never  in  the  twelfth  inning  from  the  succession  of 

a  baseball  player  in  the  world  received  such  exciting  situations  and  desperate  j)lays.     The 

a  rousing  ovation  as  he  did  when  he  climbed  crowd  seethed  and  bubbled  with  excitement, 

back  over  the  fence  and  tossed  the  ball  to  the  and  spouted  volcanoes  of  noise  at  e\'ery  move 

infield.  of  the  players.     The  score  was  tied.    C'hicago 

.\nother  magnificent  individual  feat  was  that  had  a  man  on  first  base  and  two  out  when 

of  "Dutch"  Schaefer,  the  Tiger  second  base-  Frank  Chance  hit  one  of  the  fiercest  drives  of 
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the  year — a  line  smash  between  first  and 
second  which,  if  it  cleared  the  infield,  was 
certain  to  go  to  the  comer  of  the  grounds  and 
bring  home  the  run  for  which  the  clubs  had 
fought  for  over  two  hours.  Schaefer,  playing 
down  near  second  base,  raced  back  ten  steps, 
leaped,  twisted,  stuck  up  his  gloved  hand, 
with  his  back  to  the  stand,  and  while  twisting, 
he  dragged  down  the  ball,  and  ihe  crowd  was 
so  stunned  by  the  wonderful  catch  that  it  for- 
got to  applaud  until  the  umpire  had  stopped 
play  and  called  the  game  a  draw. 

That  same  game,  however,  was  thrown  away 
by  Chicago  in  the  critical  instant  by  Stein- 
feldt,  who,  in  the  stress  of  excitement,  lost  his 
head  and  the  game  at  ihe  moment  of  victory. 
That  was  in  the  tenth  inning  when  a  wild 
throw  let  Slagle  sprint  for  the  plate,  as  Stein- 
feldt  was  batting.     The  ball  was  recovered  and 
thrown  back  to  the  plate,  too  late.    It  came 
high  and  five  feet  to  the  left  of  the  plate  as 
Slagle  raced  across,  and,  in  that  instant,  when 
the   crowd    thought 
the  game  over,  Slein- 
feldt    hunched    his 
shoulder,    made    the 
ball    hit    him,    pre- 
venting   the     fielder 
from    getting    it. 
Slagle  promptly  was 
called  out  because  of 
Steinfeldt's    interfer- 
ence and  the  struggle 
continued      until 
.Schaefer  saved  it  by 
his  wonderful  catch. 

Sometimes  the 
turning  play  of  a 
game,  the  one  that 
decides  it  is  freak- 
ish, and  one  of  the 
oddest  freaks  of  re- 
cent years  happcncti 
last  season,  in  one  of 
the  bitter  contests 
between  the  Chicago 
and  New  Yorkteam^. 
an  accident  that  ga\e 
New  York  a  victory, 
and  almost  gaxethem 
the  championship, 
Chicago  ha<l  runners 
on  first  and  third 
bases,  one  man  out 
and  Del  Howard  at 
the  bat,  when  the 
fates  interfered. 
Howard  hit  a  vicious 
bounding  drive  near  ••  M«ny,"  iimoui  f. 


second  base,  and  Doyle  was  in  front  of  the  ball, 
with  Bridwell  standing  on  second  base  to 
receive  the  throw  and  relay  the  ball  to  first 
base  to  complete  the  double  play.  The  ball' 
broke  through  Doyle's  hands  and  struck  his 
shin  bone  with  terrific  force.  Instead  of  the 
error  making  Chicago's  victory  easy,  it  beat 
the  Cubs,  for  the  ball,  bouncing  off  Doyle's 
shin,  went  straight  into  Bridwell's  hands  and 
resulted  in  an  easy  double  play  that  deprived 
the  champions  of  the  victory. 

Saoed  tA«  Day— But  Had  la  Marty 

In  thai  same  series  there  was  one  of  the 
grandest  exhibitions  of  generalship  and  pitch- 
ing ever  recorded.  Crandall  was  pitching  for 
New  York,  and  the  Giants  gained  a  big  lead 
early  in  the  game.  When  the  ninth  inning 
started  with  New  York  four  runs  ahead, 
Malhewson,  who  had  been  warmed  up  and 
ready  to  rescue  Crandall,  thought  the  game  safe 
and,  retiring  to  the 
'club  house,  disrobed, 
got  under  the  shower 
bath,  and  prepare<l 
to  don  his  street 
clothes.  Just  then 
the  break  came,  the 
Cubs  began  a  slash- 
ing baiting  assault 
upon  Crandall  and 
before  McGraw 
could  make  a  move 
Chicago  had  two 
runs  and  a  'man  on 
bases.  Tenney, Brid- 
well and  Devlin  were 
stri\'ing  desperately 
to  steady  Crandallj 
who  was  getting 
worse  and  worse, 
and  McGraw  sent  out 
aC.  Q.  D.forMath- 
ewsonto  save  the 
day.  Delaying,  argu- 
ing, using  ever)-  trick 
and  device,  JIcGraw 
])layed  for  time.  Re- 
ports came  from  the 
club  house  that 
"Matly"  already  had 
his  shirt  on.  Two 
substitutes  were  act- 
ing as  bis  valets,  and 
he  was  dressing 
ra|jidly  as  possible, 
when  the  cruel  um- 
nhi."(«l«way"  pire    ordered    ilc- 


Deddiog  Moments  of  Great  Games — By  Hugh  S.  Fullerton 

Graw  to  play  or 
forfeit  the  game, 
and  Joe  McGin- 
nity  was  sent  out 
to  pitch.  McGin- 
nity  used  up  as 
much  time  as  pos- 
sible, hut  finally 
was  compelled  to 
pitch  one  baU— 
Slagie  rammed  a 
base  hit  over  first 
— and  Chicago 
needed  only  one 
run  to  tie  the  score. 
Meantime  Math- 
ewson  couldn't  find 
his  uniform  trous- 
ers. Half  a  dozen 
were  assisting  him 
to  dress,  and,  be- 
fore McGinnity 
could  pitch  another 
ball,  Mathewson, 
half  dressed,  with 
shoe  strings  un- 
loosed, an  d  uni- 
form awry,  came 
racing  across  the 
field.  There  was 
no  time  to  warm 
up,  for  already 
McGraw  had 
wasted  eleven 
minutes  and  the 
umpire  was  getting 
peevish,  Matty's 
arm  was  cold  and 

to  use  curves  or  attempt  speed  meant  almost 
certain  defeat  with  Del  Howard  at  bat. 
Mathewson  dropped  three,  slow,  twisting, 
"fadeaway"  balls  near  the  plate,  two  of  them 
fading  until  they  hit  ihe  ground,  and  Howard 
took  three  desperate  swings  at  them,  went 
out — and  the  Giants  were  saved, 

Pitchmr'a  MIttahm  at  tin  DeeiiHng  Moment 

Pitchers  like  that  hold  the  key  to  the  situa- 
tion in  the  decisive  moments  of  great  games, 
and  upon  what  kind  of  a  ball  they  pitch  the 
result  generally  hinges,  yet  they  may  blunder 
and  be  saved  by  some  great  fielding  feat. 
Ed  Reulbach,  who  has  been  the  leading  pitcher 
of  the  National  League  for  three  years,  has  odd 
theories  about  batters,  and  he  lost  one  game 
through  a  funny  mistake.  Harry  Lumley,  now 
manager  of  Brooklyn,  is  one  of  the  best  hitters 
in  baseball,  and  Reulbach  was  intent  of  dis- 


Ea  E^ulbtch.  ih. 


pitcher  in  the  Naliooal  League  for  ihlee  yeart 


covering  his  "'weakness,"  so  one  diiy  he  went 
to  the  Brooklyn  grounds  at  noon  to  practice, 
and  there  found  Lumley  who  wa.-n't  feeling 
\-ery  well  and  was  out  early  working  andtrying 
to  get  into  trim.  Lumley's  eye  was  bad,  and 
Reulbach  after  pitching  to  him  for  half  an  hour 
thought  he  made  a  great  discovery.  On  the 
bench  that  afternoon  Reulbach  whispered  to 
Brown,  "I've  got  Lumley's  weakness.  Low 
curve,  inside  the  plate.  I  pitched  them  to  him 
half  an  hour  and  he  can't  touch  them."  '■  Vou 
may  trj-  him  with  one;  I  won't,"  remarked 
Brown.  Reulbach  pitched  against  Brooklyn  in 
the  next  .scries  in  Chicago  and  late  in  the  game 
Lumley  came  to  bat  in  the  deciding  moment. 
Kling  signaled  for  a  fa.st  high  ball.  Reulbach 
shook  his  head  and  signaled  that  he  would  pilch 
his  curve  low  and  inside.  Thedent  is  still  in  the 
sign  over  the  right  field  bleachers  where  that 
ball  struck  and  Reulbach  is  still  searching 
for  Lumle>"s  weakness. 
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Clark  Griffith, 
now  manager  of 
Cincinnati,  than 
whom  no  brainier 
pitcher  ever  h'ved, 
was  past  master  of 
handling  batters  in 
the  psychological 
moments.  Once 
in  Washington, 
with  the  Senators 
needing  a  run  to 
tie — and  with  men 
on  second  and 
third,  Al  Selbach 
came  to  bat.  Grif- 
fith's best  line  was 
tauriting  and  nag- 
ging at  batters,  de- 
laying and  "stall- 
ing" to  make  them 
nervous  and  over 
anxious.  He 
taunted  Selbach 
thus:  "You  big 
stiff,  you  couldn't 
hit  this  one  with  a 
board,"  and  then 
he  pitched  wide 
and  high,  and  he 
kept  up  that  kind 
of  work  until  two 
strikes  and  three 
bails  were  called 
and  Selbach  was 
wild  with  anxietyto 
hit,  and  rising  onto 
his  toes  with  eager- 
ness. Then  Griff,  smiling  and  exasperating,  was  so  angry  he  refused  to  jjay  the  bet  until 
said:  "Hit  this,  you  big  bloat,"  and  hedeliber-  years  afterwards  when  both  were  in  the 
ately  tossed  the  ball  underhand  toward  the  National  League.  There  is  one  more  inter- 
plate,  so  slowly  that  Selbach,  in  his  eagerness  to  esling  incident  that  stands  unique,  and  it  is 
hit,  over-balanced,  fell  to  his  hands  and  knees  one  by  which  Jimmy  Slagle  staved  off  disaster 
before  the  ball  reached  the  plate  and  was  to  the  Chicago  team  in  a  twenty-inning  battle 
called  out  on  strikes.  between    Chicago   and    Philadelphia,    which 

Griffith's  greatest  feat,  though,  was  in  a  Reulbach  finally  won  two  to  one.  Intheeigh- 
game  between  Portland  and  Seattle  in  the  old  tecnlh  inning  of  that  struggle,  with  a  runner  on 
Northwest  League,  when  he  and  the  afterwards  fir.-il  base,  ^^herwood  JIagce  dro^'e  a  hard  line 
famous  "Dad"  Clarke  were  opposing  each  hittoleftcenter.  Slagle  had  just  shoved  his  hand 
other  in  the  final  game  of  [he  season.  The  into  his  hip  pocket  to  get  his  chewing  tobacco 
game  went  fourteen  innings,  with  neither  side  when  the  ball  was  hit,  and  as  he  started  in  pur- 
able  to  score,  and  in  the  tirst  of  the  fourteenth,  suit  of  it,  he  discovered  to  his  horror  that  his 
before  a  man  was  out,  a  hit  and  two  errors  right  hand  was  caught  in  the  pocket  and  refused 
filled  the  bases  with  Portland  players.  Clarke  to  come  out.  A  quick  jerk  failed  to  release 
was  rumaging  around  the  ba.se  lines,  taunting  the  hand,  and  Slagle,  racing  on,  leaped,  stuck 
Griffith,  who  walked  out  of  the  box,  went  over  up  his  left  hand,  and  caught  the  ball,  saving  the 
to  "Dad"  and  .said,  "I'll  bet  you  $10  I  strike  Cubs.  Then  he  pulled  out  his  tobacco,  bit  off  a 
out  the  next  three  men."     He  did,  and  Clarke    piece,  and  grinned  as  [he  crowd  applauded. 
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The  Godlessness  of  New  York 
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At  {ir8t  Tvben  Francis  of  Assusi  renounced  tke  Tvorld  and  sought  to  follo'w  his  Lady 
oi  Poverty,  tke  people  said  ne  Tvas  assuredly  mad.  He  could  not  Tirliolly  convince  tke 
people  oi  kis  sincerity :  for  ke  kad  keen  a  nek  young  man.  Tke  Biskop  finally  advised 
Francis  to  give  up  all  of  kis  property. 

^^  Xo  tke  great  surprise  or  tke  cro'wd,  Francis,  instead  or  replying,  retired  to  a  room  in 
tke  Bisliop^s  palacfe,  and  immediately  reappeared  aksolutely  naked,  kolding  in  kis  kand  tke 
packet  into  virkick  ke  kad  rolled  kis  dotkes :  tkese  ke  laid  down  kefore  tke  Biskop  Tiritk  tke 
uttle  money  tkat  ke  still  kad  kept,  saying:  ^  Listen,  all  of  you,  and  understand  it  Tirell ;  until 
tkis  time  I  kave  called  Pietro  Bemardone  my  fatker,  kut  now  I  desire  to  serve  God.  Tkis 
IS  ^ky  I  return  to  kim  tkis  money,  ror  -wkick  ke  kas  given  kimselr  so  muck  troukle,  as  -well 
as  my  dotking,  and  all  tkat  I  kave  kad  from  kim,  for  from  ksncefortk  I  desire  to  say 
notking  else  tkan  Our  Fatker,  wko  art  in  Heaven.'  '^ 

Or  tkis  act  tke  ckronicle  says :  **  On  tkat  day  ke  won  for  kimselr  a  secret  sympatky  m 
many  souls.*^     And  in  a  few  years  all  Italy  ^was  at  kis  feet. 

FOLLOWING     the      presentation     last  very  general  tone  of  discontent  and  discour- 

month  in  this  magazine  of  the  "Case  agement  among  church  workers  themselves. 

Against  Trinity,"  the   question    natu-  They  feel  that  the  churches  are  somehow  in- 

rally  arises:  adequate  to  their  great  task  of  spiritual  leader- 

**What  about  other  churches  in  New  York  ship.     Something  is  felt  to  be  wanting. 

City?    Are  they,  or  any  of  them,  triumph-  The  Reverend  Charles  E.  Jefferson  of  the 

antly  successful  in  reaching  the  masses  of  the  Broadway  Tabernacle,  the  oldest  and  one  of 

people?     Do  any  of  them  sound  the  clear  note  the  largest   Congregational  churches  in  the 

of  spiritual  leadership?    Is  their  service  ade-  city,  said  last  year  in  a  sermon: 

quate  to  the  conditions  of  the  new  age  ?"  -"While  the  church   has  been   filled  with 

In  order  to  answer  these  questions  with  doubts  and   fears,  there  has  been   an   ever 

clearness  I  have  spent  many  months  visiting  deepening  estrangement  between  the  Church 

the  churches  and  missions  of  New  York  City;  and  large  classes  of  our  population.     .     .     . 

I  have  talked  with  many  clerg}'men  and  other  The  last  decade  has  been  the  most  strenuous 

leaders  in  religious  work;  I  have  visited  settle-  and  discouraging  for  Christian  workers  which 

ments,  charity  organizations  and  labor  unions  this  city  has  probably  ever  known." 

in  order  to  get  a  point  of  view  of  the  churches  Not   long   before   his   resignation,   broken 

from  the  outside;  and  finally,  I  have  made  a  down  with  overwork,   Dr.   Raimiford  of  St. 

somewhat  careful  study  of  the  abundant  lit-  George^s  Episcopal  Church  struck  the  same 

erature  issued  by  the  various  denominations  note  of  despondency — calling  attention  to  the 

regarding  church   conditions   in   New   York  falling  away  in  the  size  of  the  Sunday  congre- 

City.    In  this  article  I  shall  give  an  account  gations  in  spite  of  the  most  strenuous  activities 

of  the  general  conditions  and  tendencies  of  to  keep  the  work  at  white  heat.     The   late 

church  work  as  I  have  found  them.  Reverend  George  C.  Ix)rimer  of  the  Madison 

One  of  the  most  extraordinary  things  that  Avenue  Baptist  Church  said  in  one  of  his  last 

I  discovered  when  I  began  the  study  of  the  sermons: 

church  situation  in  New  York  City  was  the  "There  is  such  a  thing  as  a  religious  crisis 
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creased  by  300,000,  but  the  number  of  Pro- 
testant church  buildings  actually  decreased  by 
three,  the  Catholic  churches  increased  by  only 
five,  and  the  Jewish  synagogues  (buildings), 
in  spite  of  the  enormous  Jewish  immigration, 
by  eighteen. 

The  Roman  Catholic  Church  has  felt  a 
similar  loss  of  power,  not  only  in  New  York, 
but  in  other  great  American  cities.  Concern- 
ing this  tendency  we  have  the  word  of  no  less 
a  personage  than  Archbishop  Falconio,  apos- 
tolic delegate  from  the  Pope,  spoken  at  the 
first  great  missionarj-  conference  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church  in  America,  held  last  spring 
in  Chicago.     He  said: 

"  In  our  day  a  spirit  of  religious  indifferent- 
ism  and  relaxation  of  Christian  morality  is 
permeating  the  sanctuar>'  of  Christian  fami- 
lies. To  check  this  dangerous  tendency  we 
need  a  revival  of  the  true  Christian  spirit. 
Besides,  in  some  dioceses  numerous  Catholics 
are  in  want  of  priests,  churches  and  schools: 
there  are  immigrants  who  ure  in  need  of  re- 
ligious assistance." 

And  the  Roman  Catholic  is  not  more  con- 
cerned than  the  Jew.  Although  the  Jewish 
population  of  New  Vork  Cily  is  growing  rap- 
Th.fcver.ndCh«l«SiclikSj,p«inienderii<jf  jji,      ^^^^  ^^^^  disheartenment  exists  among 

lheL»borDep»nm™io(lhePteib¥<enui  Church  i        ■  l        !■    ■  i      j  /--i.   ■  ,■ 

whotaid:  ■f^oMi.n  deny  A.itl«  church  »  Jewish  religious  leaders  as  among  Christians. 

•lowly,  but  lurely  ioiii^  pound  in  the  cily"  The  Jews,  especially  of  the  younger  generation, 

show  a  growing  inclination  to  drift  away  from 
in  America,  however  much  we  may  scolT  at    the  .synagogues  and  the  teaching  of  the  fathers, 
the   idea.     Religion    is   to-day   of   very   low 
vitality." 

On*  Million  CharcUa—  ProtntaM* 

Man)-  other  New  York  ministers  have  made 
siatement.s  of  similar  tenor  which  are,  indeed, 
substantiated  more  or  less  definitely  by  the 
findings  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Walter  Laidlaw  of 
the  Fe<ieration  of  Churches,  who  has  made 
e.xtensive  sociological  and  statistical  stu<lies  of 
Church  conditions  in  New  York  Cily.  Dr. 
Laidlaw  estimated  that  in  1905  there  were 
over  a  million  {1,071,981)  churthless  Protes- 
tants in  the  city.  By  churchless  Prole>tants 
are  meant  i>eopie  whose  antecedents  were  Pro- 
testant and  who,  if  they  became  interested  in 
religious  work,  would  naturally  associate 
themselves  with  some  Protestant  church. 
Dr.  I-aidlaw  shows,  moreover,  that  the  mem- 
bership in  Protestant  churches,  in  spile  of 
rapidly  increasing  population,  has  barely  held 
its  own  in  Greater  New  York,  while  on  Man- 
hattan Island  there  has  l>een  an  actual  loss  of 
membership. 

In  the  first  five  years  of  this  decade  {1901- 
1906)  the  population  of  Manhattan  Island  in- 
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A  clear  observer,  the  Reverend  Charles 
Sielzle,  superintendent  of  the  labor  depart- 
ment of  the  Presbyterian  Church,  who  sees 
the  church  from  the  point  of  view  of  the 
workman,  says: 

"The  church  to-day  seems  to  have  arrived 
at  one  of  the  most  crucial  periods  of  her  his- 
tory. ...  No  one  can  successfully  deny 
that  the  church  is  slowly  but  surely  losing 
ground  in  the  city.  Nearly  ever)'  city  in 
America  is  witnessing  ihe  removal  of  its 
churches  from  the  densely  populated  sections 
where  the  church  is  most  needed.  Within  re- 
cent years  forty  Protestant  churches  moved 
out  of  the  district  below  Twentieth  Street  in 
New  York  City,while30o,ooo  people  moved  in. 
Alarmed  for  her  safety  and  her  very  life,  the 
church  has  sounded  a  dismal  retreat  in  the 
face  of  the  greatest  opportunity  which  has 
ever  come  to  her." 

Not  only  have  the  workin'g  classes  become 
alienated  from  the  churches,  especially  from 
the  Protestant  churches,  but  a  ver}'  large  pro- 
portion of  well-to-do  men  and  women  who  be- 
long to  the  so-called  cultured  class,  have  lost 
touch  with  church  work.  Some  retain  a  mem- 
bership, but  the  church  plays  no  vital  or 
important  part  in  their  lives.  Thousands  of 
men  and  women  who  contribute  to  the  sup- 
port of  the  churches,  yet  allow  no  church  duly 
to  interfere  with  the  work  or  pleasures  of  their 
daily   lives.     They   are   neither   inspired    nor 


I>Dcto[  Chulei  E.  JeSerxin.  Putor  bS  ihe  Brcud- 
way  Tabernacle,  who  uid  :  "  The  lut  decade  hai 
been  the  mm)  ttrenuout  and  ditcoinaging  (or  CKriit. 
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inded.  And  what  is  more,  this  indif- 
ferentism  is  by  no  means  confined  to  the 
"wicked  city"  but  prevails  throughout  Ihe 
countrj',  in  small  towns  and  villages  as  well 
as  in  large  cities — e.xcept  possibly  in  a  few  lo- 
calities where  "rerivals"  have  recently  stirred 
the  people. 

Such,  in  general,  are  the  conditions  at  the 
present  time,  to  which  the  church  leaders 
themseh-es  are  the  strongest  witnesses.  V\'c 
may  now  look  into  the  causes  of  this  decline 
of  church  influence:  narrowing  our  study  in 
the  present  article  to  the  Protestant  churches. 

Flight  of  thm  ChuTthtm  Away  from  Ih*  Peo/Jm 

One  of  the  most  evident  tendencies  of  Pro-, 
testantism  in  New  York  City  has  been  the 
movement  of  the  churches  uptown,  or  out  of 
town,  following  the  movement  of  the  rich  or 
well-to-do  people.  In  fact,  the  Protestant 
churches  for  over  a  century  ha\-e  been  in  a 
constant  condition  of  flight  a"'ay  from  the 
common  people.  Where  poor  people,  or  for- 
eigners, or  Jews  moved  in,  the  Protestant 
churches  mo\'ed  out.  .Apparently  they  were 
afraid  of  foreigners,  afraid  of  ihe  poor,  afraid 
of  Jews,  afraid  of  Catholics. 
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But  the  churches,  though  in  constant  flight,  later  the  Episcopal  denomination  on  its  own 

always  looked  back.     They  did  not  leave  the  account  organized  the  City  Mission  Society, 
masses  of  the  people  without  qualms  of  con-        Not  for  a  moment  would  I  minimize  the 

science.    They  felt  that,  as  Christians,  they  work  done  through  many  years  and  still  being 

had  a  duty  to  perform  toward  the  poor  and  done  by  these  organizations,  but  the  fact  re- 

the  foreigner,  though  they  did  not  want  the  mains  that  they  were  institutions  paid  by  the 

poor  or  the  foreigner   in   their  comfortable  churches  to  perform  the  service  of  human 

churches.    They    wanted    to    help    him — on  brotherhood^"  to    visit    the    fatherless    and 


Doctor  WillUm  S.  Riimfonl,  for  maoy  y«»  the  much  loved  rector  of  St. 
George')  Church.  Bdore  he  letiicd.  >  few  yean  ago.  he  called  attention  to  the 
lalling  aviajr  ia  the  lize  of  (he  Sunday  eongregatioiu  in  ipite  of  all  the  activitiet 

their  own  terms  and   at   a   respectable  dis-  widows" — which    the    churches    themselves 

tance.  would  not  or  did  not  do. 

To  fulfill  what  they  felt  to  be  a  duty  toward  In  the  si.vties  the  population  in  the  lower 

the  poor,  the  Protestant  churches  long  ago  de-  part  of  the  city  had  grown  so  dense  that  it 

vised  a  business-like  plan  for  "'saving"  them,  was  fell  that  more  efficient  means  must  be 

A  number  of  the  denominations  came  together  taken  to  reach,  religiously,  the  masses  of  the 

in   1825  and  organized  the  New  York  City  jieople.     Accordingly  the  Mission  and  Tract 

Mission  and  Tract  Society;  and  a  few  years  Society  began  building  mission  chapels— the 
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first,     Olivet    Memorial    Church,    in    1867.  ^^w  the  work  of  some  of  them  has  recently 

They  planned  to  take  over  more  of  the  work  been   improved.    I   am   merely  making  the 

of  salvation,   assuming,   indeed,  the  general  point  that  they  did  not,  after  all,  reach  or  in- 

territory  below  Fourteenth  Street  on  the  East  fluence  any  considerable  number  of  people. 

Side.     Since  then  they  have  largely  extended  Children  came,  and  women  and  a  few  men, 

their  work.  but  the  population  at  large  was  apathetic,  if 

Two  things  happened  after  this.     First,  a  not  openly  hostile.     An  old  mission  worker 

still  more  rapid  hegira  of  the  churches  from  told  me  that  it  was  a  common  gibe  among  the 

the  lower  part  of  the  city  to  the  comfortable  people  of  the  neighborhood  in  his  earlier  days 

residence  districts  uptown.     In  the  forty  years  to  ask  of  a  person  seen  going  to  the  chapel : 

after  1867  no  fewer  than  seventy-two  churches  "Have  you  got  your  basket  with  you  ?" 

and  missions  moved  uptown  or  perished.   The  Many  excuses  are  made  by  the  Protestant 

following  are  the  denominations:  churches  for  theij;-  present  discouraging  and 

decadent  condition  in  New  York  City.     No 

Baptist....... II    Episcopal...........  12  one  wiU  deny  that  the  situation  has  been  enor- 

ConirTesational i     Dutch  Reformed  ... .     5  1     j-n:     i-t  ^             ^      rni.            j       £  -n 

Methodist 16    Universalist 2  mously  difficult  to  meet.     Thousands  of  Ro- 

Presbyterian 14    Others 11  man  Catholics  and  Jews  have  been  pouring 

into  the  city  every  year  and  settling  districts 
In  short,  there  has  been  a  gradual  separa-  formerly  occupied  by  Protestants:  a  self-ab- 
tion,  a  drawing  apart,  of  the  churches  of  the  sorbed,  amusement-loving  city  life  is  difficult 
rich,  and  the  chapels  and  missions  of  the  poor,  to  reach  religiously:  and  to  a  large  extent  the 
After  1867,  indeed,  this  tendency  was  greatly  population  is  in  a  state  of  flux,  moving  about 
accelerated  by  the  development  of  dependent  so  rapidly  that  it  is  difficult  indeed  for  a 
missions  by  the  rich  Protestant  churches  church  to  keep  in  touch  with  its  people, 
which  had  moved  to  the  comfortable  uptown  Yet,  while  all  these  difficulties  are  recognized, 
residence  districts.  Either  the  consciences  of  the  fact  remains  that  the  Pr6testant  churches 
the  leaders  were  troublesome,  or  else  they  have  been  losing  ground  in  New  York — have 
looked  with  apprehension  to  the  establishment  failed  to  meet  the  great  problem  of  the  twen- 
of  non-denominational  churches  by  the  Mis-  tieth  century  city.  Even  if  the  Protestant 
sion  and  Tract  Society:  at  any  rate  the  move-  leaders  would  admit  that  their  faith  is  not 
ment  toward  building  missions  for  the  poor  broad  and  deep  enough  to  apply  to  any  but  a 
was  widespread.  The  rich  churches  usually  certain  class  of  well-to-do  people  of  Anglo- 
paid  for  everything  outright.  They  furnished  Saxon  or  Teutonic  stock,  which  of  course  no 
the  church,  they  hired  the  minister,  they  paid  Protestant  will  admit,  the  fact  remains  that  the 
for  the  music — and  then  they  marveled  be-  Protestant  churches  have  not  been  able  to 
cause  the  poor  did  not  flock  into  the  missions  maintain  even  the  allegiance  of  their  own 
and  be  converted.  It  is  a  fact  that  many  of  people.  As  Dr.  Laidlaw  shows  in  the  statistics 
these  missions  have  had  a  precarious  and  dis-  I  have  already  referred  to,  there  were  in  1905 
couraging  career.  The  Rev.  Gaylord  S.  White,  over  1,000,000  nominal  Protestants  in  New 
of  Union  Theological  Seminary,  who  has  Seen  York  City  who  had  no  church  affiliations.  On 
much  of  the  work  of  church  missions,  says  of  the  other  hand,  they  have  been  practically  un- 
them :  able  to  reach  any  of  the  enormous  Jewish  popu- 
lation, although  a  large  proportion  of  the  Jews 
FaSiare  of  MtMBton  ChapeU  — eighty  per  cent,  in  some  parts  of  the  city- 
are  themselves  alienated  from  their  syna- 
"The  misconceived  mission  chapel,  unat-  gogues.  Through  foreign-speaking  mission- 
tractive  and  often  positively  mean  in  appear-  aries,  the  Protestants  have  reached  a  few 
ance,  but  *good  enough  for  the  poor'  and  Roman  Catholics;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
fitted  out  with  a  pastor  to  match — the  whole  the  Roman  Catholics  have  probably  reached 
thing  undemocratic  and  insulting  in  its  im-  quite  as  many  Protestants, 
plications  to  the  intelligence  and  self-depen-  It  is  advanced  as  an  explanation  of  the  con- 
dence  of  the  workingman — has  been  a  dismal  ditions  that  the  Protestants  have  migrated  in 
failure."  large  numbers  to  the  suburbs  where  they  have 
But  the  uptown  churches,  having  paid  their  built  up  thrifty  churches — but  this  is  not  so 
money  for  mission  work  among  the  poor,  were  much  an  excuse  as  a  further  illustration  of  the 
apparently  content.  flight  of  the  Protestant  churches  away  from 
Be  it  far  from  me  to  decry  the  unselfish  the  poorer  people.  Attempts  have  been  made 
work  often  done  by  earnest  men  and  women  to  interest  the  suburban  churches  in  the  con- 
in  these  missions,  nor  shall  I  fail  later  to  show  ditions  in  the  crowded  districts  of  New  York, 
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but  so  far  practically  with  no  success.    Al-  century  into  which  we  have  come,  of  the  city 

though    the    members    of    these    suburban  in  which  we  live,  of  the  denomination  to 

churches  come  into  New  York  every  day,  em-  which  we  belong,  its  traditions,  its  history,  its 

ploy  more  or  less  directly  many  of  the  people  spirit;  worthy  of  the  cooperation  of  all  our 

of   the   crowded   districts,   and   make   their  people,  challenging  our  largest  loyalty,  our 

money  in  the  city,  yet  theiy  apparently  feel  no  most  venturesome  courage,  and  our  unshrink- 

responsibility  for  religious  conditions  there.  ing  faith.    ...    All  the  methods  employed 

Naturally,    this    flight    of    the    Protestant  have  been  simple  and  straightforward.    The 

churches,   or  their  lack   of   adaptability   to  strong  motive  of  self-interest  was  appealed  Xo, 

modem  conditions,  has  not  gone  unnoted.    In  for  self-interest  is  always  stronger  than  public 

a  very  true  sense  the  Protestant  churches  and  interest." 

Protestant   doctrines  are  on  trial — as  many  Yes,  the  methods  have  been  simple  and 

religious  leaders  recognize.  straightforward,    and    self-interest    has   been 

appealed  to. 


How  the  ChureheM  Met  Their  Problem 


A  Cathedral  of  the  Rich,  for  the  Rich- 


'  Years  ago,  the  uptown  independent  churches 

which  of  course  dominate  their  respective  de-  Another  expression  of  the  same  tendency  is 

nominations  in  the  city,  began  to  feel  that  or-  to  be  found  in  the  upbuilding  of  enormous 

dinary  mission  work  was  not  enough.    What  and  costly  churches,  cathedrals  and  parish 

was  the  trouble?    This  was  a  question  fa-  houses.    The  new  cathedral  of  St.  John  the 

miliarly  asked  in  public  and  religious  con-  Divine  (Episcopal)  is  a  notable  example  of 

ferences:  it  was  discussed  with  heat  in  re-  what  I  mean.     Set  ujx)n  the  top  of  a  hill  five 

ligious  journals — and  variously  answered.  miles  up  the  Hudson  River  from  lower  Man- 

The  first  instinct  of  the  rich,  whether  indi-  hattan  Island,  it  is  isolated  in  every  possible 

viduals  or  a  church,  when  really  troubled,  is  way  from  the  crowded  centers  of  px)pulation. 

to  give  more  money.    Money  to  the  rich  some-  An  enormous,  pretentious  structure,  it  will 

how  seems  the  universal  explanation.  probably  cost  when  completed  over  $20,000,- 

And  this  was  the  method  first  attempted  in  000.    It  has  been  constructed  in  imitation  of 

New  York  City.    When  an  institution  is  young  the  great  cathedrals  of  Europe,  but  instead  of 

it  possesses  abounding  vitality,  it  has  hope  and  being  a  people's  church,  paid  for  by  the  people 

faith,  it  is  more  or  less  oblivious  to  material  ex-  and  growing  out  of  a  passionate  religious  and 

pression  or  to  material  comfort.    But  when  democratic  impulse,  as  did  those  wonderful 

the  institution  grows  old  and  fearful,  begins  to  old  cathedrals,  this  huge  and  costly  temple, 

lose  its  confident  hold  upon  life,  instinctively  it .  built  by  the  subscriptions  and  bequests  of  rich 

seeks  to  replace  its  failing  vigor  with  material  men  and  rich  churches,  is  indeed  far  removed 

proofs  of  its  greatness  and  px)wer.    As  the  from  the  spirit  of  the  age.    Says  Paul  Sabatier 

spirit  dies  down,  stone  buildings  rise  up.    As  I  of  the  middle  age  cathedrals: 

have  gone  among  Protestant  churches  in  New  "The  cathedrals  were  the  lay  churches  of 

York,  as  I  have  studied  their  abundant  litera-  the  thirteenth  century.    Built  by  the  people 

ture,  I  have  discovered  both  clerg)'men  and  lay-  for  the  people,  they  were  originally  the  true 

workers  in  many  cases  devoting  a  very  large  common  house  of  our  old  cities.    Museums, 

part  of  their  time,  not  to  progressive  religious  granaries,  chambers  of  commerce,   halls  of 

work,  but  to  getting  together  huge  sums  of  justice,   depositories   of   archives,    and   even 

money  which,  put  out  at  interest,  will  support  labor    exchanges,    they    were    all    these    at 

the  work  of  their  churches.    No  longer  able  to  once." 

command  the  enthusiastic  allegiance  and  the  How  far  is  the  Cathedral  of  St.  John  from 
willing  offerings  of  the  people,  they  resort  to  the  realizing  any  such  democratic  idea, 
ready  alternati^'e  of  interest-bearing  stocks  and  Nor  is  this  movement  toward  great  build- 
bonds.                                                         •  ings  confined  to  the  Episcopal  Church:  the 

The  struggle  for  money,  indeed,  is  often  Presbyterians  have  been  trying  to  raise  money 

fierce  enough!    Here,  for  example,  is  the  plea  to  endow  one  of  their  churches  in  Fifth  Ave- 

in  a  Methodist  publication  on  behalf  of  the  nue  as  a  sort  of  Presbyterian  cathedral,  and 

*' twentieth  century   movement"   among  the  some  of  the  newer  churches  of  other  denom- 

churches  of  New  York:  inations  are  of  exceeding  gorgeousness  and 

'*This  movement  is  primarily  an  effort  to  costliness, 
secure  money.    The  goal  fixed,  a  Million  for  No,  there  is  no  lack  of  money.    The  Pro- 
Metropolitan   Methodism,   makes  the  enter-  testants  have  the  money  and  they  are  willing 
I)rise  a  worthy  one,  worthy  of  the  marvelous  to  expend  it.    More  money  is  put  into  Pro- 
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tcstant  church  work  now  than  ever  before;  but  ment  a  member  of  the  Sunday-school  Com- 

in   spite  of   (Iiis    inflow,   the  churches   have  mission  said: 

steadily  lost  influence.  "Great  parishes  on  Manhattan  Island  are 

Although   the  population  of  the  city  has  losing  their  schools,  or  some  of  them   are. 

been  increasing,  although  the  number  of  mis-  Children  of  well-to-do  parents  rarely  attend, 

sions  and  missionary  workers  has  risen,  al-  and  even  the  less  well-to-do  are  growing  in- 

though  the  amount  of  money  expended  has  creasingly  careless.     New  York  is  the  lai^est 

increased,  the  report  of  the  Methodist  Church  and  among  the  first  to  suffer.     The  trouble 

Extension  Society  of  New  York  City  for  1908  extends,  however,  to  the  whole  country, 

will  show  that  the  mission  church  and  Sun-  "Ask  parents  ihe  cause.    The  situation  is 

day-school    membership    of    this    progressive  discouraging,  and  nowhere  is  it  more  so  than 

denomination  has  been  slowly  declining.  in  this  city.     With  thousands  of  dollars  ex- 

Numbfrof  pended,  and  with  children  in  vast  numbers, 

M^ffiim^^'d   '*"™j'^      o^Co^  Sunda'y'sJhooi  ^^^  church  is  not  getting  hold  of  them.     Oiir 

oiher       Hembera      vHsions      Scholars  failure  to  do  SO  in  this  generation  will  be  felt 

1890      ""^"*        ^^^^^           J  jgj            J  j^j  jn  church  membership  records  in  the  next." 

i8q5           15           3',4"65           :ic8j           b,a,<^  It  has  long  been  said  by  Protestants:  "If 

'9«'           n           3.54S              531            4,054  we  can  oniv  get  the  children  we  are  all  right," 

I»7           %           aliie              "o           "  wJ  **"'  "*^"  ""^  Sunday-school  is  now  failing. 

One  is  likely  to  form  the  hasiy  conclusion 

While  some  of  the  Methodist  missions  of  that  because  the  Protestant  churches  are  not 

1890  are   now   self-supporting  churches,   the  reaching  the  people  that  therefore  there  are 

fact  remains  that  the  mission  work  of  1907  not  enough  churches:  that  more  should  be 

was  not  as  productive  for  the  church,  as  a  opened,  that  none  should  be  closed:  in  short, 

church,  as  that  of  1890.  Ihat   the   Protestants   are   niggardly   in    their 

The  same  tendency  is  shown  in  nearly  all  support  of  churrhes.  Mv  own  first  impres- 
other  denominations.  For  example,  in  the  sron  when  I  began  my  inquin-  was  that  New 
Episcopal  Church,  Sunday-school  enrollment,  York  was  underchurched ;  but  I  soon  came  to 
which  is  a  good  barometer  of  church  interest,  the  conclusion  that  the  cilv  to-day  is  not  only 
has  been  falling  away  in  spite  of  the  utmost  not  underchurched,  but  decidedly  overchunhed 
activity  to  maintain  it.  Here  are  the  recent  —I  mean  so  far  as  audience  rooms  for  Sun- 
figures  for  New  York  diocese:  day  worship  are  concerned.  I  have  visited  a 
Sunday  Sch col  enrollmeni  in  1500 44,126  large  number  of  churches  of  all  denominations 

][          II             'I             '904 4,1,974  during  the  past  year:  I  have  attended  morning, 

'^"^ 38.840  afternoon  and  evening  se^^'ices,  and  in  all  that 

Of  this  falling  off  in  Sunday-school  enroll-  timel  havebeen  present  atonlyacomparatively 
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few  services  at  which  the  church  could  be  said  the  united  clergy  of  various  cities  campaign, 
to  be  even  well  filled.  One  of  these  services  was  ing  with  enthusiasm  against  Sunday  baseball, 
at  the  church  of  the  Paulist  Fathers  (Roman  Sunday  concerts,  vaudeville  and  moving  pic- 
Catholic),  where  at  the  close  of  a  three  weeks'  ture  performances — ^the  amusements  of  the 
mission  there  were  2,300  people  crowded  into  jx)or. 

a  church  which  seats  about  1,900.  Another  Now,  I  am  not  entering  into  the  question  of 
service  was  at  an  uptown  Christian  Science  vaudeville  theaters,  moving-picture  shows  and 
church.  Another  was  a  noon  Lenten  service  the  like  (no  doubt  they  are  bad  enough  and 
in  Old  Trinity.  I  am  speaking  here  of  the  or-  need  to  be  closely  looked  after)  nor  am  I  even 
dinary  religious  services;  at  Easter,  when  ex-  inquiring  why  the  expensive  Sunday  automo- 
traordinary  musical  programs  and  beautiful  biling,  yachting,  opera  concerts,  and  golf  of 
displays  of  flowers  are  provided,  when  it  is  the  rich  are  not  as  evil  in  their  results  as  the 
fashionable  to  go  to  church,  many  of  the  baseball  and  vaudevilles  of  the  poor — I  am 
churches  are  crowded.  On  the  other  hand,  I  merely  illustrating  this  tendency  to  preach  and 
have  been  at  services  where  the  audiences  organize  against  things,  instead  of  preaching 
were  so  painfully  small  that  it  was  hard  to  and  organizing  for  things.  If  they  could  do 
understand  how  the  minister  had  the  heart  to  away  with  Sunday  vaudeville,  Sunday  base- 
go  on  with  his  sermon.  In  one  Protestant  ball,  Sunday  concerts — what  next  ?  How  would 
church  on  the  East  Side,  one  Sunday  mom-  they  supply  the  deficiency  ?  The  people  won't 
ing  not  long  ago,  I  found  just  fourteen  people  come  to  church  any^'ay.  About  the  only  time 
in  the  audience  including  myself.  It  was  a  the  workingman  really  feels  the  church  is  when 
good  sized  church,  heated  for  the  occasion,  the  church  tries  to  take  away  some  of  his 
with   an  organist   and   a  choir,   besides  the  pleasures! 

clergyman  who  preached  the  sermon.     One  is  But  another  group  of  church  leaders  have 

almost   driven   to  the  conclusion  sometimes  hesitatingly  taken  quite  another  course.   They 

that  an  endowment  is  the  worst  possible  jx)s-  have    begun    to    suspect    that    possibly    the 

session  a  church  can  have:  for  it  makes  it  un-  churches    were    wrong — radically    wrong    in 

necessary  for  the  church  to  rejx)rt  constantly  their  spirit  and   methods.     As  one  minister 

to  the  people,  or  to  draw  its  life  blood  from  the  put  it  to  me  directly: 

people.     Not  only  rich  churches  like  Trinity  "We  discovered  that  the  giving  of  money 

are  paralyzed  by  their  money,  but  numerous  was  not  enough.     We  had  to  go  deeper." 

small  churches,   like  the   Duane  Methodist  Another  said: 

Church  in  Hudson  Street,  and  the  Emmanuel  "We  are  giving  up  the  idea  that  it  is  suffi- 
Baptist  Church  in  SuflFolk  Street,  live  a  mis-  cient  to  get  people  into  a  church  building  and 
erable,  hopeless  existence,  spending  their  in-  teach  them  a  doctrine.  We  must  do  some- 
come,  it  is  true,  but  more  dead  than  alive,  thing  more." 

This  does  not  mean,  of  course,  that  there  are  This  feeling  that  "we  must  do  something," 
not  plenty  of  people  of  all  sorts  and  of  every  that  the  church  must  produce  works,  de- 
denomination  swarming  about,  but  that  these  veloped  in  some  instances  into  a  passion  for 
people  don't  go  to   church.  "efficiency."    I  know  churches  to-day  where 

the  word  "efficiency"  has  become  a  sort  of 

What  Shail  the  Church  Do  fetich :  and  I  know  more  than  one  worker  who 

is  half  killing  himself  with  his  varied  activities. 

Why  don't  they  go  to  church  ?     What  shall  They  must  at  all  events  do  something.     But 

the  church  do  ?  what  shall  they  do  ? 

Ujx)n  this  question  of  doing,  the  ministry  They  do  not  realize  that  efficiency  of  itself 

has    divided    itself    roughly    into    two    great  is   nothing,   that   mere   "doing"   is   nothing, 

classes.     One  has  sought  to  save  the  church  For  there  can  be  no  real  efficiency  without 

by  strengthening  the  institution  as  it  is  at  vision.     Unless  a  man  knows  to  what  end  he 

present:  this,  indeed,  was  naturally  the  first  is  working,  what  shall  all  his  arduous  days 

impulse.     Many   church    leaders   have   been  and  sleepless  nights  profit  him  ? 
seeking  endowments,  building  more  churches 

and  parish  houses,  preaching  more  energetic-  Can  the  ChurcheM  Get  Back  to  the  People  ? 
ally.     And  like  any  institutional  group  under 

pressure,  its  position  has  often  been  one  of  There  has  been,  indeed,  no  lack  of  experi- 

denial  and  opposition.     Having  no  power  of  mentation  during  the  last  ten  or  fifteen  years 

prophecy,  no  triumphant  message,  it  has  scat-  among  a  growing  group  of  thoughtful  pro- 

tered   its  energies  in  preaching  and  working  gressives.     Though    it    is   difficult    to   break 

against  various  minor  evils.     Thus  we  find  away  from  tradition,  many  Protestant  churches 


The  Godlessness  of  New  York — By  Ray  Stannard  Baker  125 

have  been  doing  it.     It  was  a  decided  innova-  content.     Moreover,  where  the  experiments 

tion  when  men  like  Rainsford  in  the  Episcopal  are  tried,    the    same    sorts    of   work — clubs, 

Church,    and    Judson    among   the    Baptists,  classes,  baths,  gymnasiums,  to  say  nothing  of 

added  to  their  church  work  such  accessories  bodily  healing  and  socialist  discussions,  are 

as  carpenter  shops,  gymnasiums,  baths,  and  being  done  and  often  better  done  by  other 

parlors,  and  organized  all  sorts  of  clubs  and  agencies — ^such  as  the  settlements  and  schools, 

classes.     It  was  surely  a  drastic  and  original  Some  of  the  churches  which  made  a  fine  start 

step  when  men  like  Worcester  in  Boston,  and  in  institutional  work  are  already  finding  it 

Batten  in  New  York,  turned  their  attention  to  difficult  to  maintain  that  work  with  any  great 

healing  sick  bodies,  as  well  as  sick  souls.     I  enthusiasm.     Dr.  Batten  and  other  clergymen 

have  described  the  Emmanuel  Movement  in  a  who  with  rare  energy  have  been  trying  the 

former  number  of  this  magazine.     In  another  Emmanuel  Movement   have  attracted   more 

church,   the  Church  of   the  Ascension,   Mr.  people  to  their  churches — but  they  are  prac- 

Irvine,  a  Socialist,  addresses  a  large  audience  tically  all  Protestants  drawn  away  from  other 

every  Sunday  evening,  and  a  socialistic  dis-  Protestant  churches.     I  say  this  in  no  spirit  of 

cussion  is  held  afterward — surely,  an  unusual  carping  criticism,  but  merely  as  a  statement  of 

activity  for  the  church.     Another  Episcopal  conditions.    A  small  group  of  people,  already 

Church,  St.  George's,  which  numbers  among  socialists,  attend  and  enjoy  the  addresses  and 

its  members  some  of  the  richest  men  in  New  socialist  discussions  at  the  Church  of  the  As- 

York,  holds  a  revival  and  the  clergymen  and  cension. 
the  choir,  with  all  the  congregation,  goes  out 

and  marches  singing  in  the  streets  to  gather  FaUnre  of  Reoivaia  in  New  York  CUy 
in  the  people  from  the  by-ways  and  hedges. 

These  unusual  new  activities  are  but  a  few  As  for  revivals,  although  some  of  the  greatest 
examples  of  many  experiments  which  the  revivalists  in  the  world,  men  like  "Gypsy" 
Protestant  churches  are  now  trying.  I  shall  Smith  and  W.  B.  Dawson,  have  recently  con- 
pass  them  over  here,  hoping  in  the  future  to  ducted  extended  services  in  New  York,  prac- 
consider  more  fully  the  institutional  church,  tically  nothing  has  been  accomplished.  A  few 
the  modem  revival,  and  like  activities.  backsliding  Protestants  have  been  reached,  but, 
When  summed  up,  all  these  movements  broadly  speaking,  the  situation  remains  un- 
mean   just    one   thing:   that   the   Protestant  changed. 

churches,  having  fled  from  the  common  peo-  All  the  new  devices,  indeed,  taken  together, 
pie,  are  trying  various  constructive  measures  have  not  prevented  the  steady  decline  of 
for  getting  back  to  the  common  people.  They  church  influence,  nor  have  they  changed,  as 
are  trying  new  ways  of  serving  the  people,  yet,  the  tone  of  disheartehment  with  which 
whether  with  carpenter  shop's,  baths,  bodily  many  Protestant  leaders  look  u(X)n  the  situa- 
healing  or  socialist  discussions:  And  all  of  tion.  A  million  or  more  Protestants  are  still 
them  are  full  of  significance.  They  are  signs  outside  of  Protestant  church  influence,  to  say 
of  that  spirit  of  humility,  that  willingness  to  do  nothing  of  the  Roman  Catholics  and  Jewish 
service,  which  always  accompanies  the  appear-  people.  Dr.  Worcester  of  Boston,  who  has 
ance  of  new  truth.  Each  contains  a  funda-  had  one  of  the  most  active  institutional 
mentally  valuable  idea,  each  is  leading  men  churches  in  the  country,  strikes  a  common 
and  women  toward  a  new  vision  of  the  high  note  of  discouragement  when  he  says: 
place  which  the  church  should  occupy  in  our  "I  have  heard  many  of  the  ablest  and  most 
modem  life.  conscientious  clergymen  of  our  church  con- 
When  I  began  this  inquiry  all  these  move-  fess  with  tears  that  they  are  doing  this  work 
ments  loomed  large  upon  the  horizon,  for  they  with  a  sense  of  despondency  and  humiliation 
have  had  wide  secular  publicity,  and  they  because  they  do  not  feel  that  they  are  giving 
have  been  eagerly  hailed  and  enthusiastically  the  people  the  best  they  have  to  give, 
commended  in  certain  progressive  church  "In  other  words,  the  church  of  Christ  can- 
circles.  But  viewing  the  whole  field,  as  well  not  maintain  and  propagate  itself  by  anything 
as  studying  specific  neighborhoods  and  spe-  less  comprehensive,  less  spiritual  and  tre- 
cific  churches,  I  have  been  surprised  to  find  mendous  than  the  Christian  religion,  and  the 
how  little,  after  all,  the  real  religious  situation  plain  truth  is  we  are  not  bringing  the  full 
has  been  changed  by  all  the  devices  so  far  at-  force  of  our  religion  to  bear  upon  the  hearts 
tempted.  In  the  first  place,  comparatively  and  lives  of  the  people." 
few  churches  among  the  hundreds  in  New  In  all  this  work,  indeed,  there  is  no  resist- 
York,  have  attempted  any  of  the  new  work,  less  or  triumphant  note  of  faith.  Many  of 
The  majority  of  the  churches  are  still  simply  the  experiments  are  timid  and  soon  becomr 
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apologetic,  and  in  nearly  all  cases  the  new  sued,  one  a  study  of  workingmen's  budgets  in 

movements  spring  up,  not  as  the  common  in-  New  York,  by  Prof   Robert  Coit  Chapin  of 

spiration  of  a  denomination,  or  even  of  a  Beloit  College:  another  a  report  of  industrial 

single  church,  but  are  the  result  of  some  in-  conditions  in  the  city  of  Pittsburgh  by  a  staff 

dividual  inspiration.     There  is  no  group  im-  of  trained  investigators.     Both  of  these  re- 

pelus.    It    was    not    the    Episcopal    Church  jx)rts   show   conclusively   that   a   very   large 

which  spoke  in  the  Emmanuel  Movement  (the  number  of  the  people  in  our  great  cities  are 

Bishop  is  reported  to  "tolerate"  it),  but  a  chronically  overworked  and  underfed.     Many 

single  bold-hearted  man.    A  Parkhurst  springs  of    the    families    investigated    for    Professor 

into  feverish  activity  and  accomplishes  results,  Chapin's  book  had  incomes  so  small  that  it  is 

not  because  he  is  a  Presbyterian,  or  because  a  difficult  to  believe  that  human  beings  could 

great  church  is  behind  him   (a  good  many  exist  on  them  without  outside  help.    There 

church  people  were  against  him),  but  because  was  also  a  considerable  percentage  of  actual 

he  is  a  strong  individual,  fired  with  a  zeal  for  underfeeding — even   among   those   of   higher 

social  betterment.  incomes. 

And  Dr.  Edward  T.  Devine  gives  this  sum- 

Do  FroieMiantM  BeUeue  Thmir  Own  Creeds  7  mary  of  the  findings  (in  part)  of  the  Pittsburgh 

survey  which  will  apply  with  more  or  less 

The  Protestant  churches,  as  churches,  may  force  to  conditions  of  the  working  class  in  all 

be  said,  indeed,  to  have  no  longer  any  very  American  cities: 

positive  convictions  or  any  very  definite  pro-  "An  altogether  incredible  amount  of  over- 
gram.  They  no  longer  believe  their  own  work  by  everybody,  reaching  its  extreme  in 
creeds,  and  the  old  fervor  of  hostility  with  the  twelve-hour  shift  for  seven  days  in  the 
which  they  becudgeled  one  another  (a  sign  of  week  in  the  steel  mills  and  the  railway  switch 
life  at  least)  has  departed.     No  longer  fight-  yards. 

ing  one  another,  neither  do  they  unite:  there  "Low  wages  for  the  great  majority  of  the 
is  no  fire  to  fuse  them.  Scarcely  two  minis-  laborers  employed  by  the  mills,  so  low  as  to 
ters,  let  alone  two  denominations,  agree  either  be  inadequate  for  the  maintenance  of  a  nor- 
on  doctrine  or  on  methods  of  work.  A  "Fed-  mal  American  standard  of  living, 
eration  of  Churches  "  exists  in  New  York,  but  "  Still  lower  wages  for  women, 
it  is  hardly  more  than  the  activity  of  one  en-  "An  absentee  capitalism,  with  bad  effects 
ergetic  man  whose  valuable  statistical  studies  strikingly  analogous  to  those  of  absentee  land- 
of  chuixrh  conditions  have  been  financed  by  lordism  of  which  Pittsburgh  furnishes  note- 
contributions  from  various  denominations.     It  worthy  examples. 

has  almost  no  significance  as  a  directing  or  "The  destruction  of  family  life,  not  in  any 

centralizing  power.  imaginary  or  mystical  sense,  but  by  the  de- 

I  have  said  that  the  Protestant  churches,  mands  of  the  "day's  work  and  by  the  very  de- 
having  been  withdrawing  from  the  common  monstrable  and  material  method  of  typhoid 
people  for  a  hundred  years,  are  now  trying  to  fever  and  industrial  accidents,  both  prevent- 
get  back.  To  this  end  they  have  given  much  able,  but  costing  in  single  years  in  Pittsburgh 
money:  it  has  not  availed.  Neither  has  considerably  more  than  a  thousand  lives,  and 
charity  re-established  them,  nor  mission  chapels,  irretrievably  shattering  nearly  as  many  homes." 
nor  even  carpenter  shops,  clubs,  classes^  gym-  At  the  same  time  that  this  condition  exists 
nasiums,  socialist  discussions,  nor  revival.  among  the  working  people,  wealth  has  been 

increasing,  the  "steel  magnates,"  the  "rail- 

y/hat  is  Reatty  the  Trouble  with  the  Churehee?  road  kings,"  the  "coal  and  oil  barons,"  have 

been  growing  richer  and  richer.     Along  with 

What,  then,  is  the  trouble?  discomfort    in    the    tenements    have    grown 

The  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  said  recently  elaborate  luxuries,  elaborate  amusements  in 
that  he  worked  seventeen  hours  a  day  and  the  homes,  hotels,  and  clubs  of  the  rich.  Nor 
had  no  time  left  to  form  an  opinion  as  to  the  need  we  go  to  any  socialist  agitator  to  draw 
solution  of  the  problem  of  the  unemployed,  the  conclusions:  we  have  it  from  the  scientific 
To  which  Keir  Hardie  replied  that  "a  religion  experts  of  the  Pittsburgh  survey  in  these  words: 
which  demands  seventeen  hours  a  day  for  or-  "The  contrast,  which  does  not  become 
ganization  and  leaves  nothing  for  a  single  blurred  by  familiarity  with  detail,  but,  on  the 
thought  about  starving  and  despairing  men,  contrary,  becomes  more  vivid  as  the  outlines 
women  and  children,  has  no  message  for  this  are  filled  in — the  contrast  between  the  pros- 
age."  perity  on  the  one  hand  of  the  most  prosperous 

Two  remarkable  reports  have  just  been  is-  of  all  the  communities  of  our  Western  civili- 
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zation,  with  its  vast  natural  resources,  the        "The  world,"  says  the  Rev.  Dr.  Cochran, 

generous  fostering  of  government,  the  human  of  Philadelphia,  "will  not  be  satisfied  with 

energy,   the   technical   development,   the   gi-  our  religious  professions  until  we  attack  the 

gantic  tonnage  of  the  mines  and  mills,  the  causes  of  (X)verty  and  disease  with  the  same 

enormous  capital  of  which  the  bank  balances  enthusiasm  and  persistency  that  we  palliate 

afford  an  indication;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  the  symptoms." 
the  neglect  of  life,  of  health,  of  physical  vigor, 

even  of  the  industrial  efficiency  of  the  indi-       New  York  Overehurched  But  Underworked 
vidual. 

"Certainly  no  community  before  in  America        I  have  said  that  New  York  is  at  present 

or  Europe  has  ever  had  such  a  surplus,  and  overehurched  rather  than  underchurched:  but 

never  before  has  a  great  community  applied  I  might  with  equal  truth  say  that  New  York, 

what  it  had  so  meagerly  to  the  rational  pur-  religiously,    is    extraordinarily    underworked, 

poses  of  human  life.     Not  by  gifts  of  libraries,  Everywhere!  went  I  heard  the  same  plea: 
galleries,  technical  schools  and  parks,  but  by        "If  we  could  only  get  a  few  more  helpers! 

the  cessation  of  toil  one  day  in  seven  and  six-  What  we  need  is  workers." 
teen  hours  in  the  twenty-four,  by  the  increase       This  I   have  heard  not  only  among  the 

of  wages,  by  the  sparing  of  lives,  by  the  pre-  churches  but  among  settlements,  and  in  all 

vention    of    accidents,    and    by    raising    the  sorts   of   progressive   movements.     In   short, 

standards  of  domestic  life,  should  the  surplus  men    and    women    are    wanted    everywhere, 

come  back  to  the  people  of  the  community  in  Human  touchy  not  money y  is  required.     There 

which  it  is  created."  must  be  personal  self-sacrifice.      It  was  not 

until  Francis  of  Assissi  stripped  himself  naked 

No  Message  for  the  Common  People  that  "he  won  for  himself  a  secret  sympathy 

in  many  souls." 

This  is  the  situation  which  the  Protestant        It  is  not  enough  that  men  give  money,  they 

churches  are  facing.     Many  of  the  rich  are  in  must  give  themselves:  and  the  same  is  true  of 

the  churches:  nearly  all  of  the  poor  are  out-  the  churches.    The  churches  are  still  far  more 

side.    The  churches  feel  that  somehow  they  interested  in  having  fine  buildings,  in  being 

must  "get  back  to  the  people."    But  they  Baptists,  or  Presbyterians,  or  Lutherans,  than 

have  not  yet  touched  the  real  problem.    Here  they  are  in  reaching  the  people.     They  make 

and  there  a  man  is  crying  in  the  wilderness,  no  real  surrender.     A  complaint  has  gone  up 

crying  to  a  people  who  are  spending  their  from  the  churches  for  several  years  of  a  lack 

wealth    on    themselves.      The.  churches,   as  of  young  men  entering  the  ministry:  it  is  laid 

churches,  have  not  waked  up.  |  They  are  stiir  down  as  a  reason  that  ministers  afe  not  paid 

dallying  with  symptoms:  offering  classes  and  •  enough  salary.     But  that  is  not  the  true  rea- 

gymnasiums  to  people  who  are  underfed  and  son:  the  true  reason  is  that  young  men  of 

underpaid  who  live  in  miserable  and  unsanitary  ideals  feel  no  inspiration  or  vision  within  the 

homes!     They  wonder  why  revivals  of  the  sort  churches.     The  chiu*ches  offer  them  no  great 

of  religion  they  preach  do  not  attract  the  mul-  message  to  deliver.     Men  who  are  willing  to 

titudes.     They  devote  tremendous  energy  in  sacrifice  most,  never  do  it  for  salaries.    And 

attempting  to  suppress  vaudeville  shows  while  there  is  never  any  lack  of  men  to  go  through 

hundreds  of  thousands  of  women  and  children  fire  and  tempt  death  if  only  they  are  aflame 

in  New  York  are  being  degraded  body  and  with  a  great  purpose. 

soul  by  senseless  exploitation — too  much  work,        Until   the   Protestant   churches   have   that 

too  small  wages,  poor  homes,  no  amusement,  vision  which  inspires  men  to  a  new  sense  of 

They  help  the  poor  child  and  give  no  thought  the  brotherhood  of  humanity — all  humanity — 

to  the  causes  which  have  made  him  poor,  which  is  the  expression  of  the  Fatherhood  of 

They  have  no  vision  of  social  justice:  they  God,  they  will  never  "get  back  to  the  people." 

have   no   message   for  the  common   people.  They  will  never  reach  the  poor,  or  the  for- 

They  are  afraid  to  face  the  world  "without  eigner,  or  the  Jew,  or  the  Negro.     Can  the 

purse  or  scrip":  they  have  no  faith.     And  Protestant    churches,    divided    among    them- 

without  such  vision  how  shall  they  reach  the  selves,  full  of  the  pride  of  tradition,  and  rich 

hearts  of  men?     Of  what   purpose  is  their  in    worldly     possessions,    ever    rise    to    the 

"  passion  for  efficiency  "  ?  situation  ? 

\Other  articles  by  Mr.  Baker  will  be  published  from  month  to  month.] 
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ihe  thick  eyeglasses, 
under  the  green  eyeshade 
— under  the  heavy  eyelids, 
under  the  thick  eyeglasses, 
under  the  green  eyeshade, 
under  the  green  drop-light, 
the  bookkeeper's  weary 
eyeballs  shuttled  to  and  fro. 
He  could  not  strike  his  trial 
balance.  It  was  just 
$10,000  askew. 

Inasmuch  as  the  total 
business  of  Spiegel's 
Owego  Emporium  for  six 
months  would  not  'have 
reached  that  sum,  the 
bookkeeper  was  worried, 
and  worse. 

It  was  late — so  late  that 
it  was  early.  By  ten  o'clock  nearly  every  light 
in  the  business  district  of  Owego  was  out,  ex- 
cept the  green  drop-light  over  the  long-le^ed 
desk  where  Horace  Wadhams  sat  among  his 
lank  limbs  like  a  huge  many-jointed  grass- 
hopper. He  was  studying  a  ponderous  vol- 
ume of  his  own  composition.  For  hours  and 
hours  he  added,  and  re-added,  and  re-re- 
added  cords  of  columns,  but  he  could  not  find 
the  missing  |io,ooo. 

And  so  he  moiled  till  that  harbinger  of 
dawn,  the  first  rattletrap  milk  wagon,  went 
crackling  down  the  street. 

Filled  with  despair  and  haggard  for  sleep, 
the  bookkeeper  pushed  back  his  eyeshade, 
dropped  down  from  his  eyrie  and  went  to  the 
window.  The  starless  sky  looked  like  an 
ocean  upside  down,  and  that  reminded  him  of 
Ihe  romance  he  had  been  reading  the  past  few 
days,  in  what  little  leisure  bookkeepers  enjoy. 
It  was  Jules  Verne's  "Ten  Thousand  Leagues 
Under  the" — all  of  a  heap,  Wadhams  realized 


where  the  mysterious  ten 
thousand  had  come  from. 
His  subconsciousness  of  the 
story  bad  obtruded  itself  on 
his  work,  the  wires  had 
crossed,  and  he  had  ab- 
sentmindedly  tucked  the 
ten  thousand  into  a  crevice 
in  his  addition. 

This  thing  had  happened 
Iiefore.     While  he  was  sub- 
merged in  the  tale  of  "The 
Count  of  Monte  Cristo"  he 
bad  caught  himself  begin- 
ning a   column   with   the 
fatal  "One!  Two!  Three!" 
On    another   occasion    he 
had  found  himself  entering 
-  in  his  daybook  among  such 
items  as    "Mrs.    L.    K. 
Sc  hu  ster.t wo  rolls  oil  clot  h, " 
"Mrs.  N.   C.   Hassett,   six    yards  insertion," 
"N.  C.  Peabody,  one  lawn  mower" — among 
such  items  he  had  caught  himself  inserting  this: 
"Henry  M.   Stanley,  six  crocodiles,  four  na- 
tives, three  rhinoceroses."     It  had  taken  a  deal 
of  work  with  the  ink  eradicator  to  efface  this 
dangerous  aberration.    For,  while  a  rolling  eye 
and  an  absent  mind  may  be  a  fine  thing  in  a 
poet,  they  are  not  pardoned  in  a  bookkeeper. 

Horace  Wadhams  was  underpaid  and  over- 
worked at  the  Emporium,  and  he  was  under- 
fed and  over-lodged  at  Mrs.  Magoffin's 
boarding-house.  But  the  rag  carpet  in  his 
little  bedroom  was  a  magic  carpet,  and  of 
evenings  as  he  sat  creaking  precariously  in  a 
wicker- bottomed  chair,  with  a  book  from  the 
circulating  library  between  the  long  sharp 
arms  elbowing  his  long  skinny  legs,  the  genie 
of  imagination  swept  him  through  the  walls 
and  out  across  the  world.  The  rag-carpet 
genie  had  an  incongruous  passenger  in  Wad- 
hams; he  was  as  grotesque  in  his  store-clothes 
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as  Don  Quixote  in  his  tinware,  but  his  soul  the  sniff  of  the  famished  tiger;  and  if  a  branch 

was  as  high  and  his  fancy  as  free.  of  the  maple  tree  outside  swished  at  his  win- 

Wadhams  affected  especially  books  of  ad-  dow,  he  shuddered  lest  a  shaggy  pygmy  be 

venturous  travel.     He  knew  more  about  for-  perched  there  with  poisoned  blowgun  aimed, 

bidden  Tibet  than  he  did  about  Broadway.  It  was  more  than  Mrs.  Magoffin's  food  that 

He  would  have  been  lost  in  Central  Park,  but  kept  him  thin  and  sharp, 

he  could  have  taken  you  by  the  hand  and  led  But  all  his  adventures  were  by  proxy.    He 

you  across  Africa  in  the  track  of  Livingstone  never    had    anything    deserving    the    name 

on  a  cloudy  night.     Though  he  drank  nothing  "event"   that   he  could  call   his  very  own. 

stronger  than  the  partial  coffee  or  the  pallid  And   then   one   day,   one   long-delayed   day, 

tea  of  Mrs.  Magoffin,  he  saw  strange  shapes  something  actually  happened  to  him.     A  dis- 

wherever  he  looked.     Across  his  ledgers  at  tant  relative  became  still  more  distant,  leav- 

times  ran  trumpeting  elephant  herds;  in  his  ing  her  dear  kinsman  an  altogether  unforeseen 

inkstand  coiled  an  inflated  cobra;  with  his  pen  legacy  of  fifteen  hundred  dollars.     The  shock 

he  speared  many  a  deadly  fer  de  lance.  was  so  great  that  Wadhams  came  near  joining 

At  the  boarding-house,  if  he  sjx)ke  at  all,  it  the  distant  relative, 

was  of  exploration  or  adventure;  his  table-talk  The  effect  on  his  boarding-house  status  was 

was  spiced  with  picturesque  words  like  as-  nothing  short  of  revolution.     Mrs.  Magoffin 

segai,    ice    floe,    felucca,    mushroom    bullet,  put  butter  in  his  coffee  at  breakfast  and  of- 

quetzal,    iguana,    sandalwood,    copra,    coral  fered  him  a  second  dish  of  cherries  at  supper, 

atoll,  simoom,  and  lagoon.  But — and  this  you  will  hardly  believe — when 

The  most  scandalous  thing  Wadhams  did  he  walked  into  the  Emporium  and  reached  for 

was  to  stay  home  from  church.     He  did  this  his    alpaca    desk-coat,    the    proprietor,    Mr. 

so  regularly  that  it  was  almost  a  religion  of  it-  Spiegel,  said: 

self.     But  he  did  not  waste  this  period  on  the  "Good  morning,  Mr.  Wadhams." 

bulky  Sabbath  newspapers  that  came  up  from  This  was  almost  more  exciting  than  fifteen 

New  York;  he  spent  it  in  the  company  of  wil-  hundred    dollars.     Wadhams    could    hardly 

demess-threaders  and  horizon-haters.  hold  his  pen  for  thinking  of  it.     To  cap  it  all. 

And  so  he  lived  his  life  unhonored,  unsung,  the  proprietor  took  him  to  dinner  at  Shana- 

unmarried  and  unimportant.     Aside  from  his  ban's  Bonanza  Restaurant.     There  Mr.  Spie- 

book-voyages,  his  travels  were  confined  to  the  gel  told  him  that  he  had  always  liked  him 

trips  up  and  down  his  ledger  columns  and  to  and  his  work,  and  that,  as  a  favor  to  an  old 

that  stretch  of  sidewalk  between  the  boarding-  friend,  he  would  sell  him  an  interest  in  the 

house  and  the  Emporium,  though  he  some-  business. 

times  varied  this  by  walking  a  block  or  two  But  Wadhams  knew  the  business — from  the 

out  of  his  way — "for  exercise."    You  would  inside.     So  he  declined,  with  many  apologies, 

have  called  his  a  torpid  life,  the  career  of  an  Then  Mr.  Spiegel  graciously  offered  to  bor- 

oyster  in  an  R-less  month;  but  that  would  row  the  fifteen  hundred  on  a  long-time  loan 

have  been  because  you  were  ignorant  of  the  at  six  per  cent.     Wadhams  mentally  computed 

high  excitements  that  enriched  his  evenings  the  interest  at  $90  a  year,  with  a  fair  chance 

and  his  Sundays.  of  getting  neither  it  nor  the  principal.     So  he 

Seeing  him  in  his  humble  room,  or  sham-  declined  once  more,  with  profuse  apologies 

bling  to  and  from  his  work,  you  could  not  and  perspiration. 

have  guessed  that  his  was  a  life  of  double-  Mr.  SpiegePs  temperature  dropped 'twenty 

entry.     In  that  boarding-house  cell  he  fought  degrees  Fahrenheit,  and  he  said: 

maddened  pumas  with  a  woodman's  axe;  he  "Veil,  I  metch  you  to  see  who  bays  for  the 

scaled  ghastly  precipices  where  his  least  whis-  lungeon." 

per  would    have  brought  down  avalanches;  Wadhams  did  not  believe  in  gambling,  but 

he  staggered  across  alkaline  hells,  mumbling  he  matched,  and  paid.     His  fortune  was  now 

with  split  lips  and  black  tongue  for  water,  reduced   to  $1499.50,     He   realized   that   he 

water,  water;  he  found  whiskered  tarantulas  must  avoid  ruinous  hospitalities, 

under  his  pillow;  he  saw  the  one-eyed  octopod  Many  days  passed  while  Wadhams  won- 

leering  at  him  and  thrusting  snaky  arms  from  dered  what  to  do  with  his  fortune.     Much  ad- 

under  his  bed;  he  heard  the  first  crackling  vice  was  given  him,  most  of  it  involving  a 

flames  snickering  in  the  fagots  of  the  canni-  commission   of   some   kind   for  the   adviser, 

bals  (or,  as  he  preferred  to  call  them,  the  an-  But  Wadhams  shook  his  head, 

thropophagi);  down  the  early  morning  streets  He  had  a  letter  from  his  mother  who  lived 

of  Owego  he  heard  the  black  wolves  come  on  a  farm  at  Oscawana.     She  advised  him  to 

howling  and  hungry;  under  his  door  he  heard  apply  the  money  to  the  mortgage  on  the  farm. 
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But  as  the  mortgage  was  $1450,  and  it  had  about    him!    People  who  hanUy  knew  him 

lived  so  long,  he  decided  not  to  impoverish  would  claim  kin.     Probably  they  would  put  a 

himself  in  vain.     He  sent  his  mother  a  note  memorial  tablet  on  the  boarding-house,  and  his 

of  filial  regret  and  a  hat  which  lie  bought  at  tall  stool  would  be  chipped  away  by  souvenir 

cost  price  at  the  Emporium.     His  fifteen  hun-  hunters.    The  magazines  would  publish  pic- 

dred  was  now  S1491.31.  tures  of  the  sidewdk — "his  favorite  stroll." 

Once  a  bookkeeper  always  a  bookkeeper.  The  only  fly  in  the  ointment  of  this  rapture 

Wadhams  pondered.     Fifteen  hundred  would  was  the  fear  that  he  might  not  live  to  finish 

not  suffice  to  lift  him  from  his  estate  for  more  the  book.     He  might  pensh  at  the  hands  of  a 

than  a  few  months.     It  would  dribble  away  in  Mbuti    warrior,    some    treacherous    Aniwimi 

inconsequential  luxuries,  the  mere  sweetmeats  chief    might    transfix    him    from    behind    his 

of  pleasure  which  have  no  sustenance  and  wicker  shield,  the  tusk  of  a  chaining  rhinoc- 

leave  a  sour  taste.     While  he  was  fretting  over  eras  might  disembowel  him,  or  he  might  be 

his  good  luck,  a  new  book  on  Africa  appeared  macerated  by  the  ilail-like  tail  of  a  crocodile, 

at  the  library.     He  got  it.     He  read  the  first  or  end  as  a  ragout  in  the  kettle  of  a  Mpongwe 

chapter.    Then  he  slammed  the  volume  shut  tribal  feast. 

with  an  irreverence  that  was  almost  sacrilege  Still  it  would  be  dying  the  death.  Better  to 
in  such  a  book- worshiper  as  he.  He  leaped  die  than  never  to  have  lived.  Better  to  let 
to  his  feet,  emancipated.  With  one  fieree  his  bones  bleach  in  the  jungle  than  to  let  his 
gesture,  he  flung  off  the  shackles  of  literature,  heart  fossilize  at  Owego. 
He  was  through  with  books.  He  was  done-  He  resigned  his  job.  That  was  the  first 
with  hand-me-down  adventures.  He  had  great  draught  on  his  courage,  but  he  believed 
nearly  fifteen  hundred  doUars  in  cash  and  he  in  burning  his  bridges  behind  him.  He  set 
was  going  forth  for  to  get  some  experiences  of  forth  for  New  York,  and  there  was  a  piece  in 
his  own.  As  for  books,  he  would  write  one  the  paper  about  it;  he  was  called  "our  distin- 
himself.  He  spent  several  delicious  hours  guished  fellow  townsman,  long  identified  with 
dreaming  over  a  title  for  it.  "My  Adventures  the  enterprising  Spiegel  Emporium,  which  has 
in  Ajrica,  by  Horace  Wadhams."  That  looked  long  been  one  of  Owego's  most  flourishing  in- 
good.  "African  Adventures"  was  also  good,  stitutiona,  a  favorite  resort  of  the  ladies  of  our 
"InWiidestAlrka"  vrnsbeHeryci.  He  could  fair  city,"  etc.  There  was  a  little  too  much 
hearpeople  asking  for  it  at  the  library  where  he  about  the  Emporium.  That  was  because  Mr. 
had  asked  for  so  many  other  people's  books:  Spiegel     advertised.     Wadhams    iireathed    a 

"Excuse  me,  Miss,  have  you  got  Wadhams'  sigh  of  relief  at  fleeing  from  such  venality  and 

'Wildest  Africa'?"  such  grinding  commerce  to  the  great  free  wil- 

"I'm  sony,  but  it's  out."  demess. 

"Seems  to  me  a  library  like  ihis'd  ought  to  Wadhams  found  New  York  very  trying, 

have  more'n  one  copy  of  He  had  to  ask  the  way  so 

such  a  book."  often    that    he    began    to 

"More'n    one?     Good-  wonder  what  he  would  do 

ness  me,  we  have  six;  but  in  Africa,  where  there  were 

they're  always  out.     Three  no    numbered    lamp-posts 

copies  are  at  the  bindery  and  no  policemen. 

now    being  rebound  after  He  had  an  evening  to  kill 

being  all  wore  to  pieces."  before    his  steamer  sailed. 

He  would  dedicate  it,  of  He  went  to  a  roof  garden 

course,  to  the  memory  of  where  an   Arab  magician 

the    distant    relative    who  with  three  wives  performed 

had  given  him  Africa  and  some    wonderful    tricks, 

immortality.     He  spent  Also  there  was  an  Ameri- 

several  delicious  days  writ-  can   lady  who   performed 

ing  the  dedication.     Two  a  "Salome"  dance  in  an 

or  three    of    his  attempts  imitation  of  a  costume, 

were  in  verse,  but  he  found  mostly   imitation    jewels. 

that  poets  had  to  plod,  so  Wadhams  wondered  if  any- 

he  decided  to  stick  to  prose.  thing  in  Africa  could  shock 

He  could  see  the  reviews  him  after  that, 

of  his  book,  especially  in  At  the  dock  the  next  day 

the  Owego  papers.    How  he  had  a  trunk  dumped  on 

the  Owegans   would   talk  ,~=,.,^                  hisfoot.  Helimpedaboard, 
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and  a  banging  cabin  door  put  his  hand  in  a  He  set  foot  on  Africa  at  last!  To  his  sea- 
sling  for  a  week.  Later  his  stomach  envied  shaken  legs  it  seemed  as  if  the  continent  were 
his  band.  His  ticket  included  his  food.  That  about  to  tip  over  under  his  weight.  But  he 
was  more  than  Wadhams  could  do.  He  ate  found  no  chance  to  use  his  elephant  gun.  He 
but  little,  nor  loved  that  little  long.  When  he  found  ordinan'  streets  full  of  ordinary-  people, 
arrived  in  Liverpool  at  the  end  of  a  week,  he  He  could  have  wept  at  the  natives  he  saw. 
decided  to  go  to  Africa  by  They  wore  shirts  and  trou- 
land.  But  that  turned  out  sers!  They  looked  and 
too  expensive,  and  he  was  acted  and  dressed  like  the 
forced  to  return  to  the  negroes  of  Owego,  only 
docks.  At  the  sight  of  the  more  so. 
greasy  waves  and  the  He  was  glad  when  the 
churning  keel,  he  came  steamer  sailed.  But  the 
near  giving  up  Africa.  He  further  towns  were  not 
gave  up  everything  else.  much  better.  Evemvhere, 
But  when  he  was  nighest  he  found  simply  the  dis- 
lo  despair  he  would  go  to  comfort  and  crudity  of 
his  stateroom  and  look  American  villages  gone  to 
at  his  pith  helmet,  and  his  seed,  or  still  in  a  fresh- 
elephant  gun,  the  field  glass  plank  condition.  The. 
and  the  camera  he  had  foliage  was  tropical,  but  it 
bought  in  Liverpool.  They  did  not  come  up  to  the 
were  the  guarantees  of  pictures.  The  animals  to 
hope.  be  seen  were  the  cows 
The  slow  old  ship  went  and  pigs,  the  hens  and 
on  its  scallopy  way  past  dogs  of  Owego;  and  if 
historic  England,  the  Ab-  there  were  any  local  jaiitui 
bey,  and  the  Tower,  and  they  revealed  nothing  that 
all  the  sights  dear  to  tour-  the  circuses  had  not  ^own 
ists.  They  were  not  for  him  since  his  boyhood. 
Wadhams.  Nor  did  Paris  He  met  a  few  native 
with  her  gilded  mirth  lure  ,  _  monarchs,  but  they  were 
him  from  the  forthright  of  simply  replicas  of  the  more 
his  purpose.  Rome  should  not  know  him,  shiftless  negroes  of  Owego.  They  were  a  little 
nor  even  Spain.  He  was  for  greater  won-  drunker,  a  little  dirtier,  a  little  nakeder,  a  little 
ders  than  any  Alhambra  or  Escorial.  smellier,  that  was  all.  Their  wives  were  many. 
The  ocean  disappointed  him  sadly.  He  but  were  only  like  unkempt  washerwomen, 
had  counted  on  assisting  in  at  least  one  storm  carelessly  clad. 

at  sea.  He  had  read  so  much  of  the  moun-  He  saw  a  few  native  dances.  But  his  trip 
tainous  waves  of  Fenimore  Cooper,  and  the  (o  the  Midway  at  the  Chicago  Fair  had  given 
foam-smother  of  Marryat,  and  the  crackling  him  sensations  that  were  not  surpassed.  He 
timbers  of  W.  Clark  Russell.  But  the  billows  saw  an  unusual  amount  of  human  hide  dis- 
were  never  high  enough  to  give  him  anything  ptajed,  but  it  was  so  unattractive  that  he  re- 
more  than  a  headache.  He  saw  nothing  but  gretted  the  lack  of  drapery.  To  a  man  of  his 
tame  skies,  drizzly  rains,  dismal  fogs,  and  neat  habits,  the  evident  neglect  of  the  Saturday 
waves — always  waves  and  more  waves  that  night  bath  was  enough  to  rob  this  living  ebon 
went  by  in  stupid  droves  like  cattle  crowded  statuary  of  any  allurement  it  might  have  had. 
to  a  slaughter-house.  He  found  that  a  drunken  sot  is  a  drunken 
At  length,  when  he  was  but  a  wisp  of  sot  even  if  he  happens  to  be  called  King  Pala- 
strength,  the  left  shoulder  of  Africa  loomed  up  bala.  A  thatched  roof  was  a  slovenly  and 
along  the  sea.  It  gave  him  new  hope,  but  it  populous  thing  in  spite  of  all  the  traditions, 
was  some  days  before  the  ship  reached  Sierra  The  head-dresses  of  the  natives  looked  better 
Leone.  in  the  photograph  than  on  the  head.  ^^^. 
Here  the  vessel  paused  for  a  few  hours,  \\adhams  believed  in  short  hair  and  frequent 
Wadhams  donned  his  pith  helmet,  slung  his  shampoo. 

camera  over  one  shoulder,  his  field  glass  over  But   still   with   an    undismayed   hope    he 

the  other,  and   taking  his  elephant  gun  in  stalked  adventure,  lugging  the  heavy  gun  that 

hand,   went   ashore,   feeling   like   \'asco   da  was   guaranteed    to   stop   an   elephant   and 

Gama  and  Diego  Cam  rolled  into  one.  double  up  a  leaping  tiger. 
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Finally  he  reached  the  goal  of  his  dreams,  From  childhood  he  had  been  giving  his  pen- 

the  storied  mouth  of  the  Congo.    His  revered  nies  to  the  missionary  funds.    And  now  he 

Stanley  had  described  the  region  as  "barren,  saw   what   crops  those  copper  showers  were 

uninviting  and  sparsely  populated."     In  spite  raising.     He  felt  tike  asking  for  his  money 

of  themselves,  the  printed  words  had  fascina-  back  with  interest.     The  missionaries  them- 

tion.     To  read  that  a  place  is  "a  barren  and  selves  were  doleful.     They  baptized  numerous 

uninviting  mangrove  swamp"  gave  it  at  once  black   bodies,   but   the    souls  stayed    choco- 

a  charm.    But  Wadhams  found  the  appalling  late.    Civilization    had    brought    aU    its   at- 

possibilities  of  the  literal  truth  seen  with  the  tendants.    Natives  learned  to  speak  English 

fleshly  eye.  in  order  to  lie  in  another  language.     They 

In  desperation  he  left  the  towns  and  plunged  were  schooled  in  new  vices,  new  cheats,  new 

into  the  wilderness,  hoping  against  hope  for  gambles,  new  crimes.    There  were  churches, 

adventure.     Belter  to  be  entombed  in  a  tiger  but  they  were  like  the  African  Baptist  or  the 

or  a  cannibal  than  murdered  with  ennui.    His  A.  M.  E.  churches  of  Owego;  and  there  were 

heart  was  stopped  once  by  a  terrific  scream  saloons  like  Owego  saloons. 

that  curdled  through  one  primeval  fastness.  Wadhams  made  so  bold  as  to  invade  the 

He  asked  a  grinning  native  if  it  were  a  mad-  dirty    hut    of    one    shiny    onyx    monarch    of 

dened  tigress.     "Nope,  him  locomotive,"  was  Gaboon  known  as  King  Jim  Smith  Bobala. 

the  answer.     He  never  saw  a  tigress  or  even  Wadhams  counseled  this  ace  of  spades  that 

a  tiger  loose.    No  cannibals  noticed  him.  rum  was  ruining  his  people. 

The  only  elephants  he  saw  were  like  enor-  The  boozy  King  bleared  at  him  and  an- 

mousiy  idiotic  oxen  overworked  and  disgust-  swered; 

ingly  meek.  He  lost  his  way  often  enough,  "Thasso — 'stoo  bad — have  some  wit' me." 
but  polite  natives  acted  like  policemen  and  Wadhams  evaded  the  rum,  but  he  had  to  sit 
led  him  to  shelter.  He  was  bitten  by  flies,  through  a  concert.  Even  this  was  not  of 
gnats  and  mosquitoes,  but  that  might  have  barbaric  music,  for  the  delighted  natives  had 
happened  in  Owego.  He  got  blisters  on  his  welcomed  the  labor-saving  device  of  the  phono- 
feet  and  lore  his  trousers,  but  one  native  ap-  graph.  And  poor  Wadhams  must  squat  on  a 
plied  to  his  sole  a  salve  made  in  Skaneateles,  dusty  mat  and  listen  to  raucous  records  of  old 
and  another  mended  his  trousers  with  a  sew-  times,  stale  even  in  Owego,  and  not  improved 
ing  machine.  His  nearest  approach  to  death  by  rough  usage.  He  had  come  to  Africa  to 
was  when  he  was  butted  by  a  trolley  car  hear  again  "The  Letter  that  He  Longed  for 
whizzing  through  the  jungle.  And  yet  he  Never  Came,"  "In  the  Baggage  Car  Ahead  " 
labored  on,  assured  that  some  great  event  and  "Oh,  Promise  Me." 
lurked  behind  the  next  cocoa  palm,  or  lay  in  He  promised  himself  that  he  would  take 
wait  just  across  the  nearest  yam-farm.  himself   back    to   Owego.    There    was   that 


to  be*r  (guii  "  Tbe  Letter  tlut  He  Loafed  for  Never  C 
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odious  ocean   to  do  over  again,  but  on  the  ing  for  paint  and  sitting  high  on  their  red 
other  side  of  it  was  home.  keels  while  they  waited  for  cargoes,  looked  to 
Never  was  a  man  more  disappointed  than  be  the  very  vessels  of  romance.     Wadhams 
Horace  Wadhams.     His  fifteen  hundred  dol-  forgot  that  he  had  gone  further  than  they,  and 
lars  was  going,  going,  almost  gone.     His  Af-  had  fetched  home  no  such  merchandise, 
rica — his    fabled    Africa — had    yielded    him  The  slow  warping  into  the  wharf  on  the 
nothing  but  bad  smells,  bad  beds,  bad  meals  Jersey  shore  was  a   pageant   to  him.     The 
and  boredom.     Never  an  adventure,  never  a  hustling  stevedores  were  beautiful  when  he 
chapter  for  his  book.  thought  of  the  pitiful  blackamoors  swarming 
He  would  return  to  the  Emporium  and  ask  about  the  African  coasts.     Everything  Ameri- 
Mr.  Spiegel  for  his  job  again.     At  least  he  can  was  more  beautiful  than  the  charms  of 
could  have  the  uncertainty  of  hunting  down  any  other  continent.     His  money  was  nearly 
his  wild  and  elusive  trial  balance.     Perhaps  gone,  however,  and  he  found  New  York  as 
the  old  charm  of  adventure  would  come  back  expensive  as  it  was  exhilarating.     He  posted 
to  him  through  the  inverted  telescope  of  the  a  letter  to  Mr.  Spiegel,  and  asked  him  to  send 
printed  page.  his  forgiveness  to  Oscawana,  care  of  Mrs.  A. 
Wadhams  began  to  believe  that  literature  is  J.  Wadhams,  R.  F.  D.  31.     Then  he  took 
to  many  people  what  stained  glass  is  to  little  train  to  his  ancestral  estates,  consisting  of  sev- 
churches;  it  takes  what  the  average  eye  can  eral  acres  and  a  mortgage, 
see  only  as  common  every-day  yellow  sun-  Even  Oscawana  had  changed  a  good  deal 
shine  and  weaves  it  into  glory  and  magic  and  since  he  had  left  it,  but  there  was  a  reminder 
rainbow    resplendence.     Charles    Lamb    was  of  boyhood  days  in  the  billboards  and  dead 
a  bookkeeper,  and  he  saw  everything  pris-  walls  which  were  alive  with  the  circus  posters 
matically.     It  was  not  because  Wadhams  was  of  one  of  the  numerous  greatest  shows  on 
a  bookkeeper  that  he  could  not  see  Africa  ar-  earth.     One    huge    picture    represented    the 
tistically.     It  was  because  he  was  Wadhams  wilds  of  Africa.     It  was  a  conglomeration  of 
and  he  had  read  too  much.  ferocious  animals:  a  lion  leaping  into  the  gap- 
It  was  a  doleful  and  empty  Wadhams  who  ing  jaws  of  a  crocodile;  a  cannibal  in  the  coils 
leaned  over  the  rail  of  the  steamer  making  of  a  boa  constrictor;  a  tiger  making  ribbons 
once  more  for  the  right  side  of  the  equator,  of  a  goring  rhinoceros;  an  elephant  with  a 
He  threw  overboard  his  pith  helmet  and  his  leopard  in  his  trunk  while  a  hippopotamus 
white  umbrella.     He  was  tempted  to  jettison  crunched  his  hind  leg,  and  a  Zulu  in  death 
also  his  elephant  gun,  but  he  decided  that  it  \vTestle  with  a  gorilla. 

would  look  well  hung  across  a  couple  of  nails  Wadhams  smiled — the  smile  of  one  who  has 

on  his  wall  at  Mrs.  Magoffin's.     All  else  he  been  there. 

was  taking  home  was  a  few  snapshots.     The  The  hack  driver  explained  that  a  circus  was 

most  nearly  interesting  ones  had  come  out  in  the  town  the  day  before  and  had  driven 

light-struck   or  under-exposed,   the   remnant  away  early  that  morning.     It  had  a  grand 

were  of  such  nature  that  they  would  hardly  menagerie,  he    explained.     He    asked    what 

do  to   show   in   Owego;   they   would   prove  kind  of  a  weapon  Wadhams  had  in  the  case, 

shocking  without  proving  interesting.     He  had  and  Wadhams  showed  him  the  long  express 

not    even    the    material    for   his    dreamed-of  rifle  that  had  neither  suffered  nor  done  any 

stereopticon    lecture    at    the    Sunday-school,  harm,   and  the  unbroken  box  of  cartridges 

He  decided  to  visit  his  mother  for  a  few  days  guaranteed    to    plough    a    widening    furrow 

at  Oscawana,  while  he  waited  to  see  if  Mr.  through  a  whale. 

Spiegel  would  re-receive  the  husk-sick  poxii-  Peaceful  thoughts  wooed  Wadhams  as  he 

gal,  with  or  without  fatted  calf.  recognized  the  scenes  of  his  barefoot  boyhood, 

^'Tien  the  endless  voyage  was  ended,  and  the  trees  from  which  he  had  fallen,  the  swim- 

the  steamer  sighted  Sandy  Hook,  Wadhams  ming-hole   in   which   he   had   come   so   near 

believed  that  there  was  no  such  thing  as  ad-  drowning,  even  the  schoolhouse  to  which  he 

venture  outside  the  libraries.     How  little  we  had  expected  to  return  as  President  of  the 

know  where  or  when  our  adventures  await  us  United  States.     He  sighed  to  think  that  he 

or  in  what  clusters  they  may  come!  was  returning  only  as  a  jobless  bookkeeper  in 

The  view  of  the  Manhattan  sky-line,  the  seedy  clothes.      But    his   mother — bless   her 

Gargantuan  buildings  mountained  together  at  heart  I — she  would  be  glad  to  see  him  any  way 

the  foot  of  the  metropolis,  lifted  him  from  his  he  came. 

depression  like  a  sudden  gift  of  wings.     The  He  wondered  where  and  how  he  would  find  her. 

puffing   tugs   and   the   waddling    ferry-boats  As  they  topped  the  last  hill,  he  saw  her — in 

gave  life  a  lilt.     The  anchored  freighters  rust-  the  last  place  he  could  have  dreamed. 


He  pulUi!  tbc  trincr  ■bJ  want  over  backward.     So  did  ttc  lion 

She  was  sitting  on  the  roof  of  the  farm-  He  loaded  it  with  hands  composed  of  ten 

house;  in  the  farmyard  below  stood  a  lion,  a  thumbs  and  tried  to  remember  all  the  rules 

tiger,  two  elephants  and  a  cougar.  he  had  ever  read  about  the  art  of  accurate 

Wadhams  and  the  hackman  looked  at  each  aim.    Then  he  drew  head  on  the  bounding 

other.    The   horses   looked   at   each    other,  tiger.     He  pulled  the  trigger  and  went  over 

sniffed    the    foreign    odors    from    afar    and  backward.     So  did  the  lion. 

whirled  so  quickly  that  they  spilled  Wadhams  The  tiger  continued  to  spring  in  the  air. 

and  his  ammunition  into  the  road.     They  dis-  Wadhams  was  puzzled.     Then  he  calculated 

appeared  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  the  hackman  as-  hastily  that  if,  by  aiming  at  a  tiger,  he  had 

sisting   their   speed   with   willing   whip.    As  killed  a  lion,  the  way  to  kill  a  tiger  was  to  aim 

Wadhams  sprawled  on  the  ground  he  fully  ex-  at  the  cougar. 

pected  to  wake  and  find  himself  in  bed  or  just  It  did  not  work.  He  tried  it  twice  in  vain, 
out  of  it.  The  old  homestead  mixed  with  the  his  second  bullet  taking  a  brick  from  the 
circus  lithograph  come  to  life  had  no  claim  on  chimney  over  his  mother's  head.  Then  he 
reality.  Then  he  noted  that  the  lion  was  ran  further  down  the  hill,  reloaded  and  fired 
pacing  majestically  and  roaring  in  huge  again  and  again  at  the  tiger.  It  leaped  and 
grunts,  while  the  tiger  was  making  ineffectual  snarled,  oblivious  of  the  bullets,  while  Wad- 
attempts  to  leap  to  the  roof  where  his  mother  hams  crept  nearer  and  nearer,  firing  always, 
sat  huddled.    Her  shrieks  were  no  dream.  The  eighth  shot  at  the  tiger  nipped  the 

Wadhams  was  much  too  scared  to  run  cougar,  and  he  sped  for  the  horizon  on  three 
away.  Besides  that  was  his  mother  there —  legs.  The  tiger  grew  more  and  more  desper- 
the  only  mother  he  ever  had.  There  was  ate  as  he  grew  wearier  and  hungrier,  but  he 
nothing  to  do  but  unlimber  and  get  into  ac-  leaped  and  leaped  like  a  dying  flame.  He  did 
lion.  He  had  lugged  that  elephant  gun  all  over  not  heed  the  approach  of  the  desperate  Wad- 
Africa.     Now  was  its  chance  to  prove  itself.  hams,  until  finally,  blind  with  frenzy  and  real- 
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ia'ng  that  he  had  only  one  bullet  left,  he  ran  The  leader  of  the  circus  gang  demanded 

straight  (or  the  striped  fury,  and  jamming  the  damages  for  his  dead;  but  the  pale-faced  man 

muzzle  of  the  gun  into  the  tiger's  ribs,  blazed  from  the  woodshed  turned  out  to  be  a  busi- 

away.     The  result  was  a  smell  of  singed  fur  ness  man  too — a  Mr.  Joel  Crane,  the  mort- 

and  a  dead  tiger  with  a  millstone  hole  through  gagee  of  the  farm,  in  fact.     He  had  called  on 

him.  Mrs'.  Wadhama  to  demand  payment  on  pert- 

Wadhams  and  his  elephant  gun  were  at  last  alty  of  foreclosure,  when  the  homestead  was 
confronted  now  by  an  angry  elephant — by  two  invaded  by  a  rabble  of  mad  animals  from 
angry  elephants,  in  fact.  But  there  were  no  foreign  parts.  Mr.  Crane  had  swiftly  ne- 
more  of  those  famous  mushroom  bullets,  gotiated  the  woodpile,  while  old  Mrs.  Wad- 
Wadharns  was  too  crazed  with  excitement  to  hams,  whose  motto  was  rheumatism,  had 
know  what  he  was  doing,  but  a  pale-faced  scaled  the  roof  with  an  agihty  that  won  the 
gentleman  peeking  through  a  knothole  in  the  applause  of  a  distant  trapeze  artist. 
woodshed  said  that,  after  casting  about  vainly  It  transpired  eventually,  after  much  palaver, 
for  an  elephant  hook,  Wadhams  seized  a  gar-  that  a  discharged  tent-pegger  had  taken  a  sub- 
den-rake  and  dug  it  into  the  nearer  elephant's  lime  and  drunken  revenge  on  the  proprietor  of 
jaw  after  the  manner  of  a  mahout.  The  the  circus  by  opening  the  cages  of  several  of 
amazed  mammoth  shivered  with  respect  and  the  animals  during  a  pause  to  rest  the  horses. 
suffered  himself  to  be  led  into  the  bam,  whither  The  lion,  the  tiger,  and  the  cougar  had  stam- 
he  was  dutifully  followed  by  the  othec  elephant,  peded  the  elephants,  and  all  had  made  for  the 

Wadhams  was  then  seen  to  issue  from  the  nearest  poultrj'  farm,   which  chanced  to  be 

stable,  bolt  the  door  calmly,  and  calmly  carry  that  of  Mrs.  Wadhams. 

a  ladder  to  the  side  of  the  house.     He  assisted  Mr.  Crane  finally  got  rid  of  the  circus  gang 

his  mother  to  the  ground  with  the  grace  of  a  by  offering  to  sell  them  the  two  elephants  in 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh.  the  stable  in  return  for  a  receipt  in  full  for  the 

She  started  to  faint,  but  her  son,  having  fin-  useless  feUnes  filtering  the  farmyard.     This 

ished  his  work,  fainted  first.     The  man  in  the  was  agreed  upon. 

woodshed  came  forth  and  simultaneously,  from  When  the  circus  men  departed  over  the  hills 

behind  a  dozen  rail  fences,  came  various  circus  with    the    two   elephants   meekly   lumbering 

people  who  had  remained  in  discreet  retire-  after,  Mr.  Crane  and  Mrs.  Wadhams  carried 

ment,  less  afraid  of  the  animals  than  of  the  the  bookkeeper  within.     Mr.  Crane  in  a  hurst 

terrible  figure  of  Wadhams  and  the  blazing  of  generosity  told  Mrs.  Wadhams  that,  in  view 

elephant  gun  with  which  he  had  eventually  of  her  son's  heroism,  he  would  not  foreclose 

destroyed  several  thousand  dollars'  worth  of  the  mortgage  yet  awhile. 

five  stock.  As  for  Wadhams  himself,  the  embarrass- 
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ment  of  adventures  had  been  too  mucti  lor 
him  after  the  tedium  of  his  voyage  to  Airica. 
He  went  to  bed  for  six  weeks  with  a  well- 
earned  case  of  nervous  pros- 
tration. 

The  neighbors  had  ceased 
to  heroize  him  long  before  he 
was  a  well  man.  During 
his  convalescence  he  received 
from  the  owner  of  the  circus 
a  letter  praising  his  pluck 
and  offering  him  a  job  as  a 
lion  tamer.  But  Wadbams 
declined  with  thanks.  He 
had  had  enough  of  real  life. 
Mr.  Spiegel  agreed  to  give 


him  back  his  old  job.  He  returned  to  the 
keeping  of  his  own  books  and  the  reading  of 
other  men's.  And  now  at  least  once  a  month 
when  trial-balandng  time 
comes,  you  may  find  him  at 
the  Owego  Emporium  late 
at  night.  Once  more  under 
the  green  eyeshade — under 
the  heavy  eyelids,  under  the 
thick  eyeglasses,  under  the 
green  ey^ade,  under  the 
green  drop-light,  the  book- 
keeper's eyeballs  shuttle  to 
and  fro  as  he  adds  and 
re-adds  and  re-re-adds  cords 
of  columns. 


The   Armada   of   the   Air 


Sy  HARRY  H.  KEMP 


"Lo!  Cloudy  luighu  kigt-pilUrnl  in  tht  air. 

Grul  beam,  lad  ttroBtf-brtccd  itcel,  >ad  (inUr  ban. 

N.k.d  uutomla  of  iron  l»u. 

And  barm  franiework  i^orant  of  atone : 

TheMe  are  tht  dock*  ^vtureat  tbe  tiiip$  of  v%t 

Loom,  laited  and  cabled,  on  the  (axe.  from  far; 

And  pigmy  citiu  elinf  *boul  tbeir  koMt 

And  on  their  fronti  the  eloud-ieud  hreakj  and  fleei. 

Tbc  cbumiDil  tatwt  in  aloth  befin  to  twirl, 
And  *crtfe  into  a  tfndual  blur  and  whirl 
CM  flaihinj  light,  and  hoane-voieed  enginca  mar — 
Then  through  tfai  lunned  abyx  tkc  veswli  toir ; 
Tbe  auiuet  imitea  their  uda  with  colored  ipray 
While  the  proud-bannered  flagihlp  leadi  the  way. 
Ladea  with  pauive  death  they  bute  to  meet 
The  dauntleat  captainiof  the  patriot  fleet. 

But  come*  the  gtorm.  the  red-lit  hurricane. 

The  great  (ray  Toluma  of  lUnt-dTiveu  rain. 

The  hlack  clouda.  lightning-whipped,  which  pour  about 

And  put  their  lickly  lighta  and  gignali  out 

Until,  coofuaed.  the  battUahipe  collide 

And  timben  craih  and  rended  Kanu  gape  wide 

While  here  and  there  a  flaming  wreck  doth  flare 

And  light  the  dark  abyttea  of  the  air. 

So  the  Armada  in  the  olden  time 
When  luaty  Spain  waa  in  her  aplendid  prime 
Spread  multitudinoua  aiil  and  'with  great  hoaat 
Bore  down  OD  Enfland'e  beacon-ligbted  coaat 
But  niddcB  tempcfta  brought  to  naught  iti  prid* 
And  broke  it  up  u  driftwood  on  the  tide." 
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A    DOZEN  pieces  of  old  furniture  piled  one  The    pawnbroker    looked    him    over    and 

on  top  of  the  other  at  the  edge  of  the  shrugged  his  shoulders.    Then  he  opeiied  a 

sidewalk,  could  mean  but  one  thing,  drawer  and  lifted  out  an  ugly  short-barreled 

An  ill-clad  young  man  stopped  to  look.     He  pistol  a  man  could  hide  in  his  fist, 

stood  shadowy  and  bowed  on  the  wet,  gleaming  **  How's  dis  ?  " 

pavement.    The  air  was  chill  and  a  luminous  The  young  man  fingered  it,  narrowing  his 

fog  rolled  up  and  down  Second  Avenue,  cir-  eyes  and  thinking  sharply.     His  heart  bounded 

cling  the  elevated  road  pillars  and  blurring  the  in  his  breast, 

blue  gold  of  the  lights.     A  bit  of  the  dull  light  "  How  much  ?  '* 

lit  the  young  man's  face;  one  could  see  that  his  "  Von  dollar. " 

lips  were  blue,  his  mouth  moving,  and  his  eyes  The  young  man  brought  out  a  little  yellow 
staring.  pay-envelope,  tore  off  one  side  and  pulled  out  a 
"The  man" — so  he  thought  half-aloud —  thin  folding  of  money.  There  were  just 
"  lost  his  job;  the  wife  had  to  get  out  and  work;  twelve  dollars.  He  slapped  one  down  on  the 
the  kids  took  sick;  the  man  took  sick;  the  counter,  and  pocketed  the  pistol  and  the  cart- 
bunch  star\'ed  and  froze;    and  then — "  he  "  ridges. 

smiled  bitterly — "  they  got  the  dispossess !    Not  The    pawnbroker    whistled    softly    as    he 

for  mine!"  watched  the  young  man  go  shuffling  out  into 

He  gazed  silently  at  a  broken  bed,  a  straw  the  misty  evening, 

mattress  and  a  hard  kitchen  chair.     His  jaw  He  walked  up  to  Eightieth  Street  and  turned 

squared  and  he  jammed  his  hands  into  his  east  through  one  of  the  shabby  streets  of  New 

trouser  pockets.     A  fear — tfie  Fear — which  had  York — cavernous,  empty  and  dark  in  the  mist, 

dogged  him  for  six  months  now  seemed  to  The  high  windowed  walls  looked  blank;  the 

grapple  with  him.  gutter  was  muddy.     Here  poverty  was  squalid 

"  Noi  for  mine!  "  he  repeated  fiercely.  and  bleak — lit  by  far-spaced  meager  gaslights. 

He  looked  down  the  row  of  brilliant  shop-  fronted  and   backed   by  dull  brick— lifeless, 

windows  through  the  dim  air,  and  his  eyes  supine. 

rested  on  the  iron-grated  glass  of  a  pawnshop.  The  young  man  shivered  slightly  and  glanced 

The  window  was  choked  up  with  jewelry,  re-  about  him  like  a  hunted  dog.     Suddenly  he 

volvers  and  tools — symbols  of  the  Fear.     Un-  stopped  still,  under  a  flaring  blur  of  gaslight, 

steadily  the  young  man  walked  across  the  and  turned  into  a  green  crumbling  hall.     It 

pavement,    pushed    open    a    flap-door    and  smelt  damp,  and  it  was  dark  and  deep.     He 

slouched  against  a  shining  glass-topped  counter  walked  past  the  narrow  stairway  far  to  the  rear 

in   a  dim   jewel- littered   room.     The   pawn-  of  the  ground  floor.     Again,  in  the  darkness,  he 

broker  came  down  behind  the  counter,  rubbing  hesitated,  his  hand  searching  the  wall.     He 

his  sleek  hands.  found  a  door-knob — he  shivered  slightly — he 

The  young  man  spoke  huskily:  pushed  into  his  home. 

"  I  want  a  revolver — cheap. "  What  struck  him  first,  like  a  hot  iron  run  into 

"  Five  dollars  ?  "  his  breast  so  that  he  felt  like  sobbing,  was  a  low, 

"  Cheap — I  said. "  sweet  music — the  cooing  tones  of  a  mournful, 

"Three?"  lovely  voice.     The  bare  dim  kitchen-dining- 

" What's  the  cheapest?**  room,  with  its  rough  table  and  old  in- walled 

14^  _ 
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stove  and  naked  gas-jet,  was  small  and  warm,  tasted  Poverty;  yes,  got  all  the  taste  out  of  it, 

Under  the  tiny  flame  a  young  woman  sat  on  a  up  against  the  palate, — the  hot  gall,  the  venom, 

rocker,  swaying  back  and  forth  with  a  little  Their's  had  been  a  life  squeezed  dry  of  luxuries; 

baby  at  her  breast.     The  child  uttered  little  their's  had  been  a  hard  fight  on  hard  food  and 

stifled  cries;    the  mother's  bending  face  was  hard  hours.     Yet  all  was  well  enough, — all  was 

very  near  it.     The  young  man  stood,  gazing,  splendid — splendid — save  the  Fear,  the  Fear 

And  in  that  moment,  he  loved  as  if  he  were  that   they   went   to  bed  with  at  night,  the 

starved  for  love — Gloved  her  brown  light  hair  Fear  they  read  in  newspapers  at  breakfast, 

blown  in  wisps  over  her  low  forehead;  loved  the  Fear  that  sung  in  the  factory  machines  all 

her  pale,  hollow  cheeks  and  her  large  mourn-  day.     For  these  had  been  hard  times, — times 

ful  blue  eyes;   loved  her  thin,  callous  hands;    of  the  Fear.    And  now 

loved  even  the  familiar  faded  calico.  Breaking  into  his  bitter  thoughts,  canie  the 

Theyoungwife,  hearing  him,  said:  "Shuhl"  light  footsteps  he  knew  so  well.     A  hand  was 

without  looking  up,  and  warned  him  with  a  laid  thrillingly  on  his  shoulder;  and  her  shrill 

finger.  voice  roused  him: 

He  stood,  miserably  swallowing  at  something  "Pete!  don't  you  care!    Ain't  we  goin'  to 

in  his  throat,  and  then  beyond  his  help  a  groan  fight?   It's  all  right,  it's  all  right!   Pete!    Ain't 

burst  from  his  lips.     His  wife's  face  lifted  under  we  fighters  ?  Now  you  tell  me  about  it ! " 

the  light — startled,  white,  frightened.     She  rose  The  brave  words  sat  him  up  straight.     His 

with  the  child.  fighting  blood  stirred;    the  saving  power  of 

"Pete!"  she  cried,  "you  ain't — sick?"  anger,  anger  hot  and  strong,  swept  through 

His  lips  parted ;  he  took  two  steps  and  flung  him.    And  the  wife  calmly  took  a  bit  of  sewing 

his  arms  about  her  and  the  child,  and  half-  and  sat  on  the  rocker.    He  glanced  a  second  at 

sobbed:  her  parted  lips,  her  flashing  eyes.     He  raised  a 

"Annie!   Annie!   Annie!"  clenched  fist  and  smote  the  table  softly: 

And  suddenly  he  drew  away  from  her.     She  "Damn  it!   he — "   she  knew  he  meant  the 

clutched  her  child  close  as  if  he  had  threatened  boss — "  he  laid  off  the  last  of  us  to-night.  Said 

to  steal  it  from  her.  he  was  sorry — it's  hard  times.     Was  that  my 

"Pete!"   she  whispered  tensely,  "you've —  fault?     We're    slaves — slaves;     this    country 

lost  your  job/**  better  look  out " 

He  buried  his  face  in  his  hands  and  groaned  A  wild  light  came  into  his  eyes,  the  light  pf  the 

again.     So — it  had  come  at  last — ^the  frightful  terrorist.     His  wife,   looking  quickly,   spoke 

long-expected  moment.     It  was  as  if  the  floor  sharply: 

beneath  them  cracked  open  and  they  were  "Don't   you   go    talking   that   way,    Pete! 

plunging  a  thousand   miles  into  Blackness.  Things  is  bad  enough ! " 

.     .     .     When    they    next    glanced    at    each  "  Yes, "  he  cried  hotly,  "  who  made  'em  so  ? 

other's  face,  they  saw  plainly  written  there  the  I  ?    Was  I  honest  ?    Was  I  skillful  ?    Was  I 

Fear — the  Great  White  Fear.     This  is  a  Fear,  hard-working?    Them** — she  knew  he  meant 

not  of  the  yellow  or  black  races,  but  of  the  the  rich — "got  their  automobiles  and  yachts 

factory-drilled  whites  alone — the  fear  of  un-  and  palaces  and  servants  hard  times  or  no  hard 

employment,  of  dispossession,  of  moneyless-  times.     IFe'rc  the  slaves.     Don't  you  cross  me, 

ness.     It  gives  a  hunted  look  to  a  face;  a  man  kid — 1  sa,y,  slaves.     Free?  Free,  how?  Free  to 

becomes  a  little  white  animal  cowering  in  a  starve,  beg,  die, — that's  how!    They  got  the 

comer.  pay-envelopes,  ain't  they  ?  Well,  we  got  to  feed 

The  young  wife  felt  the  hurry  to  her  heart  of  out  of  their  hands,  and  if  they  ain't  a  mind  to 

the  mother-passion.     What  would  happen  to  feed  us,  what  then  ?  Eh  ? " 

this  little  baby — her  baby — her  son?    This  She  spoke  more  sharply: 

little  thing  that  cried  so  at  her  breast  ?  "  That  sort  o'  talk  ain't  goin'  to  pay  the  rent. 

"Wait!     wait!"     she    whispered    sharply.  You  quit  it  and  you  hustle  for  a  job. " 

"  He's  got  to  go  to  sleep !  Don't  make  a  sound !"  *    He  looked  at  her  terribly  and  smote  the  table 

She  glided  into  the  small  dark  bedroom,  and  again: 

as  the  young  man  crumpled  up  on  a  kitchen  "Annie,  there  ain*t  a  job  in  my  trade  in  the 

chair,  his  head  against  the  little  table,  he  heard  cityl** 

her  sweet  mournful  voice  singing  the  child  She  shivered  in  spite  of  herself.     He  spoke 

to  sleep.     Why  was  he  unwittingly  forced  to  the  truth.     She  swallowed  hard: 

make  his  young  wife  suffer?    What  had  she  "You've — got  to  do  something!" 

done  ?  What  h^  he  done  ?  They  were  honest.  "  What  ?  Come,  now,  what've  I  got  to  do  ?  " 

Good  God,  they  were  honest/    They  earned  "Anything — any  job." 

bread  by  the  sweat  of  their  brow;   they  had  "Ain't  there  thousands  looking?" 
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"But,  Pete,  you're  strong  and  young "  had  come;  he  had  wronged  his  wife;  she  too 

"  Not  so  strong,  not  so  young  as  you  think. "  was  suflFering.    He  swallowed  again  and  softly 

In  the  silence  they  heard  the  East  River  tugs  felt  his  pocket  for  the  lump  of  cold  steel, 

wailing  against  the  fog.     In  a  tenement  oppo-  Then  he  fell  to  brooding  on  the  baby's  face, 

site  a  child  was  crying  loudly.    A  gray  chill  Sleep  is  an  elemental  thing,  full  of  awe.    The 

seemed   to  settle  about  their  hearts.    They  breathing  of  the  child  came  very  tenderly;  the 

were  alone  in  the  Desert  of  the  City.     Millions  blue  transparent  lids  were  softly  shut;  the  dark 

of  souls  wove  their  warm  lives  about  them —  little  head  was  bent  back;  the  little  hands  stuck 

in  the  flat  above,  in  the  street  outside,  up  up  in  the  air  with  helpless  waxen  fingers.     It 

and  down  Manhattan  and  over  the  bridges,  was  his  child,  his  own  son,  fast  asleep.     Mys- 

Shops  were  full  of  food  and  clothes;  there  were  tery  of  Sleep!    mystery  of  Fatherhood!    He 

houses  enough  for  a  million  more  souls;  trains  gazed  and  his  mood  strangely  softened.    The 

and  ships  swept  in  with  floods  of  riches;   fac-  tears  choked  his  throat.    He  turned  away;  he 

tories  poured  out  produce.     A  great  city  of  staggered  slowly  into  the  kitchen;  he  sank  on 

civilization,  well-lit,  sanitary,  secure,  towering  the  chair  at  the  table;  he  lowered  his  head  on 

its  wealth  into  the  very  skies,  held  them  in  its  his  hands,  and  he  cried  softly  like  a  little  child, 

mighty  heart.    Yet  they  were  on  a  Robinson  "I  wish  the  kid  had  never  been  bom!"  he 

Crusoe  Island.    They  were  exiles  in  their  own  sobbed. 

city.    The   huge   machine   in   whirling   had  The  woman's  arms  were  about  him,  soft  and 

thrown  them  out  into  the  gutter.    The  race  comforting,  and  her  voice  murmured  a  hun- 

said  to  them:  "  Not  wanted. "    They  were  in  a  dred  meaningless  things  in  his  ear. 

prison  without  a  jailor  to  bring  them  food  and  But  he  sobbed:   "It's  no  world  for  a  poor 

keep  them  warm, — the  prison  of  the  Great  little  kid!" 

White  Fear. .  For  a  moment  they  avoided  each  Yet  he  drew  her  close,  he  lifted  his  face  to 

other's  eyes.     They  were  panic-stricken, — an  her's,  and  looking  in  each  other's  eyes,  they 

unreasoning  terror  rushing  the  blood  to  their  smiled    tenderly,    luminously.    Their    hearts 

heads.    They  knew  they  could  not  even  help  filled    with    love.    They    were    marvelously 

themselves,  though  in  the  midst  of  plenty,  soothed  and  calmed. 

Something  had  gone  wrong  with  the  world.  "  Pete, "  smiled  the  young  wife,  "  we're  goin' 

But  who  was  to  blame?  The  Boss,  squeezed  by  to  fight,  ain't  we?  We're  fighters,  Pete!  Ain't 

Hard  Times?  The  honest  worker?  Who?  we  goin'  to  fight?" 

Silently  they  sat  in  the  dim  room,  gazing  "Sure,  Annie!"  he  laughed,  "like  the  devil!" 
upon  the  floor,  and  then  at  last  the  young  wife 

spoke  tremblingly:  The  Hunt  began  early  next  morning — ^the 
*  "  How  much  have  you  got  ? "  Hunt  for  the  Job.     The  hunter,  however,  is 
There  was  a  moment's  silence:  really  the  hunted.    Now  and  then  he  bares  his 
"  Here! "  skin  to  the  unthinking  blows  of  the  world,  and 
He   pulled   out   the   yellow   envelope   and  runs  off  to  hide  himself  in  the  crowd.     You 
handed  it  to  her.     She  grasped  it  with  feverish  may  see  him  bobbing  along  the  turbulent  man- 
hands,  and  suddenly  looked  at  him.  currents  of  Broadway,  a  tide-tossed  derelict  in 
"It's  torn,  Pete!"  the  thousand-foot  shadows  of  the  skyscrapers. 
He  looked  at  the  table,  and  mumbled.  The  mob  about  him  is  lusty  with  purpose,  each 
"  Yes. "  unit  making  his  appointed  place,  the  morning 
Something  like  a  pang  bit  her  heart.     She  rush  to  work  bearing  the  stenographer  to  her 
pulled  out  the  bills.  machine,  the  broker  to  his  ticker,  the  iron- 
"  Pete,  there's  only  eleven — there  ought  to  be  worker   to   his  sky-dangling   beam.     In   the 
twelve!*^  mighty  machine  of  the  city  each  has  his  place, 
He  half -closed  his  eyes:  each  is  provided  for,  each  gets  the  glow  of 
"  I  spent  one. "  sharing  in  the  world's  work.    The  morning 
"For  what?*^   Her  tone  was  frightened:   it  rush,  splashed  at  street  crossings  with  the  gold 
shook  him.  of  the  eastern  sun,  is  rippled  with  fresh  eyes  and 
He  could  stand  the  strain  no  longer.    He  busy  lips.    They  are  all  in  the  machine.    But 
suddenly  rose,  and  for  the  first  time  since  the  our  young  man  crouching  in  a  comer  of  the 
child  came,  rough-mouthed  her.  crowded  car  is  not  of  these;   slinking  down 
"It's  none  of  yer  business!  Shut  up  I"  Broadway  he  is  aware  that  the  machine  has 
Out   into   the   black   bedroom   he  swung,  thrown  him  out  and  he  cannot  get^n.     He  is 
Somehow  he  stumbled  against  the  crib.    Soft  an  exile  in  the  midst  of  his  own  people.    The 
light  from  the  kitchen  fell   on  the  sleeping  sense  of  loneliness  and  inferiority  eats  the  heart 
child.     He  leaned  close.    Hard  times  indeed  out  of  the  breast;  the  good  of  life  is  gone;  the 
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blackness  soaks  across  the  city  and  into  his  anxiously  and  saw  his  stricken  sick  face  and  the 

home,  his  love,  his  soul.  limp  body  with  the  life  gone  out  of  it. 

Some  go  bitter  and  are  for  throwing  bombs;  She  glided  over  to  him;  she  hushed  his  com- 

some  despair  and  are  for  wiping  themselves  plaining  lips  with  a  kiss;  she  crowded  him  in  a 

away;  some — the  rank  and  file — are  for  fight-  chair  and  brought  him  food;  she  let  the  full 

ing  to  the  last  ditch.     Peter  pendulated  be-  measure  of  her  love  go  warming  through  him. 

tween  all  three  of  these  moods.     In  ordinary  Like  the  true  mother-wife  she  prattled  on 

times  he  would  have  bfeen  all  fight;   in  these  about  the  baby,  archly  drawing  smiles  to  his 

hard  times,  drenched  with  the  broadcast  hope-  taut  lips,  and  at  last  she  induced  him  to  walk 

lessness  of  men,  he  knew  he  was  foredoomed  out  with  her  in  the  sunny  afternoon.     Up  the 

to  defeat.     Only  a  miracle  could  save  him.  streets  to  the  West  he  wheeled  the  go-cart,  and 

Trudging  up  Seventy-ninth  Street  to  Third  Annie  walked  at  his  side  talking  quickly.  Tbey 

Avenue,  fresh  with  Annie's  kiss  and  the  baby's  trudged  through  a  strange  slash  of  the  city's 

pranks,  he  had  the  last  bit  of  daring  dashed  out  life,  squalid  poverty  to  Third  Avenue,  mediocre 

of  him  by  a  strange  area-full  of  men.  It  was  a  fringes  of  middle  class  to  Lexington,  middle 

small  Hebrew  synagogue,  and  packed  in  the  class    respectability    to    Madison,    luxurious 

deep   area  were  forty  unemployed  workers,  wealth  to  Fifth  Avenue,  and  then  one  of  the 

jammed  crowd-thick  against  the  windows  and  loveliest  stretches  of  landscape  Park  beyond, 

gate.     It  was  fresh  weather,  not  cold,  yet  the  As  they  walked  block  by  block  west,  the  street 

men  shivered.     Their  bodies  had  for  long  been  grew  quieter,  finer,  less  crowded,  more  and 

unwarmed  by  sufficient  food  or  clothing;  there  more  palatial,  and  last  they  stepped  from  the 

was  a  grayness  about  them  as  of  famished  avenue-divided  social  classes  of  Man  into  the 

wolves;  their  lips  and  fingers  were  blue;  they  sweet  democracy  of  Nature.     The  hills  were 

were  unshaved  and  frowzy  with  some  vile  sleep-  yet  green  and  pure ;  pines  glittered  green  among 

ing  place.   Hard  times  had  blotched  the  city  with  bare  boughs  in  the  wash  of  sun ;  the  walks  were 

a  myriad  of  such  groups.     And  as  Peter  stopped  clean;  the  air  fresh  and  tingling.     Here  min- 

and  imagined  himself  driven  at  last  among  gled  the  well-to-do  and  the  poor,  bench  by 

them,  he  saw  a  burly  fellow  emerge  from  the  bench,  and  they  sat  down,  and  to  Peter  came  a 

house  and  begin  handing  out  charity  bowls  of  moment  of  deep  peace,  fraught  with  thoughts 

hot  coffee  and  charity  bread.    Peter,  inde-  alien  to  his  daily  life.    The  escape  from  Man, 

pendent  American  workman,  was  stung  at  the  from  the  world  that  did  not  want  him,  brought 

sight;  the  souls  of  these  workers  were  somehow  him  face  to  face  with  quiet  Nature,  the  world 

being  outraged:  they  were  eating  out  of  the  that  had  arms  to  gather  in  all  that  came.  Here 

hands  of  the  comfortable,  like  so  many  gutter  he  had  a  place  at  last;   he  felt  a  new  kinship 

dogs.  with  the  still  life  of  the  earth;   he  had  come 

The  rest  of  the  morning  Peter  dared  now  back  to  the  mother  of  all.     Sitting  on  the  hard 

and  then  to  present  himself  at  an  office  to  ask  bench,  and  pushing  the  go-cart  out  and  in,  a 

work.     At  some  places  he  tried  boldness,  at  strange  sense  of  a  God  in  things  swept  his 

others  meekness,  and  at  last  he  begged,  **  For  brain  and  a  mood  eternal  with  life  and  death 

God's  sake,  I  have  a  wife  and  baby — "    He  and  mystery  possessed  him.     He  had  never 

met  with  various  receptions  at  the  hands  of  been  religious;  but  now  his  heart  opened  out  to 

clerks,  office  boys  and  bosses.     A  few  were  *  the  undercurrent  of  all  the  hurling  worlds,  and 

sorry,  some  turned  their  backs,  the  rest  hurried  he  was  softened,  subdued  to  Nature,  and,  for 

him  out.     Each  refusal,  each  "  not  wanted  in  the  time  being,  calm  and  ready, 
the  scheme  of  things,"  shot  him  out  into  the 

streets,  stripped  of  another  bit  of  self-reliance.  So  went  the  days  until  the  money  dwindled 
In  spite  of  himself,  he  began  to  feel  his  poor  away, — the  mornings  of  humiliation,  the  after- 
appearance,  his  drooping  lip,  his  broken  pur-  noons  of  peace.  Annie  was  roused  to  her  full 
pose.  He  was  a  failure  and  the  world  could  not  strength;  they  ate  their  money  penny  by 
use  him.  He  hardly  dared  to  look  a  man  in  penny;  they  resolutely  forgot  the  little  daily 
the  eyes,  to  lift  his  voice  above  a  whisper,  to  pleasures.  And  yet  within  two  weeks,  there 
make  a  demand,  to  dare  a  refusal.  He  was  nothing  left.  Peter  was  up  before  dawn 
slunk  home  at  last  like  a  cowed  and  beaten  each  morning  to  answer  advertisements;  but 
animal.  each  time  he  was  one  of  a  hundred  men  storm- 
It  was  two  in  the  afternoon.  Wearily  he  ing  one  job.  Several  times  the  employer  had  to 
pushed  in  the  door,  and  stood  in  the  dancing  call  the  police  to  disperse  the  mob  of  the  unem- 
sunlight  on  the  kitchen  floor.  At  the  window,  ployed.  There  was  work  nowhere;  men  hung 
in  dazzling  light,  Annie  was  tucking  the  baby  feverishly  to  their  jobs;  ordinary  men  did  ex- 
in  the  little  shiny  go-cart.     She  looked  up  traordinary  work;    only  those  were  laid  off 
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whose  positions  were  squeezed  out  by  the  busi-  Thing,  now,  or  a  few  years  later?  Didn't  it  all 

ness  slump.     And  so  Peter  was  buffeted  about  come  to  the  same  in  the  end?  The  world  did 

in  the  whirlpool,  cuffed  by  the  whirlwind — a  not   want   him.     Why   should  -he   want   the 

useless  bit  of  humanity.     His  misery  became  world  ?  They  must  be  rid  of  each  other. 

more  numb  and  callous;   the  pain  of  it  grew  Into  this  soliloquy  broke  his  wife's  voice,  and 

less  and  less;  but  so  did  the  man.     He  was  ac-  yet  as  if  from  far  away: 

quiring  the  tramp-soul,  the  vagrant-heart.     He  "Peter." 

grew  careless  of  how  he  looked  or  where  he  "Yes." 

drifted.     He  was  sinking  down  from  social  "  Peter. '^ 

stratum  to  social  straturp;  he  was  slowly  being  "  What  you  want  ?  "     Sullen,  defiant. 

engulfed  by  the  Undertow,  the  Underworld  of  "PETER!"  She  suddenly  bowed  her  head, 

Crime  and  Vagrancy  that  is  the  quicksand-  and  the  weeks  of  terro.-  had  their  pay.     She 

foundation  of  the  modern  city,  over  which  sobbed  wildly. 

the  strong  world  towers  like  a  house  of  cards.  He  looked  at  her  stupidly.     Why  cry,  when 

When  he  came  home,  numb,  white,  sullen,  it  was  all  the  same  in  the  end  ? 

Annie's  silent  fear  grew  day  by  day.    All  that  She  lifted  her  face — wild  with  sobs, 

was  left  in  the  home  now  was  love,  and  that  was  "  Peter — ^you've  got  to  speak  to  me — this — 

endangered.     Peter  was  morose  and  harsh  and  this  has  got  to  stop!  //  luill  drive  me  crazy r* 

unresponsive.     The  Park,  which  at  first  was  In  the  moment's  silence,  her  strange  sobs 

the  saving  touch,  now  made  him  impatient,  chimed  in  with  the  swashing  blows  of  the  rain 

Tramp-restlessness  had  seized  him.     He  could  and  the  noise  of  the  airshaft.     They  were  in 

not  sit. still  on  a  bench  and  be  quiet  with  the  the  deepest  pit  in  a  world  of  desolation, 

hills.  Peter  shifted  uneasily  and  mumbled  in  a 

It  was  a  night  of  wild  storm  when  the  crisis  numb  voice: 

came.    All  afternoon  he  had  been  meditating        "Well — well " 

on  two  things.     One  was  flight  from  his  wife  He  had  never  seen  his  wife  in  this  frantic 

and  child,  flight  from  the  hyena  city,  flight  state.     She  lifted   her  head  again,   and  her 

from  the  burden.     The  other  was  the  lump  of  words  came  sharp,  hot,  and  flew  wild: 

steel  in  his  pocket  that  could  be  hidden  in  a  "I  can't  stand  it — I  can't — I  can't!  You've 

man's  fist.    This  last  meant  flight  from  every-  changed — ^you  don't  love  me,  Peter — you  don't 

thing,  including  himself.  love  the  baby  any  more — what  is  it?  Are  you 

The  low,  back  kitchen  was  dim  with  a  flicker-  going  to  kill  yourself?  Are  you  going  to  leave 
ing  gaslight;  the  wild  storm  beat  with  gusts  of  us ?  What  did  we  do  to  you  ?  Haven't  I  tried  to 
washing  rain  down  the  sealed  windows;  the  help  you  a  little  bit  at  least  ?  I'm  a  poor  fool — 
gale  roared  through  the  backyards,  slamming  I'm  a  poor  fool  of  a  woman — oh!^^ 
shutters  and  whistling  over  clotheslines,  and  in  He  bit  his  lips  and  automatically  put  his 
the  dimness  at  the  small  center  table  Annie  and  hand  in  his  pocket  and  clutched  the  cold  lump 
Peter  ate  a  meager  supper  of  bread  and  foul  of  steel.  His  wife  put  her  two  hands  to  her 
coffee.  Each  time  they  moved  the  floor  face — her's  was  exquisite  miser)'  at  that  mo- 
creaked  weirdly.  Now  and  then  a  burst  of  ment.  She  spoke  in  a  low^  wail: 
noise  swept  down  the  airshaft  as  if  to  smother  "  Oh,  what  have  we  done  that  we  must  suffer 
them.                                                                    -  this  way?  And  the  baby — "  she  lowered  her 

They  were  drunk  with  despair — the  young  voice  and  spoke  in  an  intense  whisper.     "  He*s 

wife   thin,    hollow-cheeked,    unkempt,    biting  going  to  be  sick — he^s  going  to  die!    And  you, " 

slowly  at  a  crust  of  bread ;  the  lean  white-faced  she  cried  wildly,  "  you're  his  father — you're  my 

man  sitting,  head  on  hand,  sullen  and  absorbed  husband!  Good  God!  why  don't  you  act  like  a 

in  his  mood.     He  was  thinking  of  death.  Face  man!" 

to  face  with  it,  he  was  going  through  a  Hamlet-  Anger  touched  him: 

soliloquy  in  terms  of  an  American  workman.  "  Have  I  hunted  a  job  or  not  ?  Get  one  your- 

What  was  he  facing,  so  common,  so  universal,  self,  if  it's  easy  as  talking. " 

so  inevitable,  so  inscrutable?   The  vast  mys-  She  looked  at  him,  startled,  white, — a  new 

tery  of  his  own  life  wrapped  him  like  a  rising  light  dawning  across  her  storm-tossed  brain, 

ocean.     He  that  was  sitting  there,  alive  in  every  She  paused  a  moment;    she  caught  his  eyes; 

ner\'e,  brain  thinking,   hands  moving,  heart  she   spoke   straight    into    him,    making   him 

beating,  what  would  happen  to  him  if  he  lifted  quiver, 

the  lump  of  steel  and  emptied  one  of  its  cham-  "  /  wUl,  Peter! '^ 

bers  into  his  skull?  There  was  but  a  film,  after  Something  shocked  hot  and  cold  through 

all,  between  this  world  and  the  next.     Did  it  him. 

matter  if  he  faced  the  Thing,  had  it  out  with  the  "  You'll— you'll—    What'U  you  do  ?  " 
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"Til  get  a  job — there's  lots  of  jobs  as  serv-  bling  foolish  words  over  the  little  head.     Finally 

ants.     I'll^er/  a  job!"  he  got  the  milk,  and  stilled  the  child  by  over- 

His  jaw  fell.  feeding  it. 

'"  You! "  And  then  the  long  day  began.     It  was  a  gray 

She  rose  to  her  feet  unsteadily.  cold  day,  but  rainy  fresh  with  the  night's  storm, 

'*  Vm  tired;  Vm  going  to  bed. "  and  at  ten  that  morning  there  was  seen^  cutting 

And  she  crawled  to  her  place  beside  her  through  squalor  and  wealth  to  the  fading  Park, 

child.     For  long  hours  Peter  sat,  head  in  his  a  thin,  sick,  pale  young  man  wheeling  a  go-cart. 

hand,  a  vague  new  trouble  stirring  his  heart  into  He  walked  alone,  shuffling  his  feet,  and  leaning 

life,  a  new  and  vaster  sense  of  tragedy  and*  heavily  over  the  handle.     There  had  been  no 

ruin,  a  feeling  of  the  moral  order  of  the  world  breakfast  but  a  crust  of  bread  and  he  was  sick, 

upset,  of  something  sacred  gone  from  life.  And  sick  through  and  through,  nauseous,  fever- 

the  storm  blew  about  the  tenement,  sounding  shaken. 

the  dirge  of  the  flight  of  human  souls.  In  the  Park  he  doubled  up  weakly  on  a 

bench  and  pushed  the  go-cart  out  and  in.     And 
At  five  the  next  morning  the  sleeping«man  then  the  unbidden  terrible  thoughts  began  to 
was  roused  by  his  wife.     He  sat  up,  and  in  the  trajnp,  tramp,  tramp  across  his  brain.     He 
gray  glimmering  light  saw  Annie  standing  at  knew  now  that  he  was  no  '^master  of  his  fate"; 
the  bedside  with  the  baby  in  her  arms.     She  the  vast  forces  of  the  world,  the  interplay  of 
spoke  sharply :  human  souls,  the  sweep  of  events,  the  cyclone  of 
"Peter!  quick!  I  want  to  show  you!  Wake  up!"  life,  were  all  bearing  him  against  his  will  to 
She  laid  the  baby  on  the  bed,  and  again  and  strange  issues.     Somehow  he  had  been  caught 
again  showed  him  how  to  change  the  clothes,  in  a  cataract  and  swept  away.     Even  now,  at 
She  did  not  notice  his  sullen  listlessness,  but  the  great  moment  of  decision,  his  hands  were 
spoke  on  and  on,  giving  endless  directions  tied.     The  only  freedom  he  had  was  the  free- 
about  the  bottle  of  milk  and  the  baby's  outing  dom  to  die;  this  was  the  moment;  this  was  the 
and  sleep.    The  baby  lay  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  only  act  he  could  do  to  regain  his  mastery.  And 
cooing  and  fondling  its  feet.     Suddenly  Annie  he  had  rashly  promised  this  away.     To  what 
turned  from  it,  seized  Peter  by  both  hands,  end? 

leaned  near  and  looked  in  his  eyes.  And  then  bitterly  the   tramping  thoughts 
"  Peter,  I'm  trusting  you  with  the  best  of  my  flashed  across  his  brain  scene  after  scene,  mood 
life — ^with  all  I've  got — my  flesh  and  blood  after  mood,  of  his  earlier  life.     He  was  back  in 
and — "  she  stopped-     "Promise  me — "  her  the  moonlit  streets  of  summer,  when  he  and 
voice  rose  almost  hysterically — "  promise  me,  Annie  used  to  sit  on  the  steps  of  the  stoop,  and 
you'll  do  nothing  rash, — that  you'll  act  like  a  this  world  was  the  pure  magic;  the  nights  that 
man, — Peter, — ^that  I  can  trust  you!"  were  the  true  days  of  life,  the  nights  of  sweet, 
He  was  silent,  his  eyes  on  the  baby.  frail  first  love.     And  he  was  back  to  his  pride  in 
"  Peter, "  she  half -screamed,  "  promise  me!  "  his  independence,  the  pride  that  prompted  him 
"  Oh,  I'll  promise, "  he  mumbled.  to  ask  her  to  be  his  wife,  to  be  the  mother  of  his 
She  bent  suddenly,  kissing  him  on  the  lips;  a  children.     They  had  not  expected  an  easy  life; 
tear  splashed  his  hand.     A  moment  later  she  they  were  not  used  to  that.     But  they  had  ex- 
was  hugging  and   hugging   her  baby.     And  pected  and  entered  into  a  warm  little  kingdom, 
then  she  was  gone  and  the  door  shut  softly.  a  snug  fairyland  of  Home,  only  two  rooms,  but 
Peter  was  much  perturbed ;  he  had  a  desire  Annie  in  them.     And  his  greatest  pride  had 
to  sob;  something  tough  and  hard  and  callous,  been  that  he  was  the  man,  that  he  was  the 
knotted  like  a  cancer  about  his  heart,  began  to  breadwinner,  that  Annie  was  free  to  be  a  wife 
dissolve  away.     But  he  crawled  out  of  bed,  and  a  mother.     The  coming  of  the  child  had 
laid  the  baby  in  its  crib,  and  slipped  into  his  eaten  up  his  savings,  but  there  was  left  his 
clothes.     Then  a  busy  time  began  for  him.  He  strength,  his  skilled  hands,  his  ambition,  and 
felt  curiously  weak  and  empty,  like  a  mere  his  deep  love  for  Annie, 
tottering  shell  of  a  man.     It  was  hunger  and  At  this  thought  the  poor  young  man  doubled 
cold  and  sickness  and  the  Great  White  Fear,  over  deeper,  and  had  to  stifle  his  sobs. 
And  it  was  something  new,  the  sense  of  the  And  now  ?  Events  in  which  he  had  no  part 
sacred  gone  out  of  life.  had  suddenly  broken  his  life  to  pieces.     No 
He  began  his  work,  however,  with  a  grim  one  was  to  blame.     So  the  world  moved,  and 
touch  of  humor.     He  was  a  poor  sort  of  a  in  moving,  crushed.     And  it  had  mercilessly 
mother  at  best,  and  of  late  he  had  been  a  poor  crushed  him,  not  only  physically,  but — he  sat 
sort  of  a  father.     He  tussled  long  with  the  up  suddenly — his  mind  aghast.     He  was  face 
child's  cries,  rocking  him,  walking  him,  mum-  to  face  with  his  mutilated  heart. 
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And  now  Annie  had  gone  out  to  be  the  Man,  voice,    that    swept    electricity    through    him. 

and  he  had  stayed  home  to  be  the  Woman.  "Supper!" 

This  then  was  the  sacred  something  that  had  She  rushed  and  flung  her  arms  about  him. 

been  lost.     He  felt  dimly,  though  there  was  no  "Pete,  Pete!    I  got  it!    I  got  a  job!   It's  a 

clear  thinking,  that  the  most  sacred  part  of  their  dollar  a  day — ^very  special.     A  grand  house 

marriage  was  that  he  was  the  Man  and  she  the  over    near    Fifth    Avenue.     Peter!     Ain*t    it 

Woman,  that  the  world-struggle  fell  to  him,  the  glorious,  Pete  ?  " 

home-struggle  to  her — a  relationship  touched  He  humbly  drew  her  close,  and  then  the  ex- 
sacred  by  a  million  human  years  up  from  the  periences  of  the  day  overmastered  him.  The 
very  cave  of  the  first  man, — something  so  in-  growing  mood  of  the  long  weeks  broke  its  ice 
grained  in  human  bone  and  flesh  that  it  was  and  went  pell-mell  down  the  valleys  of  April, 
nearly  as  sacred  as  the  more  ancient  love.  He  heaved  terribly,  his  shoulders  wrenched — 
Would  it  not  have  been  better  to  kill  himself,  wrenched— his  head  went  down  on  her  shoul- 
than  to  let  the  marriage  be  killed  ?  der — he  knew  not  what  he  was  doing,  but  the 

long  unnatural  man-sobs  shook  through  the 

It  was  supper  time.     The  poor  sick  man  had  darkening  room, 

cradled  his  baby  in  his  arms,  until  the  little  one  "Pete!"    she  cried,  taking  him  closer  and 

slept.     Then  tenderly,  very  tenderly,  with  eyes  closer.     "  It's  all  right!  Everything's  all  right! 

gone  blind,  he  had  laid  the  few  px)unds  of  hu-  Don't  you  feel  that  way  about  it!    I  love  the 

man   flesh   in   the   crib.     He   was   strangely  work,  honest,  I  do,  and  we  can /m,  Pete!  We 

changed.     He  wandered  weakly  up  and  down  can  wait.     Better  times  are  coming/^' 

the  dim  kitchen.     He  forgot  how  hungry  he  He  laughed  through  his  sobs  weirdly, 

was,  how  empty  and  fever-stricken.  "You're  the  man  of  the  two  of  us.     You're 

His  heart,  his  mind,  his  soul,  were  yearning  the  fighter!" 

for  Annie.    He  hungered  for  her;  the  sight  of  "Don't  you  believe  it,  Pete!"    she  cried, 

her  mournful  blue  eyes,   the  pathetic,  old-  "But  get  busy;  light  up  big  and  blazing;  set  the 

known  hollowness  of  her  cheeks,  the  touch  of  table.     I   got — what   you   love  best — guess — 

her  hands.     The  world  had  crippled  him  and    guess " 

driven  her  from  her  home;  they  were  both        "What!"   he  mumbled,  "cornbeef " 

greatly  wronged;  he  was  becoming  a  mere  "And  cabbage — "  she  cried, 
woman,  and  she  a  man.  But  who  could  help  He  kissed  and  kissed  her  like  a  man  pos- 
it? There  was  that  little  baby  in  the  crib!  One  sessed,  the  big  tears  on  his  twitching  cheeks, 
had  to  care  for  him,  one  had  to  give  all  up  ut-  He  stroked  and  stroked  her  cheek  softly;  he 
terly,  as  Annie  had  done,  that  one  young  soul  held  her  face  away  to  look  into  it  with  lustrous 
might  live  and  grow  and  be  sunned  into  a  man.  eyes,  its  shades  of  love  and  fondness.  And 
One  had  to  sacrifice  even  a  bit  of  manhood,  then,  softly,  he  whispered: 

He  walked  up  and  down,  hungering  for  his  "Wait  a  minute,  wait  a  minute!" 

wife.     He  stopped  to  listen  to  each  sound.  He  Swiftly  he  slouched  through  the  darkness  to 

did  not  wonder  any  niore  why  life  is,  or  death  the  square  of  window  stained  with  the  few 

is,  or  pain  is.     He  knew — that  love  is.  lights  back  of  the  yards.     He  raised  it,  his 

And  then,  at  last,  startling  him  in  spite  of  his  figure  black  against  it,  he  drew  secretly  from  his 

expectancy,  the  door  burst  open  and  Annie  pocket  a  lump  of  steel  hidden  in  his  fist,  he 

rushed  in.    Twilight  had  come  and  the  room  reached  out  his  hand  and  opened  it — and  lis- 

was  ghostly  and  gray.     Just  for  a  moment,  tened.     Something  hard  hit  the  pavement  of 

glimmeringly  at  the  shining  stove  he  stood,  the  back  yard. 

irresolute,  drinking  in  each  feature  of  her  face.  And  Annie,  bustling  about  with  the  supper, 

loving  fiercely  the  light  brown  hair  blown  in  though  the  tears  streamed,  pretended  that  she 

wisps  over  the  low  forehead;    the  large  blue  did  not  hear. 

eyes,    now   flashing   so    strangely;    the  deep  But  he  stood  gazing  on  the  first  star  in  the 

cheeks,    now   so    darkly    colored,    the  whole  far-flushed  skies,  the  evening  star,  and  he  knew 

woman  dim  and  soft  in  the  twilight.     And  and  Annie  knew  by  some  strange  vast  tide  of 

then  it  came  over  him  that  she  was  sparkling  light  through  their  hearts,  that  the  Great  White 

with  excitement.     And  he  noticed  that  she  car-  Fear  had  been  flung  out  of  the  window,  and  was 

ried  two  bulging  paper  bags.  gone  forever.    There  would  be  Hard  Times  and 

"Peter  I"  she  cried,  "  the  baby — how  is  he?"  Good  Times,  there   would  be  new  Exilings 

He  could  hardly  speak;  he  blurted.  and  New  Hunts,  but  they  had  learned  how  to 

"  He's — all  right — and  you — did  you  get  it  ?  "  Fight,  to  Fight  in  team  with  all  the  strength  of 

She  put  down  the  bags.  man   and   woman  married.     They  had  won 

"  Supper,  Pete!"  she  cried  in  an  exhilerating  their  roof  and  their  crust. 


Letters    from  G.  G. 

With  lllustratioiu  by  R.  M.  Cto»by 

(G.  C.  Broulway.  to  E.  R.,  at  Home,  Winter)  You'vc  never  had  to  do  with  Scrub  Ladies, 
of  course.     You'd  have  to  supplement  Type- 

A  YOUNG  Southern  girl  once  said  in  my  writer  ladies  in  your  volume, 
hearing  that  she'd  love  to  write  a  book  I  Let  me  see  now:  "Intimate  Enemies  I  Have 
She  didn't  know  whether  she  could  or  Made,"  "Adoptive  Nieces  that  Have  Been' 
not,  she'd  never  tried,  she  knew  anyhow  that  Bom  to  Me,"  "Hand  Painted  Portraits  I 
she  "  had  all  the  fine  feelin's"  to  make  one,  but  Have  Sat  For,"  "  Garrets  I  Have  Inhabited," 
what  she  was  not  sure  of  was  whether  she'd  "  Clothes,  Pleasant  and  Unpleasant,  I  Have 
know  how  to  set 'em  down, — but  she  supposed  Inherited,"  "Tragedies  (my  own),  I  Have 
she  could  learn,  etc.  Lived  to  Laugh  At,"  "Love  I  Have  Re- 
Now  the  book  that  is  wanting  to  push  its  covered  From,"  "Dreams  I  Have  Awakened 
wayout  of  my  head  hasn'taglinmierof  a"fine  From"  (the  last  three  synonymous),  "Spank- 
ieelin'"  in  it.  In  fact,  as  far  as  I  can  make  ings  I  Have  Richly  Earned" —  Why,  there's 
out,  my  book  would  be  a  descriptive  catalogue  no  end  to  the  chapters  that  immediately 
of  the  galleries  making  up  the  museum  of  more  spring  to  mind.  Don't  you  call  those  thrill- 
er less  precious  or  grotesque  or  foolish  things  ing  and  suggestive  topics?  Don't  they  call 
that  fill  my  memory.  The  various  corridors  in  up  Harlequin  sets  of  tableaux  in  your  own 
mine,  filled  with  specimens,  shall  be  labelled,  past?  Doesn't  each  heading  open  a  door 
forinstance:  "ScrubLadiesIHaveEmployed."  into  a  well  lighted  room  lined  with  pictures. 
Doesn't  that  resurrect  them,  the  line  of  Ihem?  some  dim  with  years,  others  still  paint-wet. 
Can't  you  see  them  there,  standing  single  file;  portraying  people  and  things  and  events  that 
the  bony,  the  red-haired,  the  fat,  the  funny,  the  you've  known?  Don't  you  want  to  write  a 
prettyish,  all  waiting  to  be  told  about,  each  a  companion  volume  lo  mine? 
character,  an  individuality,  with  some  sort  of  Go  ahead — Guinea — you  beginl  Tell  me, 
a  history  that  makes  a  good  yam?  for   instance:    "The    Merry  Tale   of    Dear 
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Friends  You  Have  Wanted  to  Kill,"  or  of  sneer  at  the  names  "Nervous  Prostration," 

"Engagements  of  Marriage  You  Have  Neg-  and  "Nervous  Collapse,"  let  me  lay  a  stem 

lected  to  Keep!"  injunction  upon  you  never  to  do  it  again!    If 

My  good  four  year  old  friend.    It's  a  long  you  do — may  you  be  forgiven — for  you  know 

time,  four  years,  to  be  friends,  it  is  quite  a  con-  not  what  you  do!     I  was  once  upon  a  time  that 

siderable  fraction  of  our  lives.    What  a  lot  sort  of  a  fool,  among  other  kinds,  myself,  but 

happens  in  four  years !    How  many  dreams  are  I've  been  learning  things,  learning  them  "  fast 

fulfilled — how    many    hopes    dispelled,    how  and  frequent,"  and  in  such  wise  as  not  to 

many   heart   aches   stilled — how   many   fears  forget  them  in  baste. 

quelled — (sounds  like  verse — as  I  live!)  how       There  is  another  nervous  prostrate  in  this 

many  moods  outlived!    Even  friendships  and  house.     God  help  her— she's  been  at  it  for 


loves  have  had  time  during  that  period  to  three  years!    Good  Heavens!  is  it  possible  I 

spring   up,  to   bloom,   to  flourish    and   die!  may  be  in  for  such  a  siege  as  that?    No, 

The  seasons  come  and  go — and  you  and  I  no,  no,  no, — it  simply  couldn't  be.     I'd  be 

stand  fast — where  we  stood  four  years  ago.  dead  or  well  before  that — I'd  make  an  end 

Don't  you  think  it  is  nice?     So  few  things  re-  sooner.     As  it  is — the  roof  has  sometimes  a 

main   stationary,  everything  in  the  universe  ghastly  and    insistent   fascination    for   me — 

seems  either  waxing  or  waning,  growing  or  the  roof — its  railing — the  stone  path  below, 

decaying.     I  think  of  you  today,  I  receive  your  Don't  be  .alarmed — those  are  words — words — 

letters  with  the  same  keen  thrill  of  expectancy  words. 

and  curiosity  as  I  did  at  the  beginning;  I  The  other  N.  P.  and  I  have  long  nerve  to 
know  strangely  little  of  you,  and  yet  I  think  I  nerve  talks  about  our  symptoms!    It  would 
knew  you  from  the  first  hour.  make  any  sane  well  person  howl  to  see  us  sit- 
ting close  with  eyes  dilate  and  agoggle  with 
(G.  G..  Florid*,  to  E.  R.,  at  Home,  Wicter)  horror — uttering     in     shuddering     whispers: 
"  And  do  you  sometimes  feel  as  if  feathers  were 
You  see — it  had  to  be — I  had  to  be  "sent  growing  all  over  you?" 
South" — though  that  expression  would  seem  to  "  No — but  I  fee!  as  if  my  tongue  and  my 
suggest  that  I  was  an  express  parcel.     I  was  fingers  were  the  consistency  of  those  egg  bis- 
little  better  than  a  ridiculous  limp  bundle  of  cuits,  you  know — cracknells,  dry  and  brittle 
rags  when  I  arrived,   and    I'm   nothing   to  and  floury,  and  as  if  I  should  break  them  off  if 
boast  of  now.     I've  been  beastly  111 — E.  R. —  I  were  not  very  careful!" 
and  I  reckon  I  am  yet.     If  you  are  one  of  the  "Oh-h-h-h-h-h-h!    I  know  that  sensation! 
healthy,  who  have  been  wont  heretofore  to  And  do  you  ever,  in  the  night,  feel  as  if  you 


were  growing  and  growing  and  growing  and  you  can't  keep  your  toes  from  wiggling — may- 

GROWING— until  you  filled  the  room — and  be — oh,  maybe  presently  you'll  be  unable  to 

would  presently  fill  all  the  world  i" "  make  your  tongue  obey,  and  you'll  be  hearing 

"Yes!— and  don't  you  sometimes  feel  as  if  it  utter  gibberish! 

you  were  growing  smaller  and  smaller  and  Oh.  the  nights!   I  think  they  have  contained 

smaller    and    smaller,    and    would    in    just  enough  of  Hell  to  punish  me  for  all  my  sins 

one    more    moment  dwindle    and    disappear  past  and  to  come! 

entirely?"     And  nothing  can  picture  to  you  Mostly  1  lie  on  a  cot,  on  a  covered  verandah, 

the  genuine  anguish  that  these  absurd  illusions  Tbe  branches  of  a  huge  live  oak  almost  sweep 

and    diabolical    tricks    of    our    imaginations  me  off  it  on  a  windy  night.     The  tree  is  full  of 

represent,  though  as  I  said  before,  you  whose  birds;  at  exactly  four  in  the  morning  a  blue 

nerves  are  solid  would  look  upon  us  as  two  Jay  rings  the  alarm  clock,  for  the  score  of  other 

mild  lunatics,  and  that,  I  suppose,  in  a  measure  kinds  of  birds,  and  then  such  a  fuss!    They  all 

is  what  we  are —                                               ^  begin  their  practice  for  the  day ;  it  is  as  if  they 

The  horror  is,  not  knowing  where  it  will  end.  were  all  trying  their  voices,  clearing  their 

\ot   being  able  throats,  doing   ex- 

to  entirely  control  ercises,    trills    and 

one's    thoughts  scales  and  snatch- 

and    motions   and  es    of    melody   to 

speech.  be  performed  later 

That    is    why   I  on. 

shrieked  the  other  I  don't  speak  of 

day  when  I  found  that  as  a   part    of 

that    I    couldn't  the  torment  of  the 

keep    one    of    my  night,    quite   the 

feet  still — it  would  contrary;  the  night 

jerk,  and  my  toes  and  the  dawn  are 

ifoW(f  wiggle!  Any  full  of  the  sounds 

sane  person  would  of  living  creatures 

have  said    to  me:  that  help  me  to  feel 

"Why,    for   Pity's  that   the    time  is 

sake,  let  'em  wig-  passing  and  that  if 

gle — where's  the  only  I  can  hold  out 

harm  ;    and    don't  and  wait  for  it,  day 

make  such  a  row! "  vjiti  come! 

But  the  horror  lies  Some      nights 

in  the  fact  that  if  when    it    is  clear 
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and  dr>,  I  take  my  bed  out  on  the  roof,  and  am  so  exhausted  that  it  seems  impossible  I 

there,  lying  on  my  back,  with  nothing  overhead,  should  continue  much  longer  to  make  the  effort 

I  can  watch  at  ease  the  stately  procession  of  to  draw  breath, 

the  stars.  Is  it  dying  I  am  doing?    I'm  not  afraid  to 

I  spell  out  the  constellations  on  a  map  of  the  go— but  I  also  appear  to  be  such  an  "uncon- 

heavens  by  day,  and  constate  them  in  the  sky  scionable"  time  doing  it;  I'm  afraid  mycour- 

by  night.    I  have  plenty  of  time — for  the  night  age  may  give  out.     I'd  like  to  do  it  nicely,  with 

when  I  sleep  three  hours  is  a  sweet  and  rare  head  up — and  if  it  takes   much  longer  I'm 

one —  afraid  I  may  have  to  do  it  crawling  and  abject. 

In  the  face  of  the  incredibly  cool  statements  In  any  case  I  feel  I  must  be  about  pulling  up 

of  astronomy  how  utterly  silly  the  fear  of  sleep-  the  weeds  in  my  heart,  lest  I  carry  undesirable 

lessness  seems!     Me,  and  me  narves,  dwindle  things  with  me  into  the  next  world.     I  ought 

down  to  our  proper  dimensions  when  we  are  to  make  ready — for  I  am  not  fit  to  go  without 

told  the  size  and  distance  of  Sirius,  hundreds  ceremony  into  God's  presence.     I  fear  that  I 

and  hundreds  of  times  the  size  of  our  Sun — and  have  never  lived  in  it. 

look  At  him\  .... 

Oh,  the  heavenly  restfulness  andsecurity  that  your  letter  came  the  other  day.   I  am  so  glad 

come  of  realizing  oneself  part  of  a  scheme  so  to  hear  that  you  are  going  to  Italy!     How  nice' 

vast  and  so  precise!     It  does  seem  as  if  one  i  almost  take  your  going  as  a  personal  favor, 

ought  to  find  breathing  easy  with  so  much  j  ^m  so   delighted  by  it.     How   splendid   it 

space;  one   ought    not    to   feel  crowded  and  sounds!     A  tour  in  your  motor  through  Italy, 

cramped  with  so  much  room !  France  and  Germany !     I  hope  you'll  enjoy  it 

I  mvite  you  to  go  a  visiting  the  stars  with  me  ^s  much  as  it  sounds  as  if  you  ought. 

sometime.    We'll   make   an    extensive   tour.  you  ask  for  credentials  that  will  admit  you 

We'll  play  upon  the  Lyre,  and  nde  behind  the  t^,    Montoro.    Here    they   are— and   another 

Swan  and  on  the  Dolphin's  back,  and  we'U  go  (^  another  friend  near  Florence.     You'll  find 

and  pick  flowers  on  Jupiter  where  it  is  always  Y^„  ^   dear— and    so   good    to    look   at,   and 

spring.     Which  reminds  me— I  shall  miss  the  g^e  lives  in  a  charming  Villa  also.     I  wish  I 

spring  this  year.     There  is  none  to  speak  of  ^^^  j^  ^e  there  to  show  you  things!     But 

down  here,  and  it  will  be  over  by  the  time  I  go  ^^  j  ^m  now  I  should  not  be  of  much  use 

North.     It  is  really  distressing,  for  there  are  (o  you. 

so  few  springs  in  a  lifetime  at  best,  and  to  jj^  y^^  remember  it  was  from  Florence  you 

miss  the  charming  sights  of  the  world  seems  f^^  wrote  me  ? 

like  not  living  at  all.  j  „a„t  to  ask  you  to  do  something  for  me  in 

■  _  Florence — but  it  will  have  to  be  another  day — 

It  has  taken  days  and  days  and  days  and  this  must  go  now  to  catch  you,  and  I  have  for- 

days  to  write  you.    Since  I  last  wrote  I've  been  gotten  how  to  hurry. 

much  worse:  I  believe  I'm  losing  ground.    I  God  go  with  you,  dear  Pilgrim. 


Where  the  Shoe  is  Pinched 

^  IDA  M.   TARBELL 

Aodior  of  **  The  Life  of  Lincoln,**  "Hie  History  of  the  Standaxd  Oil  G>mpany,''  elc. 

• 

IF    one  were  to   arrange  in  order  of  their  Washington  and  of  so  recent  date  as  March 

importance   the   articles  essential  to  keep  1909.    It  shows  that  we  have  a  good   flax 

a  man  in  working  condition  in  the  tern-  acreage  in  this  country — ^though  it  has  de- 

perate    latitude    of    the    United   States,    the  creased  by  over  1^000,000  acres  since  1902. 

items    would    probably    stand:   bread,    shel-  But  this  flax  is  grown  not  for  the  flbre  but 

ter,  shirt  and  trousers,  shoes.    It  would  seem  for  the  seed,  being  used  for  making  linseed 

to  be  both  good  economy  and  good  ethics  that  oil. 

the  ingenuity  of  man,  and  if  need  be  the        It  is  the  custom  not  to  harvest  this  flax  un- 

powers  of  the  government,  should  be  directed  til  the  seeds  are  fully  ripe,  and  when  that  time 

to  seeing  that  these  essentials  are  so  abundant  comes  the  straw  is  too  old  for  flbre.    It  is  true 

and  so  cheap  that  everybody  could  have  them,  that  in  a  few  localities  in  the  Northwest  a  few 

Above  all  it  would  seem  intolerable  that  there  tons  of  flax  are  used  annually  for  making  twine, 

should  be  efforts  to  make  them  dear.    And  upholstering  tow  and  insulating  boards,  but 

yet   manipulation  of   at   least   one  of  these  practically   none   of   this   is   flt   for   making 

articles,  with  that  result,  has  been  going  on  for  thread — that  is,  in  spite  of  the  jact  that  we 

years  now  in  this  country  and  with  amazing  have  been  steadily  paying  from  $20  to  $22  a  ton 

success, — and  that  is  shoes.  on  undressed  flax  jor  many  years y  we  have 

In  the  March  number  of  this  magazine*  one  scarcely  ever  produced  a  ion  fit  jor  thread, 
factor  which  has  helped  to  put  up  the  price  of        Of  course  the  thread  itself  is  protected,  and 

shoes  was   touched   on — the  duty  on   hides  this  protection  has  worked  in  the  linen  thread 

which  has  made  sole  leather  and  the  upper  industry  very  much  as  that  on  cotton  thread 

leather  of  conmion  heavy  shoes  so  much  dearer  was  shown  to  have  worked  in  the  March  num- 

in  recent  years.     But  it  takes  something  beside  ber  of  this  magazine.     Seeing  the  tariff  trend 

leather  to  make  shoes.     For  one  thing  it  takes  here,  the  great  linen  thread  manufacturers  of 

thread — and  thread,  linen  thread  particularly.  Great  Britain  followed  the  example  of  the 

has  so  advanced  in  price  that  it  has  added  Coats'  and  Clarke's  cotton  thread  makers,  and 

perceptibly  to  the  cost  of  making  a  pair  of  came  here  many  years  ago  to  produce  under 

shoes.  the  protection  of  the  tariff  the  thread  they  had 

But  why  has  thread  advanced?  It  is  as  been  exporting.  This  went  on  until  the  Bar- 
pretty  a  little  study  of  combined  tariff  and  hours  of  Lisbum,  Ireland,  had  a  branch 
trust  manipulation  as  the  curious  could  find,  at  Paterson,  New  Jersey;  the  Finlaysons  of 
To  begin  with  we  do  not  and  never  have  Johnstone,  Scotland,  at  Grafton,  Massachu- 
raised  in  this  country  any  flax  suitable  for  setts;  the  Dunbar  Co.  of  Gilford,  Ireland,  at 
making  linen  thread.  In  spite  of  this  fact  we  Greenwich,  New  York;  the  Marshals  of  Leeds, 
have  long  had  a  high  duty  on  all  flax  fibre  im-  England,  at  Newark,  New  Jersey — all  of  the 
ported,  whether  hackled,  i,e.  dressed,  or  not.  great  British  companies  were  here  to  preserve 
Of  course  the  avowed  purpose  of  this  duty  has  the  markat  for  themselves, 
been  to  protect  the  "infant  industry"  of  rais-  Most  efficient  masters  of  their  business — 
ing  flax  for  use  in  manufacturing.  Let  us  see  the  Barbours  were  a  century-old  house — they 
what  this  protection  has  done,  and  in  answer-  grew  rapidly  under  the  high  protection  they 
ing  the  query  the  writer  is  using  information  enjoyed.  The  logic  of  their  privilege  was  of 
direct  from  the  Bureau  of  Plant  Industry  at  course  what  it  has  been  in  all  our  highly  pro- 
"77 — z — .              „            ,    w     t^          ..,„._  tected  industries — a  trust.     This  came  about 

*  See  THB  American  Magazinb  for  March.  Z009,    Wh^re         ^  ^i      t  •  rni_        jo 

Every  Penny  Counts."  a  few  years  ago — the  Linen  Thread  Company, 
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of  which  the  president  is  Mr.  William  Bar-  pound,  nearly  twice  what  it  costs/    In  the  last 

hour,  the  vice-president  A.  R.  Turner.     (These  two  years  its  price  has  jumped  three  times, 
two  gentlemen    have  for  many   years    been        And   what    is   the   attitude   of   the   Linen 

the  chief  advocates  before  Congress  of  high  Thread  Trust  toward  the  protective  tariflf? 

duties  on  flax  and  thread,  and  Mr.  Barbour  is  Its  members  signed  a  petition  to  the  Ways 

an  active  member  of  the  Protective  Tariff  and  Means  Committee  last  winter  in  which 

League.)  they  prayed  that  the  duty  be  kept  on  flax. 

The  formation  of  the  trust  did  wonders  for  They  wished  to  **  encourage  the  fibre-producing 
the  linen  thread  business.  They  were  able  to  industry,"  they  said — although  they  knew,  no- 
make  large  economies.  Instead  of  separate  body  better,  that  no  flax  fibre  for  thread  has 
mills  making  all  the  products  each  mill  was  ever  been  grown  here  in  spite  of  more  than 
assigned  to  do  the  work  it  could  best  do.  At  thirty  years  of  taxpaying.  Of  course  they 
the  same  time  the  marketing  expenses  were  re-  asked  that  the  duty  on  thread  be  untouched! 
duced.  In  one  of  the  communications  to  the  But  a  high  protection  tariff  and  a  trust 
recent  tariff  hearings,  a  writer  familiar  with  the  agreement  are  not  the  only  advantages  the 
industry  says  of  these  economies:  Linen  Thread  Company  enjoys.    It  has  an 

"One  mill  which,  while  independent,  used  alliance  which  gives  it  a  commanding  strategic 
to  make  $400,000  worth  of  thread  per  annum  position  in  the  business.  A  little  glance  at 
now  makes  $600,000,  and  another  which  made  those  bulky  and  uninviting  but  really  fruitful 
$250,000  now  makes  $400,000,  an  increased  volumes,  the  manuals  of  industrials  and  cor- 
tum  off  of  about  fifty  per  cent.,  and  this  with-  porations,  will  show,  how  this  comes  about, 
out  hiring  an  additional  hand.  This,  of  Among  the  most  prosperous  of  the  many  pros- 
course,  lessens  the  cost  of  manufacturing  con-  perous  concerns  whose  official  histories  are 
siderably.  When  the  four  mills  were  selling  recorded  in  these  volumes  is  one  known  popu- 
independently  on  this  side,  each  of  them  carried  larly  as  the  "Shoe  Machinery  Trust."  It 
stock  in  New  York,  Boston,  Chicago,  St.  Louis,  began  its  life  ten  years  ago  in  New  Jersey 
and  San  Francisco,  and  each  had  traveling  men  like  so  many  of  its  kind.  At  that  time,  1899, 
going  over  the  territory.  But  with  the  advent  it  was  capitalized  at  $25,000,000,  divided  into 
of  the  combination  all  the  stores  in  the  various  preferred  and  common  stock,  the  first  at  six 
cities  were  turned  into  one,  and  a  much  smaller  per  cent,  the  second  at  eight  per  cent.  Six 
force  is  used  to  sell  the  products  of  the  various  years  after  its  organization  the  company  under- 
mills."  went  a  reorganization.     This  reorganization 

Now  of  course  if  the  theory  of  the  trust  is  seems  to  have  been  a  way  of  getting  rid  of 

sound,  we  should  be  getting  some  benefit  from  its  extra  earnings,  for  it  presented  its  stock- 

this  combination  on  shoe  thread,  the  only  one  holders  with  comfortable  extra  cash  dividends 

of  its  products  which  we  consider  here.     But  as  well  as  a  fifty  per  cent,  common  stock 

what  has  happened  to  shoe  thread  ?  In  the  last  dividend.     According   to  the   last   report   to 

two  years  every  variety  has  advanced  rapidly,  which  the  writer  has  had  access,  1 907-1 908, 

Increaseincost  of  materials — increase  in  rents —  the  capital  of  the  company  had  in  eight  years 

rapacious  dealers — the  trust  people  tell  you.  increased  from  $17,250,000  to  nearly  $32,- 

But  the  facts  are  these  according  to  an  expert  000,000,  its  surplus  from  $1,355,914  to  over 

authority:  the  linen  thread  trust  are  selling  $13,500,000,  and  the  net  earnings  from  $1,7 70,- 

their  shoe  threads  to-day  for  at  least  50  p)er  cent,  no   to   over   $4,500,000.    This   is   certainly 

more  on  an  average  than  they  cost  them,  and  doing  well! 

they  are  able  to  do  this  almost  entirely  because  One  may  fairly  ask  how  they  have  done  it. 
of  the  duty  which  protects  them  from  foreign  It  is  clear  enough  when  one  looks  at  what 
competition.  The  cost  of  producing  in  Ireland  they  have  had  to  go  on.  In  the  first  place, 
a  shoe  thread  known  in  the  trade  as  No.  i  is  40  as  everybody  knows,  the  shoes  of  this  country 
cents  a  pound.  In  the  United  States  it  is  47  are  now  made  almost  entirely  by  machines, 
cents.*  The  duty  on  this  thread  is  19 J  cents  The  first  practical  machine  invented  was  the 
a  pound — 1 2f  cents  more  than  is  necessary  to  famous  McKay  sewing  machine.  It  w^as  fol- 
cover  difference  in  cost — and  the  trust  sells  the  lowed  rapidly  by  others:  machines  for  welting, 
thread  71  cents  net  a  pound!  No.  4  shoe  lasting,  heeling,  pegging,  more  than  a  score  for 
thread  costs  53  cents  to  make  in  Ireland.  It  performing  the  many  complicated  operations 
costs  64  cents  here.  There  is  a  duty  of  25  by  which  the  modern  "ready  made"  shoe  is 
cents  a  pound  on  it,  and  it  sells  at  $1.20  a  built  up.  Up  to  1899  these  various  machines 
were  handled  by  different  companies.    But  in 

♦This  price  includes  a  io%  mill  profit.     These  are  the  that  year  the  twelvc  most  important  conccms 

figures  given  in  December  to  the  Ways  and  Means  Com-         •*'  i«i«^^i^^  it_ 

mittee  by  the  Rochester  Thread  Company,  independent.  Were   Combined    mtO    the   trUSt    named    abOVe, 
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officially  the  United  Shoe  Machiner>'  Company,  tern ;  that  is,  all  those  that  it  had  tied  together. 
Now  there  prevails  and  has  since  the  days  And  to  make  sure  that  he  did  this,  the  com- 
of  McKay — who,  by  the  way,  was  not  the  in-  pany  prepared  a  remarkable  lease  requiring 
ventor  but  the  promoter  of  the  first  shoe  ma-  that  all  the  machines  it  made  pertaining  to 
chine — a  system  of  handling  its  output  pecu-  the  bottoming  of  shoes  beginning  with  the 
liar    in    manufacturing   industries.     It    never  lasting  of  the  uppers  should  be  kept  together; 
sells,  it  always  rents  its  machines.     That  is,  a  that  is,  that  no  outside  machines  for  any  of 
maker  of  shoes  cannot  buy  for  his  factory  the  these  processes  could  be  used,  and  if  an  at- 
machines  to  do  his  work,  as  the  ship  builder,  tempt  was  made  to  introduce  one,  the  com- 
the  miller,  the  woolen  manufacturer,  can.    He  pany  had  the  right  to  take  out  the  remaining 
rents  the  machines  for  a  term  of  years,  paying  machines  of  the  system. 
a  royalty  on  each  shoe  made.  In  addition  to  the  regular  bottoming  and 
When  the  shoe   machinery  company   was  lasting   machinery   the   company   handled    a 
formed    in    1899,    it    inherited    this    curious  large  number  of  general  machines,  and  it  was 
method.     It  took  hold  of  its  various  acquisi-  specifically  provided  in  the  leases  of  each  of 
tions  with  rare  energy  and  ability,  its  aim  be-  these  that  it  should  not  be  used  on  shoes  that 
ing  to  produce  what  it  calls  a  system  of  shoe  had  been  lasted  and  welt-stitched,  or  turn- 
manufacturing.     To  accomplish  this  it  pro-  stitched  on  other  machines  than  those  put  out 
posed  to  "tie"  together,  as  it  puts  it,  the  ma-  by  the  company.*    The  penalty  for  using  the 
chines  it  controls  in  such  a  way  as  to  give  a  leased  machine  with  outside  machines  was  the 
practical  continuity  of  service.     That  is,  each  forfeiture  of  all  leases  in  all  departments — 
machine  was  to  be  so  adjusted  to  each  other  also  the  breach  made  the  lessees  liable  to  an 
that  the  shoe  could  be  passed  from  one  to  an-  action  for  damages. 

other  without  loss  of  time  or  waste  of  effort.  The  New  England  Shoe  and  Leather  Assod- 

To  do  this  effectually  meant  improving  the  old  ation  considered  certain  features  of  the  leases 

machines  as  well  as  adding  new  ones.     The  for  the  metallic  fastening  machines  so  objec- 

results  of  the  combination  of  machines  and  tionable  that  a  long  series  of  conferences  was 

of  the  improvement  are  nothing  less  than  ex-  held  in  1901  with  the  company  and  certain 

traordinar)'.      It  is  a  practically  continuous  modifications  were  obtained.     Thus  an  altern- 

ser\ice  enabling  the  manufacturer  to  increase  ative  was  secured  for  the  ironclad  lease  cover- 

his  product  and  the  laborer,  who  in  the  shoe  ing  the  metallic  fasteners  by  which  the  shoe 

industry  is  paid  by  the  piece,  to  increase  his  manufacturers  could  use  them  with  foreign 

earnings.  machines  by  paying  ten  per  cent,  more  for  his 

^The  management  of  the  new  organization  materials.     (The  rent  of  these  machines,   it 

proposed  at  the  start  not  to  raise  the  royalties  will  be  remembered,  was  included  in  the  price 

paid  at  the  time  the  combination  was  formed  charged  for  the  materials.)     The  penalty  for 

for  the  use  of  the  various  machines,  and  it  has  disobedience  was   also  lightened,   and   other 

never  done  so.     It  proposed  also  to  take  off  concessions  were  obtained.   Thus  it  is  possible 

what  had  been  a  custom  in  the  business — the  now  to  buy  the  general  machines  outright.  The 

initial  charges  for  installing  machines.     In-  committee  said  quite  frankly  in  it's  report  that 

deed,  the  company  claims  that  while  before  it  was  clear  that  the  company  intended  to  make 

the  combination  the  initial  charge  for  fitting  such  contracts  as  would  give  it  a  monopoly  of 

out  a  factor)'  was  $12,000,  it  now  is  but  $1,-  the  manufacture  and  renting  of  all  shoe  ma- 

700.     In  the  case  of  many  of  the  metallic  ma-  chinery,  but  it  added  it  was  patent  that  to  do 

chines,  as  they  are  called,  the  practice  was  to  this  it  must  continue  to  serve  the  shoe  manu- 

charge  no  rent  but  to  require  the  manufac-  facturers  better  than  they  could   be   ser\'ed 

turer  to  take  from  the  companies  certain  find-  elsewhere, 

ings  like  tacks,  wire  nails,  and  eyelets;  the  xhe  monopoly  the  committee  foresaw  was 

company  charged   its  own  price,   not  the  cur ^^ITd^se  reads  as  follows  in  the  lease  of  the  machine 

rent  one,  and  in  this  way  got  its  pay.    These  known  as  the  edge-trimmer: 

,11                       1    ^    ^    U'^u      u,.*    ♦U^  Four. — The  leased  machinery  shall  not  nor  shall  any 

prices    probably    were    always    high,    but    the  p^^^  thereof  be  used  in  the  manufacture  of  any  boots. 

rnmnflnv    rlnirrm    it    ha-S    never    raised    them,  shoes,   or  other   footwear  which   have   been  or  shall   be 

company    CiaimS    11    nas    never    raibCU    uicm.  ^.^1^^^  ^^  the  soles  stitched  by  the  aid  of  any  welt  sewing  or 

That    is,    the    new    organization    proposed    to  sole  stitching  machinery  not   held  by   the  lessee  under 

1                  i_                •          u^4.    iu^    .^ <«•«., fr.,.4>„*a*>  lease  from  the  lessor  or  its  assignors,  or  in  the  manufacture 

make  no  changes  m  what  the  manufacturer  {ff  ^Vy  turn  boots,  shoes  or  other  footwear,  the  soles  of 

had    been    paying,    but    to    increase    its    profits  which  have  been  or  shall  be  attached  to  their  uppers  by 

"**^       ,       ,  r"/*    6»                 ,       ,                          r     .•  the  aid  of  any   turn  sewing  machmery  not  held   by  the 

through  the  greater  continuity  and  periection  lessee  under  lease  from  the  lessor  or  its  assignors,  or  m  the 

^c  i^U^ c^^rlr^^ ^(  Ue  e,rcf*>r«  manufacture  of  any  boots,  shoes,  or  other  footwear  which 

of  the  service  Ot  its  system.  ^^^,^  l^en  or  shall  be  lasted,  pegged,  slugged,  heel  seat 

But  this  of  course  meant  that  the  manufac-  nailed,  or  otherwise  partly  '"^^^J^V^he  aM  of  any  l^tmg 

"*^  ,        ,  ,                                                         ^  Qr  pegging  or      Metallic      machinery  or  mechanisms  not 

turer  should  use   all   the   machines   m   its   SyS-  held  by  the  lessee  under  lease  from  the  lessor  or  its  assignors. 
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of  course  inevitable.     To-day  the  United  Shoe  the  two  being  given,  if  there  soon  was  nobody 

Machinery  Company  owns  more  than  ninety  outside  of  their  fold  making  either  linen  thread 

per  cent,  of  the  shoe  machinery  of  the  country,  or  shoe  machinery  ? 

Its  profits  are  enormous,  as  the  expansion  Moreover,  is  not  the  logical  and  almost  in- 
noted  above  shows.  The  royalty  on  a  pair  of  evitable  result  of  the  practical  monopoly  of 
woman's  shoes  is  about  three  cents.  On  a  pair  these  two  interwoven  concerns  the  rapid  ab- 
of  man's  shoes  it  is  from  four  to  five  cents,  sorption  of  the  shoe  manufacturers  them- 
In  a  factory  turning. out  a  thousand  pairs  a  selves?  Why,  when  they  own  and  control  all 
day  of  the  former  there  is  a  royalty  of  $30  a  machinery  and  linen  thread,  and  furnish  a 
day.  The  wTiter  has  talked  with  one  shoe  rapidly  increasing  list  of  the  findings,  should 
manufacturer  who  claimed  he  had  paid  $165,-  they  stop  there?  Does  not  the  strategy  of 
000  a  year  in  royalties  to  the  trust  and  upward  the  situation,  do  not  the  same  arguments, 
of  $100,000  for  materials.  Many  would-be  the  same  laws  which  have  led  to  the  monopoly 
independent  manufacturers  claim  they  could  of  each  and  the  alliance  of  the  two,  force 
reduce  the  cost  of  manufacture  two  cents  a  them  into  shoe  manufacturing?  This  is  no 
pair  if  allowed  to  own  their  machines.  It  is  new  alarm.  In  1901,  when  the  New  England 
a  common  assertion  among  them  that  the  Shoe  and  Leather  Association  made  the  re- 
royalties  for  the  first  year  pay  a  reasonable  port  referred  to  above,  it  said: 
price  for  the  machines.  That  as  the  life  of  a  **The  fear  has  been  expressed  that  should 
machine  is  ten  years,  there  are  nine  years  of  one  company  control  all  the  machinery  in  use 
"unholy  profits  to  the  trust!"  While  discon-  in  the  production  of  shoes  it  would  be  quite 
tent  at  the  "benevolent  despotism"  which  easy  and  enormously  profitable  to  create  a 
rules  the  business  breaks  out  all  over  the  trust  which  would  be  a  monopoly  in  the  shoe 
country  in  spots,  and  several  energetic  at-  manufacturing  business, 
tempts  are  making  to  build  up  independent  "The  committee  has  not  discovered  the  re- 
systems,  the  shoe  manufacturers  as  a  body  motest  indication  of  such  intention.  The 
have  accepted  the  combination.  Certainly  present  managers  of  the  United  Shoe  Ma- 
they  are  getting  from  it  such  a  service  as  they  chinery  Company  are  unusually  able,  experi- 
never  had  before,  whatever  the  oppression,  enced  men,  and  they  know  that  their  profits 
and  into  the  merits  of  their  complaints  we  do  are  to  come  from  cooperation  with  shoe  manu- 
not  propose  to  go  now.  As  pointed  out  above  facturers  rather  than  competition  with  them." 
the  shoe  manufacturer  can  by  the  use  of  the  That  was  true  of  the  profits  then,  it  is  true 
"system"  increase  his  product  and  the  piece-  now,  but  with  recalcitrant  manufacturers  re- 
paid laborer  his  wages. .  At  the  same  time  fusing  to  cooperate — wanting  to  work  out  their 
without  raising  royalties  the  company  profits'  own  salvation — and  with  funds  piling  up  for 
enormously.  The  person  who  seems  to  the  expansion,  the  "good  of  the  shoe  business" 
writer  to  get  no  advantage  is  the  man  who  which  led  to  the  first  monopoly  seems  to  the 
buys  the  shoes.  The  royalty  paid  on  each  writer  to  point  strongly  to  a  second, 
pair  is  just  what  it  was  when  the  trust  was  There  is  but  one  force  to  hinder  the  final 
formed.  *  absorption  of  the  shoe  business  by  the  com- 
And  what  has  the  United  Shoe  Machinery  binations  we  have  been  considering,  and  it 
Company  to  do  with  linen  thread?  To  un-  must  be  admitted  that  this  is  a  powerful  one 
derstand,  one  should  refer  to  that  interesting  — there  is  a  rival  trust  with  as  rapacious  a 
volume  (interesting  when  rightly  used),  the  maw  and  as  brutal  a  strength  as  any  the 
Directory  of  Directors.  He  will  by  a  little  country  has  produced,  on  the  trail  of  the  shoe — 
cross-examination  find  there  that  the  presi-  that  is  the  Beef  Trust. 

dent  and  the  vice-president  of  the  latter,  Mr.  Nearly  twenty  years  ago  when  the  amiable 
William  Barbour  and  Mr.  A.  R.  Turner,  are  Mr.  McKinley  was  disposed  to  give  a  duty  on 
both  directors  in  the  former.  If  he  attempts  to  hides  Mr.  Blaine  wrote  him  an  emphatic  let- 
find  out  how  the  stock  [of  the  concerns  is  ter  in  which  he  said  "//  will  yield  a  profit  to 
held  the  one  fact  he  will  hear  reiterated  is  that  the  butcher  (Beef  Trust)  only^  the  last  man  that 
Mr.  Barbour,  the  largest  owner  of  the  linen  needs  it.'*  Mr.  Blaine  prevented  the  duty 
thread  stock,  is  also  a  large  individual  stock-  then — but  Mr.  Dingley  gave  it,  and  certainly 
holder  of  United  Shoe  Machinery.  Can  any  the  beef  trust  has  profited  as  much  as  the  shoe 
one  doubt  that  such  a  relation  has  not  been  has  suffered. 

of  importance  to  the  Linen  Thread  Co.  in  se-  But  while  the  cost  of  the  leather  has  been 

curing  the  80%  of  the  linen  thread  business  steadily  increasing  under  the  duty  on  hides, 

which  it  controls?  Or  would  it  be  surprising,  there  has  been  going  on  in  the  Beef  Trust  the 

the  power,  the  protection  and  the  surpluses  of  inevitable  combination   which   special   privi- 
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leges  always  breed.     Buying  practically  all  the  binations  have  through  the  tariflF  should  be 

cattle  on  the  hoof,  the  packers  owned  all  the  taken  away.     Hides  and  flax  should  be  free 

hides.     Hides  go  to  tanners  to  be  prepared  for  as  the  Payne  bills  provide — though  whether 

sole  leather.     It  has  always  been  a  prosperous  they  will  be  when  it  is  Anally  passed,  no  man 

and  widely  spread  business  in  the  country,  knoweth. 

But  the  dream  of  the  Beef  Trust  is  to  allow  There  is  no  rational  interpretation  of  the 

nobody  to  do  amthing  directly  or  indirectly  doctrine  of  protection  which  can  defend  the 

connected  with  the  steer  which  it  can  do.     It  duty  still  left  on  linen  thread.     All  that  de- 

owTied  the  hides;  why  should  it  not  tan  them?  cently  can  be  asked  for  it  is  enough  to  cover 

And  promptly  it  began  to  "acquire"  tanneries,  the  difiFerence  in  wage  cost  here  and  abroad — 

There  is  no  space  here  to  go  into  the  history  enough  to  defend  Mr.  Barbour  in  the  United 

of  the  steady  absorption  by  the  packers  of  States  from  Mr.  Barbour  in  Ireland!    Accord- 

this  great  American  industry  which  has  been  ing  to  the  calculations  of  a  practical  inde- 

going  on  in  the  last  few  years.     It  is  the  fa-  pendent  thread  man  doing  business  in  both 

miliar  tale;  all  that  is  essential  here  is  the  fact  countries,  the  actual  difference  at  this  time,  in 

that    to-day    the    united    packers,    Armour,  the  cost  of  production  in  Ireland  and  the 

Swift  and  Morris  control  fully  thirty  of  the  United  States  is  not  over  six  cents  a  pound, 

largest  tanneries  in  the  country.    There  is  no  But  the  Payne  bill  fixes  the  protection  of  the 

wdl-informed  and  candid  person  in  the  leather  three  linen  threads  most  used  in  shoe  making 

or  shoe  trade  who  does  not  say  that  it  is  in-  15^  cents,    i8|  cents   and   20  cents.    It   is 

evitable  that  the  packers  should  soon  own,  doubtful  that  this  reduction  is  sufi^ient,  now 

control  and  operate  the  entire  leather  busi-  that  the  linen  thread  maker  gets  his  raw  ma- 

ness  of  the  country.  terial  free,  to  produce  any  effect  at  all  on  the 

And  the  next  step?    Signs  of  what  it  will  price  to  the  trade.    The  duty  is  still  grotesquely 

be    are   already    abroad.     Repeated    rumors  prohibitive. 

have  come  that  the  Armours  were  going  into  Whether  the  relation  of  the  United  Shoe 

the    shoe    business.     The    alarm    that    they  Machinery  Company  to  the  shoe  is  oppressive 

meant  not  only  to  absorb  shoe  making  but  to  the  shoe  manufacturer  and  to  the  inventor 

harness,  belting  and  other  leather  manufac-  is  too  complicated  for  discussion  here.     It  is 

turing  has  sounded!  one  which  deserves  dispassionate  and  serious 

In  the  reports  of  the  recent  tariff  hearings  study.    To  the  writer's  mind  the  serious  point 

is  a  letter  from  the  president  of  the  Wholesale  is  not  so  much  the  leases  of  which  the  would-be 

Saddlery  Association  of  the  United  States  pro-  independent  shoe  manufacturer  complains  or 

testing  against  the  duty  on  hides.    In  this  the  practice  of  requiring  that  be  buy  certain 

letter  he  writes:  supplies  of  the  concern  to  use  in  machines  he 

"The  statement  that  follows  may  appear  to  is  getting  rent  free,  but  rather  the  practice,  of 

you  very  far  fetched,  but  it  is  my  confident  not  selling  the  shoe  manufacturing  equipment 

personal  opinion  that  if  the  condition  which  so  that  the  shoe  maker  can  never  carry  on  an 

confronts  leather  manufacturers  and  the  man-  independent  business.    He  is  always  depen- 

ufacturers  of   leather  articles  continues  and  dent.    This  practice,  as  has  been  said,  is  no 

advances  with  the  same  strides  during  the  invention  of  the  company.    They  found  it  in 

next  ten  years  that  it  has  during  the  past  five,  all  branches  of  the  business  when  they  formed 

not  only  will  the  beef  packers   control   the  the  combination. 

manufacture  of  the  leather,  but  they  will  like-  Here  then  is  where  the  shoe  is  pinched; 

wise  control  by  ownership  the  shoe,  harness,  certain  it  is  that  if  we  cannot  find  legitimate 

bdting,  and  other  leather  industries"  and  fair  checks  on  these  rapidly  expanding 

And  this  is  only  one  of  the  several  such  in-  monopolies  one  or  the  other,  or  the  two  in  an 

timations  to  be  found  in  the  reports.    There  entente  cordiale,  will  soon  form  the  greatest 

is  nothing  surprising  in  it.     That  the  packers  trust  the  worid  has  ever  seen — a  perfect  nu- 

should  absorb  the  manufacturing  from  leather  cleus  for  the  socialistic  state  1    Fresh  support 

is  quite  logical  as  that  they  should  make  for    the    familiar    argument    that    the    most 

leather.  effective    aid   Socialism  is  receiving   in  this 

And  what  is  to  be  done  about  it?    Cer-  country  comes  from  its  bitterest  opponents 

tainly  any  special  advantage  which  these  com-  the  monopoly — builders! 
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imsie's    Afternoon    Off 

3y  MARY  HEATON  VORSE 

With     Illustrations     by     David     Robinson 

IT  was  just  about  half  past  twelve  on  the  last  small  luxury  of  a  quiet  place  to  eat  for  Louise's 

Saturday  half  holiday  that   Jimsie   Bate  sake;    saving — yes,   actually  saving,  putting 

entered  the  restaurant  and  sat  down  at  one  aside  money — for  the  home  that  they  would 

of  the  marble-topped  tables  and  helped  himself  make  together.   He  wanted  no  credit  for  that — 

to  a  napkin  in  the  middle.     Next  him  sat  a  com-  he  was  glad  to  do  it,  of  course — but  when  he 

plaining-looking  woman,  middle  aged,  with  a  asked  for  his  last  Saturday  afternoon  to  be  spent 

long  nose;  she  was  eating  a  wholesome  lunch  of  in  quiet,  alone  with  Louise  somewhere,  she  had 

pie,  doughnuts  and  cofiFee.     A  man  on  his  other  turned  her  eyes  on  him  with  sweet  surprise  and 

side  was  gobbling  beef  stew  in  a  hurry  to  get  said: 

back  to  his  job.     Opposite  Jimsie  a  pert  miss        "Why,  Jimsie,  you  know  we  promised  to  go 

with  a  blond  pompadour  and  pink  cheeks  was,  to  the  Morrisons  Saturday  afternoon.  They're 

as  Jimsie  thought  to  himself  disgustedly,  "shov-  giving  a  garden  party  just  because  it  is  the  last 

ing  buckwheat  cakes  into  herself. "   He  noticed  Saturday  afternoon,  you  know,  and  all  the  boys 

she  had  put  sugar  on  top  of  the  maple  s)Tup.  can  come. " 

Jimsie's  glance  at  her  had  been  as  indefinite        "Have  I  got  to  sit  around  all  afternoon  in  a 

as  a  drifting  leaf — if  it  had  expressed  anything,  garden,"  Jimsie  had  demanded,  "and  watch 

it  had  expressed  disapproval ;  but  the  girl  had  you  talk  to  other  people,  Louise  ?  What  I  want 

been  conscious  that  she  had  been  looked  at  by  a  is  to  go  off  alone  with  you  somewhere. " 
young  man.     She  let  her  eyes — eyes  as  frank        "  But  you  jai<f  you'd  go,  Jimsie, "  Louise  had 

and  unreserved  as  the  windows  of  an  apothe-  said,  with  sweet  reproach.     Louise  was  un- 

cary's  shop — rest  on  Jimsie.     Jimsie  was  good  versed  in  the  changes  of  the  masculine  mind, 
to  look  at.  That  had  been  the  beginning.     The  end  had 

Jimsie  scowled  and  looked  at  his  plate.     Ex-  been  something  near  a  quarrel.     Jimsie  had 

pcrience  had  taught  him  that  in  another  minute  asserted  his  manhood  to  the  extent  of  saying 

they'd  be  talking  across  the  table.  that  if  Louise's  idea  of  his  character  was  that 

The  restaurant  was  filled  with  a  mighty  he  was.  just  a  little  dog  to  be  led  at  the  end  of  a 
dash  of  dishes.  Waitresses,  pale  with  the  heat  string,  she  was  mistaken.  Louise  had  ignored 
of  the  long  summer,  ran  about  nimbly,  carrying  this  loftily,  but  had  insisted  that  if  Jimsie 
incredible  piles  of  dishes.  To  the  clangor  of  wanted  to  see  her,  it  would  be  at  the  Morri- 
the  dishes  was  added  the  whirr  of  the  electric  sons.  She  had  promised  them  they  would  go — 
fans  and  the  uproar  of  the  elevated  outside,  and  not  that  her  plans  need,  of  course,  affect  Jim- 
the  bang-banging  of  cable  cars.  All  around  sie  at  all;  if  Jimsie  didn't  like  to  go  to  the  Mor- 
humanity  fed  itself.  Men  fed  doggedly,  ex-  risons,  of  course  he  needn't.  She,  heaven 
peditiously;  fed  mostly  on  meat.  The  women  knew,  wasn't  going  to  force  him  to  do  anything 
were  more  languid.  No  one  could  move  with-  against  his  will.  Why,  she  asked  him,  hadn't 
out  adding  his  quota  of  noise  to  the  uproar,  he  told  her  in  time  if  he  didn't  want  to  go? 
The  floors  of  cement,  the  marble  tables,  the  For  some  unaccountable  reason  this  had  en- 
white-tiled  walls,  all  sent  their  fraction  of  noise  raged  Jimsie  still  further,  and  they  had  parted 
into  the  general  din.  with  some  coolness. 

It  was  a  hideous  place  to  eat,  thought  Jimsie;        So  that  was  why  Jimsie,  a  man  engaged  to  be 

and  he  was  doing  it  for  Louise.     Well,  what  married,  was  indulging  in  the  emotions  of  a 

do  girls  care  for  sacrifices — what  do  women  sijfteen-year-old  boy  who  has  quarreled  with 

know  of  the  world  ?  There  was  Louise  in  her  his  sweetheart.     But  a  man  cannot  stay  a  boy 

shady,  cool  home,  while  Jimsie — poor  Jimsie —  forever,  and  Fate  sometimes  chooses  a  series  of 

toiled  on  and  on  in  the  heat  of  a  great  city,  giv-  odd  events  to  make  a  man  of  him. 
ing  his  life  to  work,  denying  himself  even  the        Meantime  here  was  Jimsie,  at  the  beginning 
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of  his  last  Saturday  afternoon  of  summer,  eaN  Your  friends  go  back  on  you — they  don't  care  a 

ing  alone  in  a  restaurant  hideous  with  noise,  hang  where  you  spend  your  last  Saturday;  the 

Where  was  the  bunch  ?    Jimsie  wondered.     He  girl  you're  engaged  to  wants  to  go  to  a  fool 

didn't  know.     After  all,  he  considered,  just  be-  garden  party,  and  doesn't  care  enough  for  you 

causeatellow'sengaged,  his  friends  didn't  need  to  give  it  up  for  your  sake!   But  then,  Jimsie 

to  shun  him  like  he  had  the  leprosy!  He  hadn't  thought    magnanimously,    young    girls    like 

stopped  to  think  about  it  much  until  now,  but  amusement  and  gaiety — let  Louise  go  and  en- 

now  that  he  did,  he  felt  aggrieved.    There  was  joy  herself.     Perhaps  she'd  miss  Jimsie.    This 

Edith  Sessions — she  had  pretended  to  be  such  a  cheered  him  a  little, 

good  friend  of  his;   since  he  was  engaged,  he  Meanwhile,  he  was  saving  money  for  Louise 

practically  hadn't  seen  her  at  all!    Earlierinthe    in  the  hot  city.     It  was  a  man's  lot 

day  he  had  telephoned  to  her  office  to  find  out  The  waitress  slammed  down  his  lunch  before 
if  they  couldn't  go  somewhere  together  that  him,  clattered  the  coffee  on  the  marble,  slop- 
afternoon,  but  she  had  replied  that  she  was  ping  some  of  its  hot  contents  into  the  saucer. 
going  somewhere  with  Darrow.  Fat  old  The  girl  across  the  table,  with  a  promptness  that 
Darrow  was  a  very  good  fellow  in  his  way;  but  would  have  led  the  wary  to  suspect  she  was 
when  a  girl  is  working  on  a  newspaper,  alone  in  waiting  for  this,  here  pushed  the  sugar  to 
a  great  city,  she  can't  be  too  careful  in  her  Jimsie. 

associates,  Jimsie  thought  severely.     He  had  "Thanks,"  he  said,  and  looked  up  and  met 

once  spent  a  great  deal  of  time  with  Edith  him-  her  frank,  handsome  eyes  squarely, 

self,  and  he  couldn't  but  feel  it  was  a  come-  "You're  entirely  welcome, "  she  replied,  and 

down  for  her  to  take  up  with  Darrow.  smiled,  a  triumphant,  gay  sort  of  smile,  that 

Itwasprettyhardlinesfora  man  all  through!  had  any  number  of  very  white  teeth  in  it. 
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The  table  had  "How  do  you  happen  to  be  alone?"  Jimsie 

thinned   out.  asked. 

Thedroopylady  "You  see,  it  was  like  this,"  the  girl  ex- 
with    the     long  plained.     "I  was  starting  ofE  for  lunch  with  my 
nose    had     left,  gentleman  friend,  an'  he  begun  gettin'  sore. 
The    men    on  ' Look  here, '  says  I,  ' when  I  go  out  I  go  out  for 
either  side   had  a  good  time — seel'   But  he  went  on  blowing  off 
finished  feeding,  hot  air — how  I'd  given  the  glad  eye  tosome  one. 
Jimsie  and   the  '\Vell,'Isays  tohim,'that'sbusiness,ain'tit,in 
girl    were  alone  my  job?'   I'm  cashier  at  Bleecker's.     'You've 
but  for  one  old  been  doing  the  Pinkerton  act  too  much, '  I  told 
man  down  at  the  him.     So,"shefinished,"  we  just  scrapped,  an' 
other  end  of  the  I  got  off  the  car  an'  come  in  here  to  eat.     He'll 
line  of  chairs.     The  girl  was  seated  directly  get  over  it,"  she  added,  with  tolerant  under- 
opposite  Jimsie.     The  departure  of  the  others  standing  of  the  cranky  ways  of  men. 
had  thrown  them  together.  Just  how  it  happened  Jimsie  didn't  give  him- 
Jimsie  looked  up  from  his  plate  at  the  girl,  self  a  clear  account.     It  might  have  been  her 
She  sat  there  eating  tranquilly,  leisurely,  nerve-  suggestion;    it  might  have  been  his.     It  may 
less,  composed.     In  her  bearing  was  no  more  have  come  to  them  spontaneously.     At  the  time 
self- consciousness    than    there   was    timidity;  it  seemed  as  simple  as  adding  two  and  two — 
either  of  them  would  have  been  as  out  of  place  the  natural  outcome  of  things,  that  they  should 
in  her  as  in  a  statue  in  a  public  park.     People  go  out  together.     Chance  had  given  him  this 
could  come  and  go,  stare  at  her,  talk  lo  her,  and  companion  for  a  day's  outing — and  why  not  ? 
she  would  stare  back  at  them,  talk  with  them,  Jimsie  found  himself  feeling,  as  they  started, 
give  back  joke  for  joke  with  the  same  indifler-  that  he  was  doing  rather  a  noble  act  in  making 
ent  friendliness  with  which  she  had  smiled  at  good  the  spoiled  holiday  of  a  girl  who  worked 
Jimsie.  hard  all  the   week^rather  a   citizen   of  the 
Her  face,  Jimsie  noted,  had  a  delicate  bloom  world,  he  felt,  loo,  to  have  done  it  so  neatly  and 
of  tan.    The  short  hair  lower  on  her  forehead  expeditiously,   without  any   bowing   to  false 
showed  out  blond  against  it,  lighter  than  her  standards.     Now,  there  was  Louise — much  as 
skin.    It  seemed  like  a  barbarism  to  Jimsie  he  loved  Louise,  he  couldn't  but  admit  that  she 
that  they  should  sit  there  with  only  the  narrow  wouldn't  have  understood  this.     The  best  of 
strip  of  marble  table  between  them,  and  not  women  have  their  limitations.     Indeed,  Louise 
talk.  had  ebbed  away  from  him  in  a  strange  fashion 

Then   his  own   grievances  enveloped   him  this  day. 
again,  until  the  girl's  second  order  of  buck-  There  are  tides  in  the  affairs  of  the  year  that 
wheat  cakes  came,  when  Jimsie  pushed  back  ebb  and  flow;   and  it  was  distinctly  low  tide 
the  sugar.     They  smiled  at  each  other  again;  with  Jimsie.     Bare,  empty  places,  stretches  of 
Jimsie  had  the  sort  of  smile  that  wins  the  hearts  sand  flats  diversified  by  pools  of  shallow  and 
of  children.  stagnant  water,  are  not  as  pleasant  a  spectacle 
"Keepit  up, "  said  the  girl,  "I  like  to  see  you  as  tide  at  flood,  with  the  waves  pounding  gal- 
look  that  way."  lantly  on  the  shore.     Jimsie  distinctly  preferred 
"What  way?"    asked  Jimsie,  with  another  the  high-water  mark  of  the  emotions,  and  he 
grin.  blamed  Louise  for  the  arid  places  in  his  life 
"Looking  pleasant,"   said   the  girl.     "It's  that  were  laid  bare  before  him.     Still,  he  was 
fierce  sitting  opposite  a  sorehead. "  glad  he  could  fill  in  this  time  with  good  works. 
Any  sympathy,  even  so  vague  as  to  come  in  It  was  with  such  cheering  reflections  that  he 
the  guise  of  a  reproach,  was  enough  to  make  took  the  Coney  Island  boat,  his  companion 
Jimsie's  bitterness  overflow  into  speech.  close  beside  him.    There  was  something  about 
"Perhaps  you'd  look  like  a  sorehead,  too,"  her  sweet  good  temper,  as  smiling  and  as  heart- 
said  he,  "if  you  didn't  know  where  to  go  your  cheering  as  a  sunny  day,  that  caused  jimsie  to 
last  half  holiday. "  expand  into  confidences.     By  the  time  they 
"That's  me,"  said  the  girl,  "^but  I  don't  were  half  through  their  journey,  Jimsie  had 
look  like  I'd  shaken  the  lemon  tree,  do  I  ? "  told  her,  with  artless  veracity,  about  his  engage- 

"No,"  said  Jimsie,  "you  look "  ment  with  Louise,  about  their  m i sunders tand- 

"Ah,  cut  it  out!"  She  shoved  the  impending  ing,  and  his  grouch  at  the  "bunch"  for  having 

compliment  away  with  a  practised  hand.     She  deserted  him. 

could  push  aside  a  compliment  as  readily  as  she  "Ain't  you  like  a  man,"  was  Miss  Sanders' 

could  make  change.  comment  at  the  end  of  this  narrative,  "making 
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a  fuss  about  what's  your  own  faultl"    She  than    eat  at 

laughed  good-humoredly  over  it,  a  laugh  that  Sherry's.  The 

implied  flatteringly  that  the  perversities  of  man  simple  life  for 

pleased  her.  muh,  all  right. 

Jim^e  took  up  her  guying  tone  with:  It's      queer, 

"  You  think  you  krtow  a  lot  about  men,  don't  ain't  it?" 
you?"  She  was  lost 

"You  bet  I  <lol"  she  replied  with  prompt-  in    naive    ad- 

ness.     "That  ain't  no  dream.    All  kimls  of  mirationofher 

men — everysort."     ■  owneccenlric- 

"  Don't  you  come  up  against  some  pretty  ities. 
tough  ones  sometimes?"  said  Jimsie,  by  way       When   they 

of  drawing  her  out.  arrived  at  last 

"My,  no!"  she  replied  with  good-humored  at  Coney   Is- 

Bcom.    "I  know  that  kind  as  far  oft  as  I  can  land,   "Do  you  swim?"    she  asked  Jimsie. 
see   'em.    They  don't  trouble  me  none.    I       "Sure,"  Jimsie  answered.     "Do  you  want 

don't  mean  there  ain't  jays  that  don't  try  to  give  lo  go  in  for  a  dip  ? " 
me  the  fresh  jolly ;  but  I  don't  mind  'em."  "You  guessedright!"  she  affirmed  cordially. 

Indeed,  it  was  evident  that  Miss  Sanders  had       As  they  strolled  along  in  the  direction  of 

a  gift  for  "not  minding"   things.    Jimsie  was  the    bath   establishment    preferred   by  Miss 

sUent.     His  mind  drifted  to  Louise.     He  tried  Sanders 

to  imagine  her  filling  Miss  Sanders'  job — and        "I  think  I'll  have  a  soft -shell  sandwich,  "she 

failed  in  the  attempt.    He  had  a  twinge  of  acute  announced. 

affection  for  Lousie — poor  little  Louise,  who        Imagine  a  boy  of  eight  turned  loose  in  the 

needed  a  strong  arm  to  protect  her  and  a  strong  cake  shop,  without  a  restraining  elder  at  hand. 

hand  to  guide  her.  Imagine  your  joy  when  young  to  have  been  al- 

"I  don't  mean  I  don't  make  mistakes,"  pur-  lowed  to  eat  just  as  much  as  you  wanted  lo  of 

sued     Miss    Sanders.     "Now,     there's    you.  anything,  and  there  you  have  Margaret  San- 

When  I  first  saw  you,  I  thought,  'There's  a  ders'  attitude  to  the  food  of  the  lunch  cart.     In 

stuck-up  gazabe! ' — you  had  such  a  funny  look  the  presence  of  her  favorite  food,  she  became 

on  when  you  first  looked  at  me.     But  then  I  as  a  little   child    again.     Without    fear   and 

thought    right    away,    'There    ain't    nothing  without  reproach  she  wandered  from  soft -shell 

wrong  with  that  kid,  take  him  the  right  way. '  crab  to  "red  dog, "  thence  to  peanuts,  onto 

That's  all  most  men  needs,  is  to  be  took  the  popcorn  brittle,  thence  to  the  candy-made-on- 

right  way.    What  makes  men  fierce  is  that  the-spot,  and  back  to  soft-shell  crab  again. 

girls  is  fools.    No,  I  saw  right  away  you're  the  Sophisticated  as  she  was,  a  shrewd  judge  of 

kind  that  wouldn't  harm  a  fly."  men,  brought  up  in  no  greater  privacy  appar- 

Someway,  Jimsie  wasn't  as  flattered  in  his  ently  than  that  afforded  by  an  elevated  train, 

\anity  as  he   might   have   been.     The   little  still  she  could  wander  in  and  out  among  the 

stream  of  her  talk  was  rapidly  washing  away  sandwiches  with  the  artless  joy  of  a  child  in  a 

his  self-conceit.     He  didn't  feel  nearly  as  much  field  of  flowers. 

the  philanthropist  who  was  bringing  happiness       It  was  a  touching  sight.     Jimsie  felt  no  more 

into  the  life  of  an  honest  girl  as  he  had  half  an  desire  to  laugh  than  he  would  have  at  a  child, 

hour  before.     Rathfrr,  his  good-tempered  com-  Her  high-hearted  appetite  was  a  thing  to  bless 

panion  seemed  to  be  handing  him  out  a  good  the  gods  for  having  seen. 
conduct  prize  for  being  a  good  little  boy.  As  she  crunched  the  claw  of  the  last  soft- 

"Say,"  she  asked  suddenly,  "has  all  the  shell  crab- 

.sandwiches  in  the  world  died?"  "Gee!"    she  announced,  with  genial  satis- 

Jimsie  procured  some  of  the  bad  sandwiches  faction,  "I'm  doing  the  Lunch  Cart  Mag  act 

that  are  found  on  the  Coney  Island  boats.  for  fair  to-day!"    Her  face  blossomed  into 

"Ain't thewalera.lovelyplacetoeat?"Miss  friendly,  sunny  smiles.     "Now  we'll  have  a 

Sanders  murmured  dreamily,  disposing  of  the  swim,"  she  said. 

sandwiches.    "You  know,  working  like  I  do       Theyemergedfromtheirbalh-housesatabout 

in  a  restaurant,  I  ain't  got  any  use  for  reslau-  the  same  time.  At  sight  of  his  companion  ready 

rant  food.     What  I  like's  things  like  you  get  for  her  dip,  Jimsie  gave  a  little  whistle  of  sur- 

down  to  Coney,  where  we're  going.     Do  you  prise.  Involuntarily  there  cametohismindalit- 

know  what  one  of  the  girls  I  know  calls  me?  tiecoloredgirl'sobservation  toone  of  his  aunts; 
'Lunch  Cart  Mag!'    I'm  awful  queer;    but        "Mis'  Sadie,  de  Lo'd  ain't  slighted  yo',  not 

honest,  I'd  rather  eat  stuff  off'n  a  lunch  cart  in  de  leastest  particular." 
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More  than  ever  Miss  Sanders  gave  the  im-  — danced  for  the  sake  of  dancing,  danced  as  if 
pression,  both  in  her  beauty  and  in  her  un-  her  heart  would  break.  She  didn't  look  at 
consciousness  of  the  people  who  noticed  it,  of  Jimsie  while  she  danced,  nor  talk  to  him,  ex- 
some  statue  placed  in  a  crowded  thoroughfare,  cept  for  a  brief  word  or  two.  She  gave  herself 
Youth  Triumphant  was  what  she  seemed;  up  to  the  joy  of  motion  whole-heartedly.  At 
Youth,  that  neither  work  in  a  city  or  summer  the  end  of  a  dance  she  disposed  herself  in  a 
heat  can  tarnish;  Youth,  for  which  numberless  chair  to  rest,  her  breath  coming  a  little  short 
sandwiches  before  swimming  have  no  terrors.  with  the  sheer  joy  of  living. 

Without  hesitating,  she  made  for  the  water  Two  girls  she  knew  came  in,  accompanied 
and  plunged  in,  without  preliminary  screams  by  a  nice-looking  young  fellow,  and  to  these  she 
or  hesitations,  and  made  her  way  expertly  be-  introduced  Jimsie.  Little  by  litlle,  under  the 
yond  the  line  of  surf  and  struck  out.  Jimsie  warming  sun  of  her  enjoyment  of  things,  Jim- 
followed.  Together  they  worked  out,  now  sie's  philanthropic  mood  had  returned  to  him. 
down  in  the  hollow  of  an  incoming  wave,  now  He  was  pleased  with  himself — almost  phari- 
rising  buoyantly  on  its  crest.  The  life-boat  saically  pleased.  Almost  .was  he  at  the  point  of 
man  kept  his  eyes  on  them.  She  waved  her  thanking  God  that  he  was  not  as  others  were; 
hand  with  a  good-humored,  *'  Hello,  Cap-  that  he  could  appreciate  the  frank  fellowship  of 
tain  I"  this  fine  girl;  that  he  had  known  enough  to  go 

After  a  time  they  came  in  again,  stopping  in  along  and  have  a  good  time  with  her,  instead  of 

the  surf  to  play  with  the  big  waves  as  they  moping;  contrasting  himself  with  many  a  man 

came  in  one  after  another.     On  the  beach,  the  he  knew  who,  situated  as  he  was,  would  have 

girl  took  down  her  shining  hair  and  spread 'it  been  too  hide-bound  to  have  ventured, 

out  about  her  to  dry.    They  lay  flat  in  the  Then  something  happened, 

warm  sand,  sunning  themselves.     Jimsie  took  The  incident,  so  slight  in  itself,  upset  Jimsie's 

in  long  breaths  of  the  warm  air.     A  sense  of  selfrconcejt  as  quickly  as  a  child  can  overset  a 

freedom   enveloped   him.     He   was   enjoying  pitcher  of  cream. 

himself — enjoying  himself  hugely.    He  felt  as  It  was  the  appearance  for  a  moment  of  two 

if  he'd  found  himself  after  a  long  absence.     It  men  at  the  door  of  the  pavilion.     They  stood 

was    good,  he  reflected,  for   a   man  to  take  there,  well  dressed  and  tranquil,  looked  around 

an  afternoon  off  once  in  a  while  even  from  such  a  moment  and  wandered  on ;  the  men  were 

a  delectable  thing  as  being  engaged  to  Louise.  Boothby,   who   had   once   been   a   suitor  of 

He  wondered  if,  after  all,  his  wasn't  too  free  a  Louise's,  and  Louise's  brother, 

nature  for  marriage.  Boothby — of  all  men  in  the  world,  Boothby! 

Venders  of  various  things  came  along,  the  Never  would  Boothby  have  taken  a  stray  girl, 

popcorn  man,  the  peanut  man,  the  sandwich  picked  up  in  a  restaurant,  for  a  day's  outing, 

man,  and  each  one  of  them   Miss  Sanders  Boothby  was  fastidious,  scholarly,  very  much  of 

stopped,  that  she  might  eat  from  the  contents  of  a  gentleman,  and  removed  by  a  hundred  years 

his  basket.     After  a  time:  of  training  from  the  possibility  of  a  small  irreg- 

*'Say,  let's  get  into  our  clothes  and  go  up  to  ularity  like  this  coming  into  his  decent,  well- 

the  dancing  pavilion.     Do  you  dance?"  ordered  life. 

"Sure,"  Jimsie  replied.  Miss  Sanders  had  followed  Jimsie's  gaze. 

** Did  you  ever  dance  after  you'd  had  a  swim  *'I  know  that  kid,"  she  announced.     "He 

like  this?"  she  asked  him.     "It's  great  1'*  takes  lunch  in  our  restaurant  pretty  often. 

"No,"  Jimsie  confessed,  "I  never  have."  You  looked  as  if  you  knew  him,  too,"  she 

"Well,  say,  you  ain't  never  danced,  then,"  added,  her  frank  eyes  questioning  Jimsie. 
Miss  Sanders  informed  him.     "There  ain't  no  "Oh,  I  know  him  all  right!"  groaned  Jim- 
dancing  at  any  other  time  that's  thirty  cents  sie.     "He's  the  brother  of  the  girl  I'm  engaged 
to  it. "  to.     I  know  the  other  man  too — he's  ah  old 

They  made  their  way  to  the  dancing  pavilion,  friend  of  hers. " 

Ever  and  anon  Miss  Sanders  stopped  to  par-  Miss  Sanders  took  in  the  situation  instantly, 

take  of  what  she  termed  "lunch  cart  grub,"  "Gee!"     she    exclaimed.     "That's    fierce! 

and  all  along  their  progress  down  the  crowded  D'you  know  what  you'd  better  do?    You'd 

street  she  waved  greetings  to  this  person  and  better  beat  it. " 

that.     Her  acquaintance  was  apparently  enor-  "Beat  it?"  Jimsie  questioned, 

mous,  and  all  of  her  friends  seemed  to  be  at  "Sure,"  Miss  Sanders  responded  cheerfully. 

Coney  Island.  "I  c'n  get  back  alone  all  right."    She  was  as 

Then  for  half  an  hour  they  danced — danced  frank  and  sincere-minded  in  this  proposition  as 

as   Jimsie   never   had   danced   before.     Miss  she  had  been  in  accepting  Jimsie  as  the  com- 

Sanders  danced  with  the  full-blooded  joy  of  life  panion  of  an  afternoon. 


He  wondered  if.  aflei  all,  hu  wain'l  loo  bee  a  nitiue  [or  muruee 

"Well,  I  guess  not!"   J imsie  replied.  you'll    get  from  your  girl — the   frozen  mitt, 

"See  here,"  Miss  Sanders  argued,  "I  know  that's  what — the  throwdown,  see?" 
just  the  kind  of  cloth  that  other  chap's  cut  off'n.        There  it  was;   and  Jimsie  knew  it  was  true. 

I  know  him  just  Uke  I'd  been  raised  in  the  same  All  al  once  he  saw  his  afternoon  out  from  their 

house  with  him.    Why,  there's  a  dozen  of  him  point  of  view.     Even  if  they  took  it  in  the  most 

eats  at  our  place  every  day.    'Good  morning,  charitable  light,   trifling  and  unreliable  was 

Miss  Sanders;  beginning  to  feel  like  fall,  isn't  what  he  would  seem — indeed,  was  what  he 

it?'" — she    mimicked    Boothby's    supposed  was.    That  he  and  Miss  Sanders  had  gone  on 

manner.     "That's  all;   eat  there  a  thousand  this  excursion  as  two  men  might  have  gone, 

years  and  that'd  be  all.    And  that  kind's  the  and  that  their  brief  friendship  all  through  had 

meanest  minded  when  it  comes  up  against  been  as  frank  as  that  of  two  boys,  made  no  dif- 

something  it  doesn't  understand.    Look  here, "  ference;   for,  after  all.  Miss  Sanders  wasn't  a 

she  said,  "  if  they  see  you,  do  you  know  what  boy — she  was  an  extremely  good-looking  girl, 
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He  told  her  evelything,  all  ■(  once,  mixing  up  the  letjueiice  o(  eioM 

Any  one  of  a  hundred  people  might  have  seen  I'or  the  first  time  he  realized  that  from  now 

them  who  knew  them  both^might  now  be  on  e\enthing  that  concerned  him  concerned 

going  around  with  the  news:    "  Jimsie  Bate —  Louise:  that  his  life  was  part  of  hers.     And  it 

the  fellow  that's  engaged  to  Louise  Kittredge —  touched  him  profoundly  that  this  should  be  so. 

is  down  at  Coney  I&land  with  the  pretty  cashier  The  tide  of  affection  now  came  in  fast.     He 

of  Bleecker's. "     By  doing  what  he  had  done  wanted  more  than  anything  else  to  go  straight 

with  such  light-hearted  ease,  he  had  brought  to  Louise  as  fast  as  boats  and  trains  couid  take 

Louise's  name  into  il.     He  had  put  the  man  him.     But    this    was    precisely    what    Jimsie 

engaged  to  Ixiuise    in  a  position  to   be  gos-  couldn't  do. 

siped  about.  Miss  Sanders  now,  however,  row   briskly, 

He  had  done  worse  than  that ;  he  had  run  the  consuhing  her  watch, 
chance  of  getting  from  Louise  what  Miss  San-  "We'll  have  just  time,"  she  announced,  "to 
ders  described  as  "the  frozen  mitt"  and  "the  catch  the  next  boat — the  girls  are  going  home 
throwdown. "     In  other  words,  there  was  the  now;  we'll  all  go  along  together. " 
possibility  of  his  happiness  and  Louise's  being  Jimsie  threw  her  a  glance  in  which  gratitude 
,  at  stake — it  was  a  remote  possibility,  but  it  was  was  written  large, 
there  just  the  same.     And  he  had  been  ready  to  During  the  walk  to  the  boat,  Jimsie  was  op- 
risk  this — and  for  nothing  at  all!  He  had  been  pressed  by  one  of  the  most  ignominious  emo- 
willing  to  risk  it  because  he  had  acted  like  a  tions  that  man  is  heir  to— the  fear  of  Ijeing 
grouchy  kid.  seen.     In  spite  of  himself,  his  eyes  roved  in  the 
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crowd,  watching  for  a  sfght  of  Boothby's  well-  "Why!"  Kittredge  exclaimed,  "what  are 
groomed  back  and  for  the  red  head  of  his  fu-  you  doing  here?  Didn't  you  get  Louise's  tele- 
ture  brother-in-law.  He  tried  blustering  to  gram?  I  sent  it  myself .  She  told  me  you  didn't 
himself  about  it — ^that,  after  all,  he  hadn't  done  want  to  go  to  Morrison's,  and  said  that  some- 
anyone  any  harm.  He  even  tried  to  put  a  little  body's  got  to  give  in  in  things,  and  she  guessed 
of  the  blame  on  Louise.  Hang  it,  now  that  he  she'd  better.  That's  the  way  Louise  is,  you 
thought  of  it,  she  was  some  to  blame,  anyhow,  know — ^for  a  girl  she's  mighty  reasonable. " 
turning  him  adrift  that  way!  This  was  the  last  straw  for  Jimsie's  self -con- 
But  all  that  woiddn't  go  now.  Jimsie  had  ceit.  What  little  of  it  remained  tumbled  to 
been  growing  up  too  fast  in  the  past  half  hour,  earth.  Poor  little  Louise!  She'd  given  in;  and 
With  his  longing  for  Louise  growing  stronger  there  he'd  gone  gallivanting  around  in  Coney 
every  minute,  he  couldn't  fool  himself  into  Island  with  strange  women!  Therfe  wasn't  any 
blaming  her,  nor  could  he  check  his  cowardly  punishment  too  black  for  him. 
wish  to  conceal  himself  in  the  crowd.  Then  Fate,  once  having  begun  her  work, 

They  got*  on  the  boat — and  there,  straight  in  finished  it  with  a  fine  climax.     Miss  Sanders, 

front  of  him,  was  that  for  which  Jimsie  had  accompanied  by  her  friends,  came  strolling 

been  searching  with  dread,  there  was  Booth-  down  the  deck. 

by's  back,  as  immaculate  as  Jimsie  had  pic-  "How  d'you  do,"  she  greeted  him.     "How 

tured  it,  and  the  hot  red  of  young  Kittredge's  d'you  do, " — she  bowed  to   Kittredge.     She 

hair  shining  out  from  beneath  his  straw  hat.  embraced  them  both  in  a  wide,  impersonal 

Their  backs  were  turned.     Miss  Sanders  saw  smile.     Both  of  them  were  patrons  in  the  res- 

them  too;   and  leading  the  way,  her  head  up  taurant  she  worked  for,  Jimsie  as  well  as  Kit- 

and  her  broad   shoulders  well  squared,  she  tredge,  one  of  the  miscellaneous  horde  of  cus- 

drew  Jimsie  to  the  other  side  of  the  boat.  tomers  for  whom  her  deft  fingers  made  change. 

*'  Look  here, "  she  said  to  Jimsie,  separating  Slipping  her  arm  through  that  of  one  of  the 

him  a  little  from  the  others.     "  You  make  me  girls,  she  strolled  on  again,  with  a  casual  nod  to 

tired,  that's  what  you  make  me!    You  think  both  of  them. 

you're  doing  a  pretty  fine  thing  sticking  around.  The  episode  was  closed,  was  what  her  nod 

don't  you  ?  I  know  men — I  know  just  how  you  said,  closed  and  done  with.     Jimsie  might  want 

feel!"  Again  her  smiling  eyes  denied  her  deft-  to  make  a  fool  of  himself,  but  in  this  case  it 

nite  tone.     It  was  as  if  she  said,  "  I  know  men,  would  take  two  to  let  him  do  that,  and  she  for 

the  darned  fools,  bless  'em!"  one  would  see  that  he  didn't. 

"All  you  think  about's  yourself,"  she  pur-  Jimsie  hated  a  lie.     Small  deceits  were  the 

sued.     "  You  don't  think  about  me  none.  How  especial  sort  of  lax  morality  that  he  detested 

do  you  suppose  I'll  feel,  going  oflf  knowing  that  most,  and  he  had  an  unreasoning  desire  to  shout 

I've  got  you  into  a  mess?  Why,  I  like  you  a  lot  to  the  world  at  large  that  he  and  Miss  Sanders 

— ^there's  nothing  the  matter  with  you,  except  had  been  spending  the  day  together  at  Coney 

that  you're  daflfy  with  the  heat.     After  I've  Island — to  put  it  exactly  to  Kittredge  and  to 

come  out  with  you  like  this,  you  might  do  what  Boothby,  and  let  them  do  what  they  wanted  to. 

I  tell  you  for  once! "                  *  And  that  he  couldn't  do  this  made  him  rage. 

She  ignored  with  large  tranquillity  that  he  But  there  was  one  person  in  the  world  that 

had  been  doing  as  she  said  all  day  long.  he  could  tell — and  that  was  Louise.     At  the 

"What  do  you  want  me  to  do?"    asked  ferry  he  shook  his  two  companions  and  started 

Jimsie.  for  New  Rochelle.     His  fault  loomed  before 

"  What  I  want  you  to  do  is  not  to  be  more  of  him  in  gigantic  proportions.     It  blotted  out 

a  fool  than  the  Lord  made  you, "  she  responded  everything  else.     He  saw  himself  a  traitor  to  all 

promptly.     "  You  go  and  find  them  friends  of  the  finer  instincts  of  man ;  he  saw  himself  an 

yours  and  stick  with  'em.     Go  and  find  them  outcast,    not   worthy   to   touch    the   hem   of 

anyway — don't  let  'em  see  you're  hidin'  on  Louise's  skirt.     The  time  that  separated  him 

'em."  from  her,  and  from  his  confession,  stretched 

Jimsie  was  no  quitter;  he  had  brought  Miss  out  incredibly  long.    He  wanted  to  confess, and 

Sanders  out  and  intended  to  stick  by  her  to  the  receive    his    sentence.    He    wanted    to    tell 

last,  and  told  her  so;  at  which  she  merely  said,  Louise  that  she  was  in  love  with  an  irresponsi- 

with  a  tolerant  humor  with  which  one  treats  an  ble  idiot,  who  did  imaccountable  things  that 

obstinate  child  of  ten:  in  his  chastened  mood  Jimsie  saw  that  no  man 

"Ah,  cut  it  out!"   and  turned  on  him  her  ought  to  do.    If  Louise  cast  him  out,  it  would 

broad  and  efl&cient  back.  serve  him  right.     He  would  spend  the  re- 

Jimsie  sulked  away,  and  ran  into  Kittredge  mainder  of  his  days  in  trying  to  be  worthy  of 

and  Boothby  half-way  down  the  boat.  her  whom  he  might  have  married. 
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She  was  waiting  for  him  on  the  piazza.  She 
had  absolved  him  for  not  coming  before  he 
came. 

*'I  knew  you  hadn't  got  my  telegram,'*  she 
cried.  She  put  herself  in  the  wrong  for  every- 
thing, wanting  to  save  him  the  pain  of  any 
apology  he  might  now  be  ready  to  make. 

Her  instinct  told  her  at  once  that  there  was 
something  wrong  with  him — that  something 
had  gone  very  far  awry  in  his  world  She 
waited,  a  little  breathless,  for  him  to  tell  her 
what  it  was 

His  remorse  was  now  at  its  height.  No  New 
England  gentlewoman,  raised  in  all  the  tradi- 
tions of  her  punctilious  life,  could  view  Jimsie's 
performance  with  more  severity  than  Jimsie 
himself  now  did.  Solemnly  he  told  Louise 
that  he  had  a  confession  to  make — that  he  had 
done  something  for  which  she  might  not  forgive 
him.  She  waited  with  strained  attention,  her 
head  thrown  back  with  its  little  arrogant  tilt 
that  Jimsie  loved  so  much. 

And  he  told  her  everything,  all  at  once,  mix- 
ing up  the  sequence  of  events,  bungling  the  tell- 
ing incredibly;  then  waited  for  his  sentence, 


his  death  sentence,  ht  felt  it  might  be — al- 
though as  he  told  it,  it  seemed  very  much  less 
than  it  had  on  the  train  coming  out.  After  all, 
it  was  not  a  thing  to  throw  a  man  into  the  outer 
darkness  for;  still,  one  couldn't  expect  girls 
brought  up  like  Louise  to  understand.  Jimsie 
hadn't  learned  yet  that  affection  will  give  a 
woman  a  clairvoyance  as  to  the  state  of  things 
that  no  limitations  of  up-bringing  can  affect. 

He  finished,  and  stood  waiting  humbly  before 
Louise  for  her  judgment  of  him  to  come.  She 
let  him  wait  a  moment.  He  looked  up,  and 
saw  the  stiffness  with  which  she  had  received 
his  first  words  gone. 

"Well,"  he  finished  tragically,  "what  are 
you  going  to  do  about  it,  Louise?" 

And  the  sentence  fell 

"Do  about  it?"  said  Louise.  "What  do 
you  suppose  I'm  going  to  do  about  it  ?  "  In  her 
tone  there  was  a  hint  of  Miss  Sanders's  wide 
tolerance  of  the  weakness  of  men. 

Then  she  put  out  an  impulsive  hand  to  him 
with  a  little  laugh. 

"Oh,  Jimsie,"  she  said,  "what  an  awful  kid 


you  are 
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1  like  the  thief  who's  an  honest  thief. 
Who  can  steal  and  wink  and  laugh. 

Whose  eye  is  clear  and  his  grin  is  bold 
For  friend  or  photograph. 

But  set  me  a  thousand  miles  away 
From  the  unconditioned  crook 

Who  can  pry  into  his  neighbors*  prayers 
And  steal  a  pious  look! 


The  Wind  in  the  Lilacs 

iBy  HARRIS   MERTON    LYON 

Author  of  "  Sardonics  ** 

With  Illustrations  by  Olive  Rush 

IT  was  about  half  past  ten  that  night  and  You  may  not  believe  it,  but  she  had  hardly 

Gampa  was  in  the  old  garden,  leaning  back  finished   the   **too"   when   the   Wind   slowly 

on  his  bench  against  the  lilac-bush.     He  dropped  and  began  saying  something  very  soft 

had  a  pipe  between  his  teeth  and  all  the  smells  and  gentle  that  sounded  like  ^'sibil    .     .     . 

of  spring  came  sweetly  to  him,  and  the  dark-  sibil    .     .     .     sibil'^  (like  a  brook  that  can't 

ness  seemed  to  creep  and  murmur  about  him.  make  up  its  mind  to  run  over  the  stones  at  a 

There  was  a  slish  of  quiet  feet  across  the  ford)  and  then,  just  as  soothing  as  sleep,  it 

grass.     "Gur-racious!    I  knew  I'd  find  you  began: 
here,*'  whispered  Ruth.     ** Ain't  it  lonesome 

and  quiet,  though?"    There  was  a  movement  THE  STORY  THE  WIND  TOLD 
of  an  old  hand  toward  the  pipe.     '*  Don't  tell 

me  to  get  back  to  bed,  ple-e-ease,  Gampa,     I  It  was  early  twilight  in  the  Old  Lady's  room, 

just    couldn't    sleep.     So    I    slipped    on  .my  Faint  odors  of  spring  lilac  came  through  the 

sweater  and — and  here  I  am. "  open  bay  windows  to  mingle  with  the  fainter, 

Her  great-grandfather  blew  out  a  very  little  rarer    odor    of    old    lavender.     A    sweetness 

smoke  from  his  mouth:  seemed  to  come  and  go,  from  lawn  to  center 

"Ain't  the  wind  soft,  though?"    he  said,  table;  and  within  the  room  every  little,  dainty 

I'm  just  waitin'  for  it  to  begin. "              ..  thing  breathed  an  antique  fragrance,  or  smiled 

"Begin  what?"                                  ^  the  smile  of  quiet  age,  or  sighed  an  ancient 

"Ssh!  Listen  hard;  and  ask  it  for  a  story,  song  .  .  .  The  Aaron  Willard  clock,  that 
It'll  tell  you  one.  That's  what  I've  been  doin',  came  ninety  odd  years  ago  from  Boston- 
Woof.  I  was  just  sittin'  here,  makin'  up  my  way,  ticked  behind  its  painted  glass  all  the 
old  mind  what  to  ask  it.  But — ssh!  I'm  goin'  kindlier  as  the  later  years  went  by;  the  prim 
to  let  you  ask  it. "  daguerreotype  propped  above  the  lace  center- 

"No-o-o.     Vour^  piece  took  on  a  luminous  gentleness  in  the 

"Nope.     Yon!  It's  a — it's  a  privilege  and  dusk;  the  old  French  mirror  gave  back  a  dim 

a — a  gift."  poetry  for  everything  which  looked  into  it;  the 

The     sweater     smuggled     down     against  stark  chest  of  drawers  lined  with  bird's-eye 

Gampa 's  arm,  and  two  big  round  eyes  stared  maple     .     .     . 

out  from  above  it  at  the  lisping,  teeming  black-  Well,  in  that  chest  of  drawers,  in  one  of  the 
ness  of  the  garden.  Now  when  the  Wind  tells  compartments,  half-open,  lay  a  baby's  hood  all 
you  a  story,  as  you  know,  you  must  let  it  yarn  scattered  over  with  dried  rose  leaves,  \Yhere  the 
along  in  its  own  way.  Most  people  won't,  of  Old  Lady  had  taken  it  out  and,  carefully  care- 
course:  that  is  the  reason  the  Wind  tells  so  few  less,  replaced  it  again;  a  silk-and-lacc  hood, 
stories  to  so  few  people.  But  the  very  old  pricked  neatly  with  a  thin  blue  ribbon  .  .  . 
grandfathers  and  the  very  young  children  gen-  and  the  breeze  of  nightfall,  you  may  be  sure, 
erally  listen  in  just  the  right  way,  and  the  Wind  cuddled  about  this  softly, 
consequently — well,  it  likes  to  talk  to  them,  of  Even  the  marble  mantelpiece  beneath  the 
course.  clock  was  a  thing  of  sentiment     .     .     .     faith- 

"  You  ask  it.  Woof. "  ful,    stupid,    servantlike    sentiment,    perhaps 

The  sweater  smuggled  a  mite  and  then  a  .     .     .     but  sentiment.     It  bore  in  fidelity  its 

solemn  young  voice  whispered:  china  shepherd  and  shepherdess,  who  smiled 

"Well,  then,  I  ast  it  to  tell  somethin'  about  in  a  tricksy,  china  sprightliness  at  the  old 

me  when  I've  grown  up     .     .     .     and  some-  t^te-k-tete  chair    and    the   white   silk   shawl 

thin'  about  Mother,   too. "  athwart  it. 
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It  was  early  twilight  in  the  Old  Lady's  room  there  should  be  a  distinct  American  style  and  thai  I 

...     a  June  twihght  that  hung  long  in  the  f^^"^^  ^*^^  planned  it!  And  yet,  you  cannot  conceive 

i_                    J            *!.  J  -.L        -au       J  au       •  how  away  down  m  mv  heart  I  glorv  in  it. 

heavens  and  smoothed  the  earth  and  the  air,  as  i.,,e  won!  I've  won!  Betty  sa>^  she  knows  you'll 

reluctant  to  go  as  a  young  lover  who  has  said  feel  proud  of  me.    You  do,  don't  you?  Of  course,  I 

"Good-night"  and  is  holding  the  hand  of  his  know  you  do.     Somehow,  tired  as  I  am,  I  feel  strong 

sweetheart     ...     just  such  a  night  as  this,  ^"/>."g^  ^P  ^^  anything  now.    And  later  I  can,  and  will. 

1           1-           T-u       ij         -^     ^j  *u       ij  *u'  This  IS  just  mv  beginning.     After  this  I  mean  to  eo 

only  earher.     The  old  room  and  the  old  thmgs  ^head  to  the  greatest  thinis  a  man  ever  planned, 

in  it  felt  the  seductive  lilacs.     The  mirror's  face  You  know,  I  used  to  complain  at  the  dull  years  that 

stirred  with  the  sinking  June.     It  was  as  if  kept  going  by  one  after  the  other  without  my  accom- 

garden-ghosts,  the  placid  ghosts  of  three  gen-  P^Jshing  anything.     Now  I  see  that  they  were  merely 

°    ^.       **  f     J         *i  J  •     Ai.          u  aU     u'         •  years  of  preparation,  of  getting  mvself  readv  for  the 

erauons,  had  rustled  m  through  the  big  win-  ^^^  work  that  from  now  on  I've  got'on  my  hands. 

dows.     Nothing    began    and    nothing    ended.  God  bless  you  for  all  the  care  and  worry  you  spent 

The  room  and  the  garden,  the  garden  and  the  "PO"  "le!   I  never  can  repay  you  in  the  things  of  this 

room,  floated  lightly  into  each  other  Uke  dew-  ,'''°^^^'  ^'l!?'  P^^^^Vf,  you  may  feel  proud  of  your  son 

'  ^   .   ^                1-  1:^       Ar  *  *L                        r  •  to-day.     I've  got  a  little  present  for  vou  that  \'ou  shall 

mist  into  moonhght.     Yet  there  was  no  fairy  have  when  we  stop  in  to  visit  you.  '  We  are  going  to 

extravagance  about  this.     It  was  something  Europe  for  a  short  "convalescence."    I  wish  you 

quieter,  even  duller.     The  sense  was  one  of  a  would  write  me  and  wish  me  good  luck. 

light,  nebulous  passivity.     It  was  more  than  Your  affectionate  son, 

that,   even.     It   was                         apathy!     A  Charles. 
kindly  apathy. 

The  early  twilight  crept  into  the  Old  Lady's  —"Oh,  isn't  that  nice!"  Ruth  whispered, 

room   as   it.  had   crept   for   countless   Junes  — "Ssh!"  said  Gampa,  with  his  hand  over 

"...     at  least,  they  seemed  countless.     But  ^^^  mouth, 
they  were  a  hundred.     Not  that  the  Old  Lady 

was  as  old  as  that.     She  was  sixty-two.     The  The  twilight  in  the  Old  Lady's  room  did  not 

Aaron  Willard  clock,  shaped  like  a  gilt  banjo,  deepen;  it  held  itself  like  a  caught  breath.  The 

upside  down,  could  remember  its  ninety-fifth  sounding  young  words  mellowed  off  into  that 

June  in  that  room;    the  mirror,  sweet-tem-  languid,  noble  air  and  mixed  at  last  with  the 

peredly,  its  .seventieth;  the  baby's  hood  its  limitless  murmur  of  the  garden  and  the  mute 

fifty-sixth;     the    mantelpiece    its    hundredth,  fragrance  of  the  rose  leaves  and  lavender.  The 

There  is  nothing  so  calm,  so  contained  as  the  old  Clock  ticked.     The  Mirror  smiled.     The 

well-preserved  old  age  of  inanimate  things.  Baby's  Hood  stirred  gently  with  a  rivulet  of 

inanimate  things  which  have  been  in  contact  breeze  and  composed  itself, 

with  years  of  human  fingers.     Yet  they  make  *'     ■     •     .     And  she  merely  laid  me  dowTi 

you  gasp 'with  a  sudden  quick  sense  of  life  and  went  out  for  a  drivel"  mourned  the  Letter. 

.    .     .     life  glorious,  charming,  futile     ...  ''As  grass  lays  down  a  dead  thing,"  ticked 

life  relinquished,  life  erased.     A  breath  from  the   Clock.     ''In   all  gentleness,   and   in   all 

light  young  lips,  fluttering  before  that  mirror,  •     •     ■     serenity.' 

had  come  as  a  miracle,  a  stupendous  poetical  There  was  a  pause  like  a  low  note  of  mu.sic. 

miracle,    and    had    as    miraculouslv    faded.  The  tick-tick  of  the  Clock  seemed  to  be  saying: 

Whither  ?  The  mirror  is  there,  fragile  yet  im-  "Think  of  the  years "    .     .     .     '' Think  of  the 

mortal,   steeped   in  a  benign  and  deity-like  years"     .     .     .     "Think  of  the  years." 

apathy.  "^   cannot    understand    her   apathy,"    the 

In  the  Old  Lady's  room  in  the  early  twilight,  Letter   insisted.     "She   seems   soft,   yet   im- 

stirred  by  the  scent  of  new  lilac,  the  things  passible.     .     .     ." 

began  talking,  monotonou.sly,  as  gods  talk,  ;' As  the  light  is  impassible,"  murmured  the 

telling  ideas  they  already  know.  Mirror. 

The  fresh  Letter  on  the  center  table  rustled  "You  would  think  she  would  thrill  with  joy 

out  importantly  and  read  itself  with  emphasis :  at  her  boy's  success     ...     her  only  boy  and 

his  inconceivable  victorv.    Think  how  she  must 

Dearest  Mother:  Victory  at  last !  The  great  build-  have  nursed  him  and  dreamed  over  him  and  fed 

ing — my  building — has   been   completed,    inspected,  him  full  of  ideals!      ,           ." 

passed-a  success!    I  can  hardly  keep  myself  from  "There    are    two    kinds    of    ideals,"    inter- 

shouting.     "The  most  daring  tour  de  force  in  all  ar-  „__.    i  .u.  p,_i, 

diitecturc,"one\vriter  has  called  it.     At  thirty-five  I  rupted  tne  L,lOCk.                   ,    »^       ,     ,      , 

have  justified  myself  to  myself— and  to  you,  to  your  "  The  ideals  of  fairies  and  the  ideals  of  men," 

patience,  to  your  care  of  me.  breathed  the  Lilacs. 

I    enclose    one    clipping    .    .     .    "the    greatest  u^^^^                    j^en,"    ticked    the    Clock, 

bunder  of  modern  time, "  you  see  It  names  me.     I  am  ut^u*   i      r  *u         ^     m                       ••♦u;«ir  ^f  *k« 

mentioned  with  Michelan^lo  and  Wren.    The  thing  "Think  of  the  years"     .     .     .       think  of  the 

seems  absurd,   impossible     .     .     .     impossible  that  years." 
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"Let  me  tell  you  something  about  myself,"  .  .  .  would  terrify  her,  but  that  she  is  so 
said  the  Baby's  Hood.  **I  am  an  heirloom,  a  sure,  so  dominant,  so  omniscient  in  these  mo- 
little  silken  heirloom.  For  three  generations  in  ments.  In  humility  she  radiates.  Certain 
this  house  I  have  covered  a  baby's  head.  The  seconds  pass  like  ages,  in  which  she  breathes  a 
last  was  his.     Before  that,  hers.     Before  that,  blithe  eternal  message. 

her  mother's.     I  suppose  I  have  heard  more        "You  cannot  conceive  these  things?    Yet 

whispered  beauty  than  any  piece  of  silk  on  these  are  the  things  I  have  heard." 
earth     .     .     .    beauty  of  which  you  would 

say  it  was  appallingly  incongruous  to  believe       — "Was  that  the  way  of  Mother  and  me, 

that  it  ever  came  from  human  lips.     But  it  did.  Gampa    .     .     .     the  way  the  Hood  says?" 

And  I  have  heard  it  three  times  over,  and  Ruth  asked. 

many  times  in  those  three.     I  am  not  going  to       — "Ssh!     It  will  go  on,"  her  grandfather 

tell  you  what  this  beauty  was.     It  would  either  replied, 
terrify  you  or  else  make  you  laugh.     It  came 

as  inexplicably  as  the  warm  sudden  pulses  of       And  the  old  Clock  ticked:  "Men     .     .     . 

blood  before  childbirth;  it  came  as  ineffably  as  Men"     .     .     .     "Think  of  the  years     .     .     . 

the  tender  pains.   And  it  was  always  the  same,  think  of  the  years."  The  somber  charm  of  the 

In  all  true  mothers  it  is  the  same.  9ld  room  deepened.     Each  bit  of  experienced 

"  How  shall  I  describe  its  coming  ?  There  is  furniture  accepted  the  words  with  a  quiet  smile, 

a  flow  of  love  and  then     ...     a  whisper,  such  a  smile  as  would  be  on  the  Old  Lady's 

That  whisper  is  freighted  with  a  beauty  that  is  face  as  she  stooped  in  the  garden  to  smell  a 

intangible,  indefinable,  inconceivable.     It  is  so  flower.     This  beauty  the  Hood  told  about, 

low  that  silence  drowns  it.     It  is  so  high  that  whatever  it  was,  was  beyond  them     .     .     . 

eternity  hears  it.    It  is  so  true  that  God  weeps  like  philosophers,  they  smiled  at  each  other, 

at  it.     It  propounds  the  most  awful  wonder  on  almost  nodding  their  contemplative  heads  in 

all  the  earth ;  it  sings  a  hope  that  is  as  ruthless  that  brooding,  affectionate  dusk.     It  is  true  of 

as  deity,  it  chants  a  nobility  more  terrible  than  old  people  that  when  they  caanot  comprehend, 

the  Holy  Ghost.  they  wrap  themselves  in  an  attitude  of  abiding* 

"A  mother,  at  her  first-born  nativity,  is  no  patience.     And  they  do  likewise  when  they 

longer  a  human  being.     She  is  a  body  in  dis-  can  comprehend. 

solution,  and  a  spirit  in  flower.     There  are  mo-        "The  Letter  has  wondered  at  our  Lady's 

ments  when  she  feels  herself  to  be  nothing  apathy;. the  Hood  has  recited  about  an  in- 

.     .     .     nothing     .     .     .    except  an  ambient  effable  beauty  and  a  beauty  before  that  and  a 

essence.     She  hovers  like  a  fragrance  over  this  beauty    before    that     .     .     .     ever   receding, 

little  creature    .     .     .     and  the  little  creature  ever  recurring,"   spoke   the   Mantel,   calmly 

melts  like  a  miracle  into  air.     Imperceptibly,  .     .     .    with  an  incongruous  calm  beneath  the 

they  mingle.    And  she  instils,  instils,  instils  fixed,  absolute  coquetry  of  the  shepherdess, 

herself  as  if  in  some  superhuman  dream.   This  "The  Hood  has  spoken  in  mysteries  beyond  the 

is  when  the  whisper  of  that  beauty  is  passed  world.     How  shall  we  strike  the  balance,  fill 

between  them.  the  equation  ?    It  is  very  hard.     I  sometimes 

"So  ..  .  .  the  mother  whispers.  There  think  we  do  not  know  truths.  We  know  only 
are  things  before  earth  was  dreamed  of  in  that  facts.  But  what  we  know  we  know.  A,  man 
whisper.  Cosmic  memories.  Eternal  pur-  is  not  a  thing  of  dreams.  He  is  of  a  devious 
poses.  Purity  beyond  all  knowledge  of  purity,  but  practical  business.  He  sickens  through 
An  ideal  so  sublime  as  to  make  men  giddy,  so  acts  to  consequences  .  .  ." 
fierce,  so  passionate  as  to  be  amazing.  A  spirit  "All  men,  all  women  .  .  .  always," 
more  awfully  gentle  than  that  which  gave  an  smiled  the  imperturbable  Mirror.  "All  sick." 
eleventh  commandment.  Yet  the  whisper  The  definite,  calculating  Clock  took  it  up. 
comes  through  a  hue  of  roses  and  a  scent  as  soft  "The  beauty  fades.  He  grows  ...  do 
as  spring.  It  comes  as  mildly  as  a  muffled  you  follow  me  ?  .  .  .  away  from  the  fairy 
kiss,  as  faintly  as  a  hosanna  from  another  star,  toward  the  philosopher.  Away  from  what  his 
Somewhere,  in  a  way  she  never  knew,  she  mother  intended  him  to  what  the  world  ex- 
suffers.  Her  passion  is  supernal,  as  supernal  pects  him  to  become.  Away  from  the  dream 
as  the  passion  which  conceived  the  systems  of  toward  the  business.  Conceive  the  child  I 
suns.  A  glory  that  makes  glory  inglorious  .  .  .  born  in  a  wave  of  God,  endowed  in  a 
suffuses  her  soul  .  .  .  and  this  is  the  glory  glamour.  Conceive  the  swift  transcendency  of 
that  passes  into  her  whisperings.  For  the  first  the  mother's  spirit!  and  then  conceive 
time  in  her  life  she  is  not  dumb.  And  what  she  what  happens  .  .  .  what  always  haj)- 
speaks  transcends  herself,  almost  terrifies  her  pens     .     .     .*' 


The  Wind  in  the  Lilacs — By  Harris  Merton  Lyon  i  73 

"  Dust,  dust,  dust.    Dust  in  the  mouth,  dust  one's  self  in  anoiher.     It  gave  me  no  thanks,  it 

on  the  Sower,"  murmured  the  Lilacs.  did  not  think  of  me — it  was  admired   and 

— "  I  remember, "  said  the  Mantel,  "  a  siory  praised.     I  was  so  glad  at  that :  how  happy 

that  a  teapot  told  me  once:  a  blue  china  teapot  must  it  not  have  been!  One  day  I  heard  it  said 


that  used  to  sit  on  my  shoulder.  Slie  had  it 
from  another  teapot  who  had  it  from  still 
another,  a  Danish  teapot  whose  mother  and 
grandmother  both  lived  in  Copenhagen.  It 
was — let  me  see — to  that  grandmother-teapot 
that  this  adventure  happened.  She  had 
started  out  in  life  as  a  perfect  pot;  but  one  day 
her  spout  was  broken  off.  She  was  then  called 
an  invalid  and  placed  in  a  corner.  Finally  she 
was  given  to  a  beggar  woman.  Then  earth  was 
placed  in  this  teapot  and  a  Hower  bulb  was  set 
in  the  earth.  Well,  she  tells  it  this  way:  'And 
the  bulb  lay  in  me,  it  became  my  heart,  my 
living  heart,  such  as  I  never  before  had  pos- 
sessed. The  bulb  put  forth  sprouts;  they 
burst  into  flower.  I  saw  it,  I  bore  it,  I  forgot 
myself  in  its  delight.    Blessed  it  is  to  forget 


that  it  desened  a  better  pot.  I  was  thumped 
hard  upon  my  back  .  .  .  and  I  was  thrown 
away  in  the  yard,  where  I  lie  as  an  old  potsherd; 
but  I  have  the  memory:  that  lean  ne\'er  lose.'" 

— "I  know  that  story!"  cried  the  Book- 
shelf— for  there  was  a  bookshelf  in  the  room — 
"  That  is  one  of  old  Hans  Andersen's! " 

—"It  is  the  world's  way.  After  all,  in  ihe 
world  they  must  live,  these  people,"  clanked 
the  Clock.  "  I  ha\'e  marked  it  for  ninety-five 
years.  Do  you  man*el  that  I,  of  all  the  ghosts 
in  this  room,  am  apathetic?  What  is  time?  All 
time  is  alike.  Can  you  tell  one  moment  from 
another,  when  they  dance  past  like  motes,  is 
one  more  neatly  shaped,  rounder,  or  sweeter  or 
more  melodious?  Can  you  smack  it  on  your 
tongue?    Can  your  meticulous  fingers  pinch 
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and  appraise  its  daintiness?  All  passes.  It  is 
lick-lick  ...  a  sorry  game,  so  old  it 
brings  levity  with  it.  Do  you  wonder,  my 
brothers,  that  none  of  us  wonder? 

"She  dreamed 
of  him  and  all 
her  dreams  were 
fairy-dreams. 
H  r  mot  her 
dreamed  of  her. 
I  saw  it  all.  And 
waited,  as  I  al- 
ways wait  ,  .  . 
must  wait. 
And  when  she 
dreamed  of  him, 
she  knew  in  her 
heart  that  slie 
hersel}  had 
failed,  failed  to 
stay  in  the  fairy- 
land where  she 
was  bom.  And 
before  her,  her 
mother  dream- 
ed, instilled 
beauty  .  .  . 
after  her  fail- 
ure   ,     .     ." 

"And,  before 
her,  ker  mother 
had  failed," 
consoled  the 
Mirror.  "She 
gazed  into  me 
one  night  and 
murmured  with 
her  own  young 
lips  that  she 
had  failed." 

"Well,  you 
can't  grow  into 
the  world  with- 
out growing  out 
of  the  country 
you  were  bom 
in." 

"How  do  all 
women  know 
these  things?" 
went  on  the 
Clock.      "  They 

know  their  failure  first.  It  takes  those  others 
scores  of  years.  But  women  know.  The 
world  shoulders  in  upon  them  more  sharply, 
more  suddenly.  They  succumb  of  a  sudden ; 
but  they  all  succumb.  With  the  men  .  .  , 
the  men  conciliate  from  the  first.  They  adapt 
themselves,  as  they  call   it.     They  palliate. 


The  Ameiican  Magazbe 


"Aod  Riurmured  with  her  own 


They  sink.     Quicksand.    All  passes    .    .     . 
but  it  passes  slowly. 

"  I  am  an  old  Clock,  and  I  know  Time.  For 
I  make  a  business  of  Time.  And  I  know 
Time's  brother, 
the  World.  I 
know  the  game 
these  two  play. 
And  yet  I  ^nile, 
apathetically, 
and  I  teU  you 
that  all  passes. 
And  she  knows 
it  .  .  .  the 
Old  Lady  here. 
And  her  mother 
before  her  knew 
it.  And  her 
mother  before 
ker.  Is  this  a ' 
chain  of  mys- 
tery? I  don't 
know.  I  think 
it  is  a  chain  of 
epics. 

"What  did 
the  World  do 
to  this  boy? 
The  Letter 
there  will  boast 
that  it  worked  a 
miracle.  No.  It 
stole  upon  him 
from  behind.  It 
passed  a  hand 
before  his  eyes. 
It  look  ^is  soft 
brain  and 
moulded  it, 
twisted  it, 
thumped  it, 
shaped  it.  It 
erased  the 
dream.  It  wrote 
the  fact.  It  lit 
lamps  where  he 
should  have 
seen  no  lamps. 
He  walked 
young  lip.  th.1  ^c  hiJ  (.lied  "  valiantly    after 

false  lights. 
Why?  There 
were  no  tme  lights  any  longer!  If  you  lose 
the  dream  there  are  no  tme  lights  anywhere 
.  .  .  and  everyone  loses  the  dream.  It  is 
part  of  the  bargain  of  the  Two  Brothers,  Are 
you  any  longer  amazed  at  our  serenity?" 

"Give  up  trying,  little  Letter,"  said  the 
Lilacs,  "give  up  trying  to  believe  that  such 
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things  as  you  are  of  any  importance  to  an  old    "Men."      "Think    of    the    years"    .     ,     . 
lady.     We  huve  just  told  you  why  old  people    "  Think  of  the  years. " 

are  slow  to  joy.     Now,  she  would  rather  see        Silence  came  over  the  room;  it  was  deep 
my  lilac-flowers  every  spring  than  a  Letter  like    dark    by    that    time    and    the   twilight   had 

.  bed 


spring  I  She 
can  under- 
stand such  let- 
ters; but  she 
cannot  under- 
stand such 
lilacs.  She  ex- 
pects such  let- 
ters; but  she 
wonders  every 
time  ihe  lilacs 

that  wonder  is 
a  part  of  the 
something  that 
didn't  die  in 
her  when  the  ' 
world  came  in. 
Letters  and 
architects  and 
trips    to    Eu- 

alas  and  alas! " 
ended  the 
Lilacs. 

"He  will  be  ■ 
a  wonderful 
man,"  asserted 
the  Letter. 


"But  a 


behind  the 
stars.  Every- 
thing seemed 
very  sweet  and 
cool,  what  with 
the  lilac  scent 
and  wind  from 
the  garden; 
and  suddenly 
the  Old  Lady 
appeared  in 
the  doorway. 
She  called  back 
quite  softly 
over  her  shoul- 
der to  the  maid 
and  said: 

"  Don't  bring 
in  the  lamp, 
Janet.  I  want 
to  sit  alone  in 
the  dark  for  a 
while  .  .  . 
here    .  in 

my  old  room 
...  in  the 
dark  .  .  , 
and  think  lo 
mvself. " 


poor  sort  of  a  The    wind 

soul,"  said  the  went    "sibU" 

Clock.  ,    .    .    "sibU" 

"And  a  soul  .    .    .    "sibU" 

is  what  the  Old  again  and  died. 

Lady    once  '■Hum!"said 

dreamed    he  Ruth     very 

was, "  the  Mir-  gravely,    with 

ror   meditated.  The  old  Udy  .pp«r«J  in  the  doorw.y                                  an     inquisitive 

"Nothing  '  "^                                                   look    at    her 

comes  out  as  Gampa. 
we  dream  it  might,"  sighed  the  Baby's  Hood.         "  .\  very  unkind  story,  I  say,  (o  be  told  to 

" Therefore— old  age  and  apathy,"  said  the    young  ladies,"  he  remarked. 

Lilacs  again.  "Ho-hum!"she  answered  sleepily,  "I  didn't 

And    the    Clock  ticked:    "Men"     .     .     .    understand  a  word  of  it. " 


Margarita's    Soul 

The 
Romantic  Recollections  of  a  Man  of  Fifty 

Sk    INGRAHAM    LOVELL 

With  Illustrations  by  J.  Scott  Williams 


SyDopML — Marguilgi,  •»  exlraonliurily  beaudful  girl,  hai  been  brougbl  up  m  lotil  ignorance  of  Ihe  worid.  of  her 
iuhei'i  Dune,  lod  ol  all  knowledge  lA  her  mo(W.  She  hai  Uved  in  complete  lecluiioD  in  an  out-ot-lb^way  q>at  oa 
the  coait  not  Car  from  New  Yolk.  She  i>  conteaueotly  entirely  unwphi*ticaled  and  imeducaled.  On  her  lather'i  death, 
iIm  come*  lo  New  York  lo  •«  the  world  and  her  Em  encoimte]-  ia  with  Row  Bradley,  a  roan  of  shout  forty,  who 
helDng)  to  an  ariitocratic  Boitoa  family,  Roger  returm  with  Margarita  to  her  home  and  there  they  are  nuiried  by  ■ 
yoong  miniiter  whom  Roger'i  beat  friend.  Winfnd  Jenoldt  (known  u  Jeiry).  brin^  for  that  puipoie.  Rogeri  relaliTei 
obiect  Mrmuouih'  to  hit  mairiage  to  a  oamelen  girl.  IM  he  ia  devoted  lo  hit  btide,  and  uiU  with  her  for  Paiii. 
Jeny.  who  ii  wnliag  thoe  reminiicencu,  hai  aim  fallen  in  toTe  with  Mai^rita,  but  hai  lucceiifully  kept  hii  tecret. 
Deprived  of  hia  beat  friend  and  the  woman  he  lovn.  Jerry  deddea  to  travel,  but  geti  no  (uithn  than  Oxfocd,  EngUnd. 


Part  V. — In  which  the  brook  becomet  a  river  and  flows  by  great  cities 


i—Oar  Pmari  Bathmt  in  5«in«  Watmr 

Bleeks,  Little  Arches,  Surrey, 

January  ad,  188^ 
My  dear  Mr.  Jkrrolds: 

You  will  be  surprised,  doubtless,  to  hear 
from  an  old  woman  who  is  perjectly  unknown 
10  you  in  all  probability,  but  if  your  mother  is 
still  living,  she  will  remember  Agatha  Up- 
RTove  and  the  cups  of  tea  and  dishes  of  inno- 
cent scandal  she  shared  with  her,  when  you 
were  rolling  in  a  perambulator.  I  write  to 
you  instead  of  to  her  in  order  to  find  out  if 
.she  is  living,  in  fact,  and  to  renew  at  sixty-two 
the  friendship  of  twenty-six!  You  may  well 
wonder  at  such  a  sudden  impulse  after  thirty 
years,  almost,  of  silence,  and  if  you  will  par- 
ilon  a  garrulous  old  woman's  epistolar>'  ram- 
blings,  I  will  tetl  you,  for  you  are  at  the  bot- 
tom of  it. 

1 76  Catxritki.  ncn.  h  riu  pJu 


My  grand-niece  was  summoned  hastily  to 
Paris  a  month  ago,  to  act  as  bridesmaid  to  a 
young  school  friend,  and  as  no  one  else  could 
well  be  spared  at  that  lime  to  go  with  the 
child,  I  offered  myself.  I  am  an  experienced 
traveler  and  even  at  my  age  think  far  less  of 
a  trip  across  the  Channel  than  most  of  my 
relatives  do  of  one  to  India,  with  which,  by 
the  way,  I  am  also  familiar.  It  was  when  my 
husband's  (and  j'our  father's)  regiment  was 
ordered  to  India  that  your  mother  and  I  met. 
You  came  vtry  near  being  born  there,  did  you 
know  it?  It  was  my  son,  Captain  Arthur 
Upgrove  of  the^the  Hussars,  who  taught  you 
to  walk— I  can  see  you  now,  with  the  lappets 
of  your  worked  muslin  cap  flying  in  the  wind, 
and  such  a  serious  expression! 

But  to  return  to  my  trip  to  Paris.  I  estab- 
lished my  niece  comfortably  with  her  friends, 
and  then  betook  myself  to  my  own  devices  till 
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such  time  as  she  should  need  me  again.     I  "And  who  are  the  other  two,  my  dear?"  I 

had  not  been  in  Paris  for  eight  years  (one  asked  her. 

settles  down  so  amazingly  in  provincial  Eng-  "One  is  Sue,  that  is  a  woman,"  she  an- 

land!)  and  I  derived  great  pleasure  from  the  swered,  "and  the  other  is  Jerry,  that  is  a 

old  scenes  of  my  honeymoon,  that  sad  pleasure  man." 

which  is  all  that  is  left  to  women  of  my  age,  "Jerry?    Jerry?"  I  repeated,  for  it  sounded 

who  have  not  their  grandchildren  to  renew  strangely  familiar. 

their  youth  in!  "Yes.     Do  you  know  him,  too?"  she  asked 

The  Major  and  I  had  always  been  particu-  eagerly. 

Uurly  attached  to  the  Gardens  of  the  Luxem-  "I  am  afraid  not,"  I  said,  "but  it  so  hap- 

bourg,  and  there  I  went  and  sat  musing  many  pens  that  I  once  knew  a  baby  boy  whom  his 

hours  on  end.     One  morning  as  I  sat  watch-  mother  called  Jerry  many  years  ago,  in  Eng- 

ing  the  children  and  their  bonnes ^  my  ear  was  land." 

caught  by  a  shrill  scream  and  I  turned  and  "My  Jerry  gave  me  these  pearls,"  she  said, 

saw  a  very  handsome  young  woman,  beauti-  and   she   showed   me   a   beautiful   string   of 

fully  dressed,  dragging  a  cup  and  ball  away  pearls  which  she  wore. 

from  an  angry  little  French  boy.  I  supposed,  "I  do  not  think  it  likely  that  the  Jerry  I 
of  course,  that  she  was  his  mother  or  his  aunt,  knew  would  be  able  to  afford  such  presents," 
and  only  regretted  that  she  should  be  so  I  said  rather  stiffly.  You  must  know,  Mr. 
rough  and  undignified  in  her  manner  to  him,  Jerrolds,  that  we  are  still  old  fashioned  in  our 
but  when  his  nurse  rushed  up  and  angrily  ideas  in  England,  and  fail  to  realize  the  quick 
questioned  the  young  woman,  who  fought  her  growth  of  your  amazing  American  fortunes! 
off,  still  clinging  to  the  toy,  I  realized  that  She  persisted,  .however,  and  to  quiet  her  I 
something  was  wrong,  and  went  over  to  them,  told  her  that  "my  Jerry's"  right  name  was 
Hardly  had  I  got  there  when  a  neat-looking  Winfred  Jerrolds.  When  she  assured  me  that 
lady's  maid  ran  up,  chid  the  young  woman  it  was  "her  Jerry"  and  described  your  ap- 
severely,  and  apologized  in  a  rapid  flood  of  pearance  (exactly  your  father's,  except  that  he 
French,  that  I  could  not  follow,  to  the  nurse,  required  a  pince-nez)  y  I  began  to  believe  in 
Then  it  was  clear  (or  so  I  thought)  that  the  the  strange  coincidence,  and  readily  agreed  to 
poor  creature  was  not  responsible  and  I  tried  go  home  with  her.  She  Uved  in  a  charming 
to  soothe  her,  in  a  quiet  way,  till  her  attendant  appartement  (I  have  forgotten  the  street,  but 
should  leave  the  bonne.  they  were  au  cinquietne,  and  there  was  a  queer 
To  make  a  long  story  short,  imagine  my  little  hydrauUc  Uft,  which  I  refused  to  use, 
surprise  when  I  found  that  she  was  not  insane  preferring  my  own  feet),  and  she  did  the 
at  all,  only  strangely  undeveloped.  Her  maid  honors  of  it  very  prettily,  upon  the  whole,  like 
explained  this  to  me  while  the  curious  young  a  child  that  is  just  learning,  looking  to  her 
thing  (a  bridey  too!)  actually  made  friends  maid  constantly  for  approval, 
with  the  child  and  begged  the  cup  and  ball  This,  frankly,  did  not  seem  right  to  me,  Mr. 
away  successfully!  Jerrolds.  I  may  be  old  fashioned,  but  I  can- 
She  took  quite  a  fancy  to  me  and  we  talked  not  think  that  a  woman  should  learn  etiquette 
together  in  EngUsh,  as  soon  as  I  found  out  from  her  maid,  and  I  must  have  showed  my 
that  she  was  an  American.  What  an  extraor-  feeling  in  my  face,  for  the  girl,  a  capable  one, 
dinary  nation!  It  quite  makes  one  giddy  to  I  must  say,  blushed  and  said  that  in  her 
think  of  them.  Fancy  a  child  that  had  never  opinion  Madame  required  a  governess,  a 
been  taught  of  the  God  who  made  her  nor  the  chaperon,  as  it  were,  and  that  she  believed 
Saviour  who  died  for  her,  in  a  civilized  Chris-  Monsieur  had  it  in  his  mind  also.  I  could 
tian  country!  And  yet  she  was  naturally  very  not  help  exclaiming  that  I  knew  of  the  very 
sweet,  I  found,  though  high  tempered.  She  person,  and  most  officiously,  I  know,  I  wrote 
spoke  beautiful  French  (they  tell  me  Ameri-  down  the  address  of  a  second  cousin  of  mine, 
cans  often  do),  but  she  seemed  to  know  very  once  removed,  then  in  Paris,  by  the  merest 
little  about  her  native  country  and  had  never  chance. 

seen  a  red  Indian  nor  a  buffalo.    The  Major  She  is  Miss  Jencks,  Mr.  Jerrolds,  and  of  un- 

always  regretted  so  deeply  that  he  had  never  exceptionable  family:  her  great-uncle  a  bishop, 

hunted  in  North  America.  her  father  a  retired  army  officer.     She  has 

During  our  conversation,  which  I  should  been  governess  to  the  family  of  the  Govemor- 

hardly  dare  to  repeat,  it  was  so  very  odd,  she  General  of  Canada,  thus,  as  you  see,  enabling 

told  me  that  she  was  very  glad  to  have  found  her  to  know  just  what  would  be  required  in 

another  friend,  for  now  she  had  three,  besides  American  society  (the  maid  told  me  that  Mr. 

her  husband.  Bradley    was    most    aristocratic    and    quite 
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wealthy)  and  has  always  associated  with  the  bor's  (Miss  J.'s  cousin's)  wine  and  would  not 

best  people.    She  is  plain,  but  re&ned,  and  un-  apologize.     Miss  J.  a  little  inclined  to  be  over- 

usually  well  educated,  being  in  Paris  now  for  severe,  I  think.     It  will  be  very  pleasant  to 

special  art  study.     She  would  be  moderate  in  entertain,  later,  certainly.     Spent  the  mommg 

her  charges,  I  am  sure,  and  would  take  a  real  at  the  BibliotlUque  Nationale,  reading  up  Code 

interest  in  young  Mrs.  Bradley,  for  she  deeply  Napoleon.    What  a  man/    I  never  thought 

enjoys  forming  character  and  manners  and  enough  emphasis  laid  on  that  side  of  him. 
has  always  been  considered  most  successful 

at  it.  Mar.  3. 

I  wrote  down  the  address  of  her  pension  Bad  weather  over  for  the  present.     Called 

and  left  it  with  the  maid,  telling  her,  so  that  at  the  Legation.     M.  very  quiet  and  good  and 

Mr.  Bradley  would  not  think  me  too  forward,  looking  exquisite  in  dark  blue  silk  from  Sue's 

that  I  was  an  old  friend  of  your  mother.     Do,  crack  dressmaker.     Enormously  admired  and 

if  you  write  to  him,  say  a  good  word  for  Miss  very  happy.     Quite  well.     Took  a  few  notes 

Jencks,  for  I  am  sure  he  will  never  regret  en-  to-day  on  the  Code,    A  great  lawyer,  that  man. 
gaging  her. 

Before  I  left,  Mrs.  Bradley  sang  for  me,  ac-  Mar.  6. 
companying  herself  on  the  piano.     Her  voice  Wonderful  weather,  fine  and  warm.   Chest- 
is  unusually  fine,  though  she  does  not  sing  at  nuts  soon  starting.     Went  to  Versailles  for  the 

all  in  the  English  way,  but  more  like  a  pro-    day.     M.  played  cup  and  ball  with  R n, 

fessional  opera  singer.  It  was  rather  startling  the  sculptor,  who  wants  to  model  her.  He 
to  me.  Barbara  Jencks  could  teach  her  a  gave  us  a  petit  souper  and  M.  behaved  per- 
little  more  restraint,  I  think,  to  great  advan-  fectly.  Miss  J.  certainly  an  investment.  She 
tage.  But  there  is  no  doubt  of  the  beauty  of  cannot  drag  M.  into  a  Cathedral,  however, 
the  organ.  She  is  taking  lessons  of  a  famous  M.  insists  they  make  her  feel  queer  and  then 
teacher,  and  the  maid  says  she  has  made  the  hungry.  Says  her  hands  get  cold.  Have  told 
most  wonderful  progress  in  a  short  time.  She  Miss  J.  cannot  have  any  meddling  with  re- 
is  a  very  loving  little  creature  (I  call  her  little,  ligion  just  yet.  (N.  B.  not  at  aU!)  Strange 
though  she  is  half  a  head  taller  than  I!),  but  not  hearing  from  Jerry, 
though  she  is  so  childish,  I  fancy  she  has  a 

very  strong  will  and  a  character  of  her  own.  Mar.  10. 

She  would  have  a  great  influence  over  anyone  M.  spoke  of  old  home  to-day  for  first  time, 

that  was  much  with  her,  I  think.  Remarked  on  absence  of  ocean  and  hoped 

I  am  sending  this  letter  in  care  of  your  dog  was  well.     Dog's  name  appears  to  be 

mother's  old  bankers.     I  hope  so  much  that  I  Rosy,  which  is  absurd,  as  it's  not  that  kind  of 

may  hear  that  she  is  alive  and  well!    I  was  dog.     Obstinate  as  usual.     Miss  J.  objects  to 

never  better  myself.     I  enclose  with  this  long  kissing  as  a  disciplinary  measure.     M.  balks 

letter  a  picture  of  my  son.  Like  your  mother,  I  at  Kings  of  England  in  order,  and  gets  no 

have  but  one,  and  he  is  everything  to  me,  as  dessert.     Odd  thing  to  have  happen  to  your 

I  daresay  hers  is.  wife!     She    grows    sweeter   every   day.     Am 

I  trust  that  you  will  not  come  to  England  getting  quite  deep  into  notes  on  the  Code. 

without  letting  me  see  you  at  Bleeks,  and  re-  Really  enough  for  a  book, 
main,  my  dear  Mr.  Jerrolds, 

Your  mother's  old  friend,  Mar.  15. 

Agatha  Upgrov^e.  Weather  still  holds.    Met  Stokes  and  Rem- 

sen  of  my  class  to-day  and  went  out  to  St. 

From  Roger's  DUrry  Cloud    with    them.     Say    I    look    five   years 

younger.     Didn't  realize  I  needed  the  rest,  to 

Paris,  Feb.  17th,  '8-  tell    the    truth.     Suppose    we   do    work    too 

Weather  fine  and  clear  for  a  week.     M.  steadily,  over  there.     But  I  never  felt  any  ill 

well  and  very  happy.     Her  voice   certainly  effects  from  it.     Have  cabled  Jerry  at  Uni- 

comes  on  surprisingly.     Mme.  M i  very  versity  Club.    Remsen  swears  he  saw  him  in 

enthusiastic.     Miss  J.  has  persuaded  her  to  London  last  week.     Doesn't  seem  possible,  or 

learn  to  write.     She  makes  great  progn'ess.  would  have  known.     M.  sang  to-day  at  musi- 

cole  for  Mme.  M i.     Great  success  and 

Feb.  24.  looked  very  beautiful.     She  gets  a  high  color 

To-night  we  actually  gave  .a  little  dinner,  singing.     Hate  Frenchmen  as  much  as  I  ever 

Friends  of  Miss  J.'s:  a  sort  of  practice  affair,  did.     They're  more  monkey  than  man.   Mag- 

M.  behaved  very  well,  but  drank  her  neigh-  nificent  new  tenor-barytone  just  discovered — 
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can't  recall  the  name.  Wants  to  sing  with 
M . ,  who  was  much  taken  with  him.  Worked  up 
a  few  of  my  notes:  Stokes  thought  well  of  them. 

Mar.  16. 
Barytone  called  while  I  was  out  with  Miss 
J.  yesterday  on  business.  M.  told  me  that  he 
loved  her  and  admits  that  he  kissed  her. 
Went  around  to  his  rooms  and  gave  him  a 
good  licking  this  afternoon:  warm  work,  for 
he  is  a  big  fellow.  M.  cannot  see  anything 
out  of  the  way  in  what  she  did:  told  me  she 
wished  she'd  married  Jerry,  I  was  so  cruel. 
Miss  J.  talked  to  her  like  a  Dutch  uncle. 
Can't  have  the  child  treated  too  harshly  for 
all  the  Governor- Generals  Canada  ever  had, 
and  told  her  so.  We  all  got  pretty  hot,  but 
nothing  would  budge  M.  tiU  Elise  happened 
to  confide  in  her  that  I  was  a  man  in  a  thou- 
sand. This  for  some  reason  struck  her  forci- 
bly and  *she  acted  like  an  angel.  Women  are 
certainly  strange.  Nothing  more  done  on  the 
Code. 


April  6. 
Heard  from  Jerry  to-day.  Has  been  in 
England  all  the  time,  the  rascal,  playing  chess 
and  learning  Persian!  Has  promised  to  run 
over  to  Paris  and  we  are  going  back  there. 
M.  wants  to  go  on  with  her  music  lessons. 
Have  never  known  her  so  steady  at  anything. 
Expected  to  stay  here  indefinitely,  but  miist 
be  very  patient  with  her  now.  Is  wonderfully 
well.  Wouldn't  mind  getting  back  to  work, 
myself,  but  she  can't  very  well  sail  now,  I 
suppose. 

Paiqs,  April  11. 
Perfect   weather.    Paris   very   gay.    As   a 
holiday,  all  very  well;  as  a  business,  what  a 

Ufel    Mme.  M i  advises  stop  lessons  now 

for  a  while.  M.  very  disappointed,  but  yields 
finally  very  gracefully.  How  changed  Jerry 
will  find  her!  He  agrees  to  stay  a  fortnight 
at  least,  which  deUghts  M.  And  me,  too.  We 
must  have  one  of  our  old  walking  trips,  per- 
haps try  an  ascension.  Have  got  at  the  Code 
again. 

Florence,  Mar.  26.  April  15. 

Have  been  a  week  here.  M.  enjoys  it  very  Weather  still  holds.  Jerry  expected  to- 
much.  She  and  Miss  J.  studying  ItaUan  day  morrow.  M.  has  taken  to  reading.  She  and 
and  night:  M.  takes  to  it  like  a  duck  to  water,  j.  read  aloud  David  Copper fidd,  turn  about. 
Got  a  grammar  myself  and  began.  M.  prac-  what  good  work  it  is,  after  all!  Hester 
tises  faithfully.  Some  pleasant  old  ladies  I  taught  her  to  read  unknown  to  her  father, 
knew  in  New  Haven  called  on  us  to-day  and  who  seems  to  have  forbidden  it.  It  was  her 
M.'s  behavior  could  not  have  been  better,  I  only  disobedience,  it  seems.  I  wonder  what 
thought,  though  Miss  J.  objects  to  her  cross-  that  woman's  real  name  was?  She  learned  to 
ing  her  ankles.  She  writes  very  well  now.  It  read  from  the  Psalms,  but  never  read  much, 
is  better  than  a  play  to  hear  her  and  Miss  J.  The  Wilkes  case  going  badly,  I'm  afraid:  no 
arguing  over  points  of  etiquette.  J.  explained  postponement.  They  will  be  able  to  appeal, 
the  theory  of  the  chaperon,  but  M.  pinned  her  however, 
down  to  admitting  that  it  did  not  apply  to 

married  women.     Then  why  to  her  ?  M.  de-  ii—My  Peari  of  Too  Great  Friee 
manded  imperiously.     J.  shuffled  a  little,  then 

explained  that  M.  was  an  exceptional  married  Kitchener  and  I  were  very  philosophic  as 

woman.     M.  inquired  if  that  meant  that  she  we  crossed  the  Channel  that  fine  day  in  April, 

was  the  only  married  woman  that  could  not  We  had  got  thoroughly  fitted  to  each  other, 

be  trusted   alone   with   a   man.     J.   replied,  now,  the  rough  edges   smoothed    down,   all 

"Unfortunately,    no,    Mrs.    Bradley!"      M.  idiosyncrasies  allowed  for;   we  knew  when  to 

scored,  in  my  opinion.  press  hard,  so  to  speak,  and  when  to  go  light, 

and  the  result  was  a  good,  seasoned  intimacy 

April  2.  that  lasted  twelve  long  years. 

Long  cable  to-day  about  Wilkes  case.   Can-  I  have  always  been  a  good  sailor,  a  slight 

not  possibly  attend  to  it  from  here.     Cabled  headache  in  an  unusually  nasty  roll  being  my 

to  make  every  effort  to  postpone  it.     Bound  only  concession  to  Neptune,  and  Kitch  and  I 

to  get  in  a  mess,  if  they  don't.    R should  viewed  with  cynical  tolerance  the  depressing 

have  been  disbarred  long  ago.  M.  spoke  again  antics  of  our  less  fortunate  fellow  travelers, 
of  the  beach  at  home  to-day.  The  second  time  As  we  neared  the  French  coast  I  realized 
since  we  were  married.  Sometimes  I  think  gradually  how  good  it  would  be  to  see  Roger 
she  has  no  heart,  in  the  ordinary  sense,  and  again,  and  found  time  to  regret  a  little  of  my 
then  again  her  sweetness  and  kindness  would  solitary  lingering  through  the  damp  English 
win  over  a  statue.  .  She  cannot,  of  course,  be  winter,  which  seemed  more  oppressive  in  re- 
judged  by  ordinary  standards.  trospect  than  it  had  been  in  reality. 


I 

■ 
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For  Margarita  I  had  only  the  kindest  feel-  sion  but  the  familiar  odor  of  the  Paris  asphalt, 
ings  and  the  friendliest  hopes  that  she  would  the  snapping  and  cracking  of  the  Gallic  horse- 
develop  into  a  good  wife  for  Roger.  To  whip,  and  the  smoke  of  my  own  cigarette 
marry  such  a  bewitching  knot  of  possi-  which  blew  into  my  eyes  as  I  threw  it  away 
bilities  was  of  course  more  or  less  a  risk,  but  on  entering  the  house. 

on   the  other  hand,  if  any  man  could  sue-  The  late  afternoon  sun  poured  into  the  gay 

ceed    in    such   an   undertaking,    surely   that  Uttle  drawing-room,  all  buff  and  dull  rose,  in 

man  was  our  placid,  patient  Roger!     I  had  the  charming  French  style,  and  full  of  sweet 

learned    patience  myself  during  the  winter,  spring  flowers  in  bowls  and  square  jars  of 

by  dint  of  chess  and  philosophy,  and  some-  Majolica  ware.     The  height  of  the  apparte- 

how,    as    the    little    Channel    boat    pitched  ment  made  it  delightfully  airy  and  bright,  and 

under  me  and  the  shifty  April  clouds  rolled  through  the  western  windows  I  glimpsed  the 

along  the  sky  over  me,  life,  as  it  stretched  feathery  tips  of  the  delicate  new  green  of  the 

out  for  me  and  Kitchener,  was  not  too  gloomy:  trees.     A  small  grand  piano  stood  near  an 

was  even  flavored  with  a .  certain  easy  free-  open  window  and  a  gorgeous  length  of  Chinese 

dom  that  rather  tickled  my  middle-aged  epi-  em^broidery  on  the  opf>osite  wall  was  reflected 

curean  palate — for  the  middle  thirties  were,  in  a  tall,  narrow  mirror  that  doubled  the  ap- 

even   twenty   years   ago,    reasonably  middle  parent  size  of  the  room  and  gave  a  pleasant 

aged.  depth  and  richness  to  all  the  airy  clearness  of 

Nevertheless  it  was  impossible  not  to  re-  the  spring  that  seemed  to  fairly  incarnate  it- 
member  that  my  feelings  had  not  always  been  self  in  the  spot  and  the  hour.  I  haVe  never 
thus  ordered,  and  when,  a  few  hours  later,  the  liked  Oriental  embroideries  since  that  day; 
guard  let  me  out  of  the  carriage,  and  I  saw  and  the  clogging  scent  of  hyacinth  is  a  thing 
only  Roger  on  the  platform,  I  realized  that  I  I  would  take  some  trouble  to  avoid;  those 
had  braced  myself  a  little  for  a  meeting  that  sftd  little  spires  of  violet,  pink'  and  white 
did  not  take  place.  spell  only  sorrow  to  one  man,  at  least;  sorrow 

*'It's  good  to  see  you  again,  Jerry,"  he  said  and  memories  of  pitiful  and  unmanly  weak- 

heartily,  "mighty  good!"    And  with  his  hand  ness. 

gripping  mine,  I  had  a  moment  of  whimsical  For  standing  by  the  piano,  one  hand  with 

wonder  that  any  woman  born  should  have  its  cloudy,  flashing  sapphire  white  among  the 

been  able  to  threaten  such  a  friendship  for  (or  pale,   stiff   spikes,   her   deer-like   head   dark 

by!)  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.  against  the  fantastic  rose  and  orange  of  the 

We  talked  of  our  plans,  mine,  such  as  they  embroidered  dragons,  was  Margarita,  a  lovely 

were,  being  only  too  ready  to  merge  into*  his,  smile  curving  her  lips  and  the  warm  light  in 

which  included  a  stiff  climb  through  the  Swiss  her  deep   slate-colored   eyes   burning  down, 

Alps;  of  my  Oxford  sojourn;  of  Margarita's  down  into  my  very  vitals.     In  that  one  rich, 

music  and  his  readiness  to  get  back  to  America  welcome  smile  all  my  calm  English  months 

as  soon  as  she  should  feel  equal  to  it.     It  melted  like  wax  in  a  furnace,  and  Oxford  was 

amused  me  a  little  to  discover  how  simply  a  drab  dream  and  Surrey  a  stupid  sick-bay! 

Roger  accepted  his  r61e  of  indulgent  American  As  I  faced  her,   the  old  wound  burst  and 

husband:  those  men  are  born  to  it,  I  believe  widened,  with  that  torturing  sweet  shock  that 

— there  seems  no  crisis,  no  period  of  instruc-  I  had  relegated  sagely  to  poets  and  youthful 

tion,  even.     I  never  pretended  to  half  his  real  heats,  and  I  knew  that  I  loved  her  hopelessly, 

strength  of  character,  but  I  could  not  have  with  a  love  that  put  out  my  love  for  Roger 

imagined   myself   stopping   in   circumstances  and  mymotherasthe  sun  puts  out  the  small  and 

more  or  less  distasteful  to  me  until  ray  wife's  steady  stars. 

whim  should  release  us!  I  had  spoken  to  no  I  had  left  a  bewitching,  unlikely  elf;  I  found 
woman  for  many  months,  you  must  remember,  a  magnificent  woman.  She  seemed  to  my 
but  my  landlady  and  the  Professor's  trained  gloating  eyes  to  have  grown  tall,  though  that 
nurse,  and  unflattering  though  it  may  sound  might  have  been  the  effect  of  her  loosely  flow- 
to  the  much-desired  sex,  I  had  not  been  con-  ing,  long-trained  gown,  which  was  as  if  she 
scious  of  any  special  lack,  after  the  first  few  had  put  on  a  garment  of  shot  green  and  blue 
weeks.  silk  and  then  another  over  it  of  rich,  yellowish 

To  this  day  I  have  never  known  the  name  kce.     The  neck  was  cut  in  a  sort  of  square, 

of  the  street  nor  the  number  of  that  Paris  ap-  such  as  one  sees  in  the  pictures  of  Venetian 

partement.    We  were  deep  in  our  plans  for  ladies  in  the  cinque  cento,  and  at  the  base  of 

mountaineering,  and  except  that  I  noted  the  her  full  throat  lay  an  antique  necklace  of  aqua 

wheezy  little  lift  of  Mrs.  Upgrove's  letter,  I  marines.     Heavens!    How   perfect   she   was! 

remember  literally  nothing  about  that  excur-  As  she  moved  over  in  her  grand  free  stride 


Margarita's  Soul — By  Ingraham  Lovell 


and  took  my 
hands  in  both 
of  hers,  vitality 
and  glowing 
strength  seemed 
to  pour  along  her 
veins  into  mine; 
she  seemed 
almost  extrava- 
gantly alive,  and 
I  a  pallid,  stupid 
dabbler  on  the 
shore  of  things. 
Her  figure  was 
much  fuller;  her 
arm,  where  the 
loose  lace  sleeve 
fell  back  from  it, 
was  plump  and 
round,  and  this 
and  the  increased 
softness  of  her 
throat  and  chin 
added  a  year  or 
two — yes,  three 
or  four — to  what 
I  had  hitherto 
believed  to  be  her 
age.  She  was  a 
fit  mate  for 
Roger  now;  no 
longer  a  captured 
child-witch. 

Ibent  over  her 
hands,  to  cover 
my  emotion, and 

kissed  the  backs 
of  them;  there 
was  a  creamy 
dimple  below 
each  finger  now. 
As  I  lifted  my* 
head  and  heart 
chuckle  of  delig 
amazement  at  her 
the  first  time  tha 
were  not  alone  in 
and  found  mysell 
a  neat,  chill  Britit 
big  and  white  of 
and  fiat  of  waisi 
bony  of  knuckle, 
sensible,  square-t 
and  the  fashion 
clothing  suggest* 
scientious  tailor  w 
mentarily  lost  sif 
sex.     She  bore  a 


Her    dar-Uke    head,    cUrk 

■giinil     the     (uiUilic    rote 

md   onnge    of    the 


Upon  her  fiat  chest,  the  necessity  for  which 
was  obvious,  but  her  short-sighted  blue  eyes 

i.!_j  — J  •Lg  g]^gp  of  (ler  knuckly  hand 

;  was  a  thorough-going  lady 
grotesque,  and  my  respectful 
arbara  Jencks,  late  of  the 
J ovcmor- General  of  Canada, 

.  Bradley  somewhat  changed, 
remarked,  by  way  of  break- 
aed  silence,  for  Roger,  never 
nting  among  a  pile  of  guide 
prita  was  staring  dreamily 
ow  a  miracle  of  golden  rose, 
deed,"  I  responded  politely, 
back  to  that  girl  in  the  red 
iat  cross-legged  like  a  Turk 
I  told  me  that  I  loved  her. 
le  Governor- General  have 
rl? 

,  and  now  Miss  Jencks  ad- 
i,  affectionately,  but  firmly— 

find  so  absorbing  out  of  the 
?" 

ted  like  a  forgetful  child, 
murmured  impatiently  in 
smiled  delightfully  at  me. 
erry.  Miss  Jencks,  Roger's 
le  said  beseechingly.  "You 
I  must  be  polite  to  Jerry?" 
ly,"  relumed  Miss  Jencks. 
nan,  even  though  he  be  an 
a  journey  to  see  one  after  a 
expects  and  deser\'es  to  be 

t  my  eye,  made  his  old  whim- 
and  rooted  deeper  into  the 
Margarita  sighed  gently, 
seated  herself  in  a  high  carved 
chair  and  inquired,  with  her 
lips,  adorably  after  my  health 
and  my  journey,  but  laughed 
naughtily  with  her  eyes,  an  . 
accomplishment  so  foreign 
to  my  knowledge  of  her  as 
to  reduce  me  to  utter  ba- 
nality; which  suited  Miss 
Jencks  perfectly,  however, 
so  that  she  resigned  the  con- 
versational rudder  to  her 
pupil  and  concerned  herself 
with  knitting  a  hideous  gray 
comforter  (for  the  Seaman's 
Home,I  learned  later), giving 
the  occupation  a  character 
worthy  the  most  commc-U- 
faut  clubman. 

A  neal,  black   uniformed 
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bonne  brought  in  tea,  in  the  English  fashion,  knew  the  meaning  of  mal-de-merf)^  and  I 
and  Margarita  served  us  most  charmingly  under  know  my  forehead  must  have  been  drawn,  for 
the  eagle  eye  of  Miss  Jencks,  eating,  herself,  like  Miss  Jencks  pressed  sal  volatile  upon  me  so- 
a  hungry  school  girl,  and  stealing  Roger's  cakes  licitously.  Roger,  manlike,  let  me  get  ofif  im- 
impudently  when  the  some-time  directress  of  mediately  and  alone,  as  I  begged,  and  once  at 
the  Govemor-GeneraPs  household  afiFected  a  the  bottom  of  the  interminable  stairs,  I  flung 
weU-bred  deafness  to  her  request  for  more,  myself  into  a  wandering  fiacre^  and  drove 
After  tea  Miss  Jencks  departed  with  her  knit-  through  the  merry,  lighted  Paris  boulevards, 
ting  and  we  three  were  comfortably  silent;  a  helpless  prey  to  passions  black  and  bitter — to  a 
Margarita  dreamy,  I  all  in  a  maze  at  her,  wicked,  seething  jealousy  such  as  I  had  never 
Roger  relishing  my  wonder.  The  hyacinths  dreamed  possible  to  a  decent  man. 
smelled  strong  in  the  growing  dusk,  the  That  was  the  deep  throat,  the  large  and 
Chinese  dragons  burned  against  the  wall:  lovely  arm!  That  was  the  dreamy,  full-fed 
color  and  odor  were  alike* a  frame  for  her  calm,  the  woman  ruminant!  God!  how  the 
beauty  and  her  richness.  I  can  never  wholly  thought  tortured  and  tore  at  me!  I,  who  had 
separate  that  hour  in  my  memory  from  the  thought  myself  cured  and  a  philosopher — ^a 
visions  of  a  fever  and  the  burning  heat  of  kindly  philosopher!  My  first  fit  of  love  for 
worse  than  the  African  Desert.  her  had  carried  its  exaltation  with  it,  but  in 

Later  we  sat  about  the  candle-shaded  din-  this  grinding,  physical  rage  there  was  only 
ner  table,  a  meal  where  English  service  faded    shame  and  madness. 

in  the  greater  glory  of  French  cooking,  and  I  I  caught,  somehow,  a  train  for  Calais,  I 
rebelled  with  Roger  at  Miss  Jencks's  curtail-  stumbled  onto  a  boat  there  in  a  driving  rain, 
ment  of  her  charge's  appetite.  and  walked  the  deck  in  it  aU  night.     I  trav- 

"  Surely,  Miss  Jencks,  this  escarole  is  harm-  eled  blindly  to  Oxford  and  tramped  through 
less,"  Roger  protested,  with  a  smile  at  Mar-  soggy,  steaming  lanes,  through  sheets  of 
garita's  emply  plate,  but  when  that  lady  re-  di^le,  through  icy  runnels  and  marshy  grass, 
pea  ted,  nodding  wisely:  For  hours  and  hours  I  walked,  muttering  and 

"I  assure  you,  Mr.  Bradley,  she  is  better  cursing,  my  teeth  chattering  in  my  head,  my 
without  it,"  he  succumbed  meekly,  even  slav-  brain  on  fire,  my  feet  slushing  in  my  soaking 
ishly,  I  thought,  and  shook  his  head  at  Mar-  boots.  I  did  not  know  clearly  where  I  was,  I 
garita's  pleading  eyes.  did  not  know  why  I  was  walking  nor  where, 

In  the  center  of  the  table  was  a  graceful    but  walk  I  must,  like  the  convicts  on  the  tread 
silver  dish,  filled  with  fruit,  and  as  the  at-    mill.    Something  laughed  horribly  in  the  air 
tendant  bonne  left  the  room,  Margarita,  with    just  behind  me  and  said  like  a  parrot,  over 
a  little  cooing  throaty  cry,  reached  over  to  it,    and  over  again: 
seized   with   incredible    swiftness   two   great       «We  expect  the  child  in  June!    We  expect 

handfuls  of  the  fruit,  and  leaping  from  her    the  child  in  June!    We  expect  the  child " 

seat  retreated  with  her  booty  to  the  salon,       I  hit  out  with  my  black-thorn  stick.  "Damn 

For  a  second  she  stood  in  the  doorway,  two    you  and  your  child!"  I  cried  wildly,  and  fell 

yellow  bananas  hugged  to  her  breast  among    face  forward  in  a  marshy  puddle. 

the  rich  lace,  an  orange  in  her  elbow,  her 

teeth  plunged  into  a  great  black  Hamburg  ///— Faf«  Lamb  Me  on  the  Roche 

grape,  her  eyes  two  dark  blue  mutinies. 

Roger  burst  into  a  Homeric  laugh  and  even  Long  periods  of  time  passed;  days  perhaps. 
Miss  Jencks  smiled  apologetically.  perhaps  years.     Some  one,  I  know,  turned 

**I  suppose  we  must  let  her  have  the  fruit,"  with  difficulty  on  his  side,  so  that  the  puddle 
she  conceded;  "an  old  friend  like  Mr.  Jer-  did  not  choke  his  mouth  and  nostrils.  Some 
rolds  will  make  allowance "  one,  by  and  by,  felt  something  warm  and  wet 

"We  expect  the  child  in  June,"  said  Roger  and  rough  against  his  icy  cheek  and  was  grate- 
simply,  and  then  something  seemed  literally  ful  for  the  feehng.  Some  one  was  reading  to 
to  give  way  in  my  brain  and  I  clutched  the  me  from  a  book  which  described  the  sensa- 
table-cloth  as  a  sharp,  hard  pain  darted  tions  of  a  man  lifted  up  and  carried  in  a 
through  my  temples.  Strange,  unbelievable  broken  baUoon  that  could  only  ride  a  foot 
though  it  may  seem,  I  had  never  thought  of  from  the  ground,  bumping  and  jarring  hor- 
sudi  a  thing  as  this!  ribly,  and  I  was  that  man,  in  some  strange 

My  face  must  have  excused  my  brusque  de-  way,  and  at  the  same  time  I  was  the  illustra- 
parture,  my  utter  inability  to  eat  or  drink  an-  Uons  that  accompanied  the  tale.  I  read  the 
other  mouthful.  I  muttered  something  about  story  myself,  finally,  aloud  and  very  shrilly,  as 
a  rough  voyage  and  my  land-legs  (I,  who  never    that  unfortunate  man  bumped  along.     After 


days  of  this  cold  joumcy,  the  man  fell  out  of  kicked  and   screamed   wildly,   though  every 

the  balloon  into  a  warm  lake  and  was  de-  motion  in  the  boiling  water  was  agony.    Just 

lighted  with  the  change,  for  his  very  soul  was  at  the  point  when  my  breath  was  failing  and 

chilled — until  he  realized,  at  first  dimly,  that  my  heart  slowed,  they  turned  off  the  water  in 

the  water  was  growing  hotter  every  minute  the  lake  from  a  tap,  and  as  it  slowly  receded, 

and  that  the  intention  was  to  torture  him  to  I  was  safe  again,  and  knew  I  could  fall  asleep, 

deathl    I  was  that  man,  moreover,   and   I  Long  I  fJept,  and  dreamed  inexpressibly, 

18.1 
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and  then  I  would  feel  the  insidious  lapping  of  Then  why  was  the  bed  there  ?    I  frowned  im- 

the  warm  lake,  rejoice  a  moment  in  the  com-  patiently  and  then  the  white  apron  lowered  it- 

forting  heat,  then  reaUze  with  horror  that  the  self,  a  white  collar  appeared,  and  above  it  a 

temperature  was  rising  slowly  but  surely,  and  face   which   was   perfectly   familiar   to   me, 

the  inferno  would  begin  all  over  again.    Every  though  I  could  not  attach  any  name  to  it. 

joint  and  muscle  was  red  hot,  each  burning  "What  can  I  do  for  you,  Mr.  Jerrolds?  a 

breath  cut  me  like  a  knife.  drink,  perhaps?"  said  a  dear,  competent  voice, 

I  could  not  count  how  many  times  this  hap-  and  I  knew  at  once  who  she  was — ^the  Pro- 
pened,  but  I  prayed  loudly  for  the  man  to  die  fessor^s  sister's  trained  nurse.  For  one  dread- 
(he  had  been  confirmed,  so  he  had  a  legal  ful  moment  I  feared  I  was  the  Professor's 
right  to  pray),  and  after  a  long  time  I  began  sister — it  seemed  to  me  it  must  be  so,  that 
to  have  hopes  that  he  would,  for  he  discov-  there  was  no  other  course  open  to  me,  for  that 
ered  a  way  of  drawing  his  face  down  imder  was  the  person  Miss  Buxton  nursed!  Then, 
the  boiling  water  and  ceasing  to  breathe,  as  she  repeated  my  name  quietly,  it  was  as  if 
Whenever  he  did  this,  a  cold,  smarting  rain  a  veil  had  been  drawn,  and  I  understood 
drove  through  the  water  on  his  face  and  everything.  My  bed  had  been  moved  into 
forced  him  to  breathq,  but  he  managed  to  the  study;  her  bed  was  in  my  room.  Doubt- 
sink  deeper  and  deeper,  till  at  last  he  felt  the  less  the  Professor  had  sent  for  her. 
throb  of  the  great  world  on  its  axle  going  I  felt  thirsty,  and  hungry,  too,  a  fact  known 
round,  and  saw  the  stars  below  him,  and  to  her,  apparently,  for  in  a  moment  she 
knew  he  was  nearly  free.  brought  me  a  bowl  of  delicious  broth,  which 

"More  oxygen!"  said  a  tiny,  dry  voice  far  she  fed  me  very  neatly  by  the  spoonful.    It 

off  in  infinite  space,  "more  oxygen!"  made  another  man  of  me,  that  broth,  and  I 

I  grew  light  and  rose  to  the  surface;  the  watched  her  record  it  on  a  formidable  chart, 

stars  went  out.  devoted  to  my  important  affairs,  with  great  in- 

"More    oxygen!"    said    the    voice    again,  terest. 

louder  now  and  close  to  me.    I  fought  to  sink  "Have  I  been  ill  long?"  I  asked,  and  my 

back  again  but  it  was  useless;  I  burst  up  to  voice  sounded  hollow  and  rather  high  to  my 

the  surface  and  breathed  the  sweet,  icy  air  critical  sense, 

against  my  will.  "Two    weeks,    Mr.    Jerrolds,"    she    said 

"Now  the  mustard  again,  over  the  heart,"  promptly,  "quite  long  enough,  wasn't  it?    It 

said  the  voice,  "and  try  the  brandy."  has  been  most  interesting:  a  very  pretty  case, 

Something  ran  like  fire  through  my  veins,  I  indeed." 

opened  my  eyes,  stared  into  a  black,  bearded  "What  was  it?" 

face  and  said  distinctly:  "Inflammatory  rheumatism,"  she  said,  with 

"You  nearly  lost  that  man.    He  heard  the  a  gratifying  absence  of  doubt  or  delay  (such  a 

thing  going  round."  rehef  to  a  sick  person!),  "and  a  great  deal  of 

Then  I  fell  into  a  deep  and  dreamless  sleep,  fever,  very  high.    You  ran  a  remarkable  tem- 

I  was  very  weak  and  tired  when  I  woke,  perature,  Mr.  Jerrolds." 
but  quite  composed.    That  feeling  of  gentle-  I  received  this  information  with  the  peculiar 
ness  and   conscious  pathos  that  floods  the  complacence  of  the  invalid.    It  seemed  to  me 
weak  and  empty  and  lately  racked  body  was  to  denote  marked  ability  and  powers  beyond 
mine,  and  I  looked  pensively  at  the  white,  the  common,  that  fever! 
blue- veined  hand  that  lay  so  lax  on  the  coun-  "How  did  I  get  here?" 
terpane.    What  a  siege  it  had  been  for  the  She  sat  in  a  low  chair  by  the  bed  and  re- 
poor  devil  that  owned  that  hand!    For  I  real-  garded  me  pleasantly  out  of  the  kind,  wise, 
ized  that  I  had  been  very,  very  ill  indeed.  brown  eyes. 

As  I  studied  the  hand  it  was  lifted  gently  "I  will  tell  you  all  about  it,"  she  said,  "be- 
from  the  counterpane  by  another  and  clasped  cause  I  am  sure  you  will  be  easier,  but  after  I 
lightly  but  firmly  at  the  wrist.  The  arm  am  through  I  want  you  to  try  to  compose 
above  this  hand  was  clad  in  striped  blue  and  yourself  and  go  off  to  sleep,  because  this  will 
white  gingham ;  a  full  white  apron  f eU  just  at  be  enough  talking  for  now,  and  I  want  you 
the  limit  of  my  sidewise  vision.  I  was  far  too  to  be  fresh  for  the  doctor.  Do  you  under- 
weak  to  raise  my  eyes  but  it  occurred  to  me  stand?" 

that  this  must  be  my  landlady,  for  I  recog-  I  dropped  my  eyelids  in  token  of  agreement 

nized  the  footboard  of  my  bed.    And  yet  it  was  and  she  went  on. 

not  at  all  like  my  room.    The  armchair  was  "You  remember  that  you  complained  of 

gone,  the  books  were  gone,  the  student  lamp  feeling  unwell  in  Paris  at  Mr.  Bradley's  house, 

was  gone,  although  it  was  my  sitting-room.  You  probably  had  quite  a  temperature  then, 
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thou^  you  might  not  have  known  it.    You  How  Harriet  Buxton  bore  with  my  whims 

came  directly  back  to  Oxford,  but  for  forty-  and  fads  and  downright  rudeness,  I  cannot 

eight  hours  no  one  knew  where  you  were,  for  tell.    When  in  a  fit  of  contrition  I  asked  her 

the  people  here  supposed  you  there.    Finally,  this,  she  smiled  and  said  that  men  were  gen- 

when  Mr.   Bradley  telegraphed,   they  grew  erally  irritable. 

anxious  here,  and  while  Uiey  were  wondering  ''But  I  should  go  mad  if  I  were  obliged  to 

what  to  do,  your  dog  ran  in,  acting  so  strangely  humor  the  caprices  of  such  a  bear  as  I! " 

that  they  suspected  something  and  followed  "But  you  are  not  a  nurse!"  she  answered 

him.    He  led  them  directly  to  you  and  they  quietly. 

found  you  unconscious  in  a  marshy  old  lane  After  ten  days  of  steady  convalescence  when 

about  six  miles  out  from  the  town.    They  I  was  propped  a  little  upon  my  pillows  and 

brought  you  here  in  a  horse  blanket,  the  Pro-  could  feed  myself  very  handily  from  an  ever- 

fessor  sent  for  me,  and  we  have  been  taking  increasingly  varied  menu,  I  asked  suddenly  if 

care  of  you  ever  since.     Mr.  Bradley  has  been  she  had  heard  from  Roger  lately, 

here  twice,  but  you  were  too  ill  to  see  any-  **Yes,"  she  said  promptly,  "only  yesterday, 

body;  he  saw  that  everything  possible  was  be-  I  was  waiting  till  you  asked.    Before  I  give 

ing  done.    I  shall  write  him  directly  that  you  you  the  letter  I  must  tell  you  that  they  are  no 

are  on  the  uphill  road  now,  and  that  care  and  longer   in   Paris:    they   have   gone   back   to 

patience  are  all  you  need.  America." 

"Now,  take  this  medicine,  Mr.  Jerrolds,  and  "America?"  I  echoed  vaguely,  with  a  half 

repay  me  for  this  long  story  by  going  directly  shocked  consciousness  that  I  did  not  care  very 

to  sleep."  much  one  way  or  the  other  where  they  were. 

I  took  it,  lay  for  a  moment  in  a  dreamy  "Yes,  Mr.  Bradley  came  in  the  day  before 

wonder,  and  drifted  ofiF.    As  she  had  said,  the  they  sailed,  but  you  were  far  too  ill  to  see  him. 

uphill  journey  had  begun.  At  the  same  time  I  saw  no  reason  why  you 

That  afternoon  I  saw  the  doctor,  a  grizzled,  should  not  pull  through,  and  told  him  so. 

kindly  man,  and  it  was  he  who  told  me  what  Mrs.  Bradley  suddenly  expressed  a  wish  to  go 

I  had  already  somehow  divined — that  I  owed  to  her  old  home,  and  though  for  some  reasons 

my  life  to  Harriet  Buxton.  they  did  not  like  to  let  her  begin  a  sea  voyage, 

"I  never  saw  such  nursing,"  he  said  frankly;  for  other  reasons  they  want^  to  gratify  her. 

"the  woman  has  a  real  genius.    It  was  nip  She  grew  quite  determined  and  they  decided 

and  tuck  with  you,  Mr.   Jerrolds,  and  she  to  allow  it.    You  know  she  expects  her  baby 

simply  set  her  teeth  and  wouldnH  give  up!  in  June." 

One  can't  wonder  the  American  nurses  get  "Yes,  I  know,"  I  said  quietly.  I  remembered 

such  prices — they're  worth  it.    Now  it's  hold  the  man  who  had  tramped  the  wet  lanes,  but 

hard  and  cultivate  your  patience,  and  get  back  to-day  he  seemed  to  me  a  wicked  fool,  justly 

that  two  or  three  stone  we  lost  during  the  punii^ed  for  his  folly.    For  I  knew,  thou^ 

siege,  and  then  good-by  to  me!"  no  one  had  told  me,  that  I  should  never  be 

But  oh,  how  long  it  was!    Day  after  day,  the  same  after  this  sickness.    The  very  fibres 

and  night  after  night,  and  day  after  day  again  of  my  soul  had  been  twisted  and  burned  in 

I  counted  the  pieces  of  furniture  in  the  bare,  that  white  hot  furnace  of  my  delirium,  and 

dull  room  and  read  faces  into  the  hideous  wall  though  Nature  might  forgive  me,  she  could 

paper  and   stared   into   the  empty  window,  never  forget.     Every  winter  she  would  take 

The  Httle  night  light  punctuat^  the  dark;  her  toll,  every  damp  season  she  would  audit 

the  feeble  sunlight  struggled  through  the  rain,  my  account,  after  every  exposure  or  fatigue 

The  few  kindly  friends  who  called  upon  me  I  she  would  lightly  tap  some  shrinking  nerve 

could    not    see;   their  sympathetic   common-  and  whisper  "Remember!"    A  passion  whose 

places  were   unendurable   to   my   weakened  strength  I  had  never  suspected  had  brought 

nerves.    Had  it  not  been  for  the  return,  now  me  to  this  bed,  and  in  this  bed  that  same  pas- 

and  then,  of  the  pains  I  had  suffered  in  my  sion  had  struggled  and  shriveled  and  died, 

delirium,    merdfuUy    less    and    less    violent.  It  was  with  no  mock  philosophy  that  I  thought 

which  made  the  periods  of  their  absence  hours  of  Margarita.    No,  the  fool  knew  his  folly 

of  comparative  pleasure,  I  think  I  should  have  now.     But  it  was  a  folly  of  which  I  had  no 

grown  into  a  hopeless  nervous  invalid  from  need,  I  verily  believe,  to  feel  ashamed.    It 

sheer  ennui.    I  had  never  been  ill  that  I  re-  was  not  that  I  was  the  sort  of  monk  we  are 

member  since  the  dajrs  of  my  childish  mala-  told  the  Devil  would  be,  when  he  was  sick, 

dies,  and  I  fretted  as  only  such  an  one  can  and  although  my  physical  weakness  may  have  lain 

must  fret  under  the  irksome  novelty  of  pain,  — God  knows! — at  the  root  of  it  once.    No,  I 

weakness  and  irritation.  had  changed.    Those  who  have  gone  through 
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some  such  change  (and  I  wonder,  sometimes,  her  passage  was  to  be  paid  both  ways,  her  pa- 
how  many  of  the  passive,  unremarkable  peo-  tient  on  recovery  had  decided  to  spend  the 
pie  I  pass  on  the  street,  in  the  fields,  in  hotels,  summer  abroad,  and  had  made  it  very  evi- 
have  gone  through  such)  know  how  well  I  dent  that  she  did  not  consider  herself  any 
knew  the  truth  of  this  matter  and  how  little  longer  responsible  for  her  nurse  under  these 
likely  I  was  to  deceive  myself.    I  loved  her,  circumstances! 

yes,  and  shall  love  her  while  consciousness  re-  "You  should  have  taken  legal  advice,"  I 

mains  with  me,  but  it  would  never  again  be  expostulated;  "the  woman  was  dishonest.     It 

bitter  in  my  mouth  and  black  in  my  heart.  was  shocking.  Miss  Buxton — surely  you  could 

And  so  at  last  in  default  of  something  more  have  done  something  ?" 

to  my  mind,  I  turned  to  my  nurse  and  deter-  "Perhaps,"  she  admitted,  "but  I  had  no 

mined  to  make  that  silent  woman  talk.    At  friends  here  and  it  was  hard  enough  to  get 

first  it  was  difficult,  for  I  tried  to  discover  her  my  salary,  anyway.    I  could  have  gone  with 

feelings,  her  attitude,  her  history.    As  to  the  Mrs.  Bradley  if  I  had  been  free.    As  it  was,  I 

first  two  of  these  I  met  only  failure  and  the  sent-  them  another  American  nurse  I  knew  of 

last  was  pathetically  simple.    An  orphan  she  in  London,  who  was  glad  to  go  back." 

was,  a  bread  winner,  an  observer.    I  say  it  "Why  didn't  you  send  her  to  me  and  go 

was  pathetic,  but  not  that  she  was.    Things  yourself?"  I    questioned   curiously,   "if  you 

are  changing  rapidly  with  women,  I  can  see  want  to  go  so  much  ?" 

that  plainly,  but  twenty  years  ago  a  man  still  She  looked  at  me  in  sincere  surprise, 

felt,  ridiculously  perhaps,  that  a  kindly  com-  "Why,  I  had  already  accepted  your  case, 

petent    woman,    however    successful   in    her  Mr.  Jerrolds,"  she  said, 

chosen  profession,  must  needs  be,  in  the  very  Alas,  Harriet!    Why,  why  were  you  not 

nature  of  the  case,  even  more  kindly  and  more  teaching  your  simple  code  of  honor  to  some 

competent  with  a  child  on  her  lap  and  an  arm  sturdy,  kilted  Harry  ? 

about  her  waist.    If  in  the  new  doctrine  of  There  seemed  to  be  nothing  more  to  be  got 

the  Brotherhood  of  Man  it  is  admitted  that  from  Miss  Buxton,  and  I  began  to  discuss  the 

we  owe  each  our  debt  to  humanity  and  pos-  best  winter  climate  for  me,  for  I  understood 

terity,  I,- for  one,  have  never  been  able  to  un-  perfectly  that  for  more  years  than  the  doctor 

derstand  why  women  should  not  pay  that  cared  to  impress  upon  me  just  now  I  must 

debt  in  the  coinage  most  obviously  provided  avoid  damp  and  chill.    We  discussed  Nassau, 

them  for  the  purpose.    The  Brotherhood  of  Bermuda,  Florida,  and  I  mentioned  North 

Man  is  a  great  idea,  but  surely  without  the  Carolina.    Then  Harriet  Buxton  opened  her 

Motherhood  of  Woman  it  would  grow  a  little  lips  and  spoke,  and  in  a  few  amazed  moments 

shadowy  and  impractical.     (I  speak  as  a  fool!)  it  became  clear  to  me  that  I  was  in  the  pres- 

And  so,  I  repeat,  there  was  something  a  ence  of  a  fanatic.    For  she  had  been  in  North 

little  pathetic  to  me  in  Harriet  Buxton's  Hfe,  Carolina,   and  this   state   that  for  me  had 

though  nothing  in  the  least  pathetic  in  her  spelled  only  a  remarkably  curative  air  and  a 

personality  or  her  actions.    Do  not  turn  on  deplorably    illiterate    population    represented 

me  too  fiercely,  dear  ladies,  and  demand  of  the  hope  of  this  woman's  Hfe,  the  ambition  of 

me  with  your  well-known  remorseless  logic,  her  days  and  nights,  the  Macedonia  that  cried 

what  would  have  become  of  me  if  Harriet  continually  in  her  ears,  "Come  over  and  help 

Buxton  had  not  been  beside  me  in  my  de-  us!" 

lirium,  with  nothing  but  a  clinical  thermometer  For  a  year  she  had  lived  there  in  the  western 

on  her  knee,  and  a  white  apron  around  her  mountains,  giving  her  duty's  worth  of  hoiurs 

waist.     Do  not,  I  beg  you,  for  I  shall  shock  to  a  wealthy  patient,  bargaining  for  so  much 

aU   your   strict   habits   of   mind    by   taking  free  time  to  devote  to  that  strange,  pathetic 

refuge  in  blind,  illogical  instinct  and  reiterat-  race  of  pure  blooded  mountaineers,  tall,  seri- 

ing  my  firm  conviction  that  though  I  perish,  ous,   shy  Anglo-Saxons,   ovu:  veritable  elder 

truth  is  so,  and  that  Nature  had  a  better  use  brothers,   ignorant   appallingly,   superstitious 

for  Harriet's  lap  and  waist.     She  had!  (as  you  incredibly,  grateful  and  generous  to  a  degree, 

used  to  say  in  the  old  emotional  era)  she  had!!  As  she   talked,   rapidly  now,   with   flushing 

She  hadfff  cheeks  and  kindling  eyes,  she  brought  vividly 

Well,  in  despair  of  eliciting  anything  ro-  before  me  these  pale  and  patient  people,  wel- 

mantic  from  her,  I  languidly  inquired  as  to  coming  her  with  eager  hands,  hanging  on  her 

her  travels.    They  were  not  extensive;  this  wonderful  skill,  listening  like  chidden  children 

was  her  first  "trip  abroad."    It  had  been  to  her  horrified  insistence  upon  long-forgotten 

rather  a  failure,  in  a  way,  for  although  she  decencies  and  sanitary  measures  never  guessed, 

had  been  engaged  with  the  understanding  that  As  my  questions  grew  her  confidence  grew 


"  H«r  weekly  check,  plin  a  dnfl  (oc  ■  hundred  poundi " 

with  them,  and  at  last  she  went  quickly  to  her  that  heaving  bosom,  my  nurse  was  near  to  be- 

room  to  return  with  a  thick,   black  book,  ing  a  handsome  woman!    And  all  because  the 

which  she  thrust  into  my  hands.  natives  of  North  Carolina  had  no  adequate 

"It's  ray  diary,"  she  explained.     "If  you  hospital  service.     Can  you  imagine  anything 

are  really  interested  you  may  read  it.     Oh,  more  extraordinary  ?    I  opened  the  book  curi- 

Mr.  Jerrolds,  to  think  of  the  money  that  goes  ously;  not,  of  course,  that  I  cared  tuppence 

to  Africa  and  India  and  slums  full  of  Syrians  for  the  natives,  but  that  I  had  actually  begun 

and  Russian  Jews,  when  these  Americans^  to  feel  interested  in  Harriet  Buxton. 
our  real  kin,  you  know! — are  putting  an  ax       I  should  never  have  thought  of  it  again,  - 

under  the  bed,  with  the  blade  up,  to  check  a  probably,  but  for  Harriet  herself,  for  now  that 

hemorrhage!     If  they  were  Zulus,"  she  added,  the  magic  string  had  been  touched,  her  heart 

flashing,  "some  one  might  do  something  for  overflowed    to    its    echoes,    and    my    waking 

them."  hours    were    filled    with    anecdotes    touching, 

I  could  not  keep  myself  from  staring  at  her:  brutal  or  humorous,  of  her  years  of  joy  and 

with  that  flush,  those  kindling  brown  eyes  and  labor.    Her  cottage  rent  had  cost  her  forty 

187 
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dollars,   her  clothes   nothing,   her  food   had  Bradley,  his  cousin,  in  her  schemes,  with  the 

come  largely  from  the  grateful  people.     Over  result   that   the   Episcopal   organization   had 

and  over  again  she  returned  to  her  ridicu-  sent  a  deaconess  for  a  year  to  work  under 

lously  pitiful  calculations.     She  could  live  for  Harriet's  direction  and  a  contribution  toward 

one  hundred  dollars  a  year.     She  could  have  fitting  out  the  little  hospital.     She  had  gone 

the  use  of  a  deserted  schoolhouse  free.    Two  to  see  Roger  and  thank  him  personally  and 

hundred  dollars  would  fit  up  a  tiiiy  hospital  found  him  on  an  island,  with  Mrs.  Bradley  in 

and  lending-closet,  with  linen,  rubber  articles,  sudden  and  acute  need  of  both  nurse  and 

simple  sick-room  conveniences.     If  she  had  physician,  the  former  with  a  broken  leg,  the 

five  hundred  she  would  start  on  that  and  trust  latter  gone  to  New  York  for  the  day,  as  his 

to  getting  help  to  go  on  with.     She  could  stay  prospective  patient  was  supposed  to  be  in  no 

there  a  year,  then  nurse  for  a  year,  and  go  immediate  need  of  him.     She  had  hastily  set 

back  with  the  money  she  had  saved.  the  nurse's  leg,  telegraphed  for  the  doctor. 

And  so  on,  and  so  on,  and  so  on!    The  then  devoted  herself  to  Mrs.  Bradley,  who, 

floods  of  North   Carolina  needs  that  swept  though  beautifully  strong  and  well,  developed 

over  my  helpless  head  would  have  drowned  a  sudden  complications  and  gave  her  quite  a 

stronger  brain  than  mine.     In  vain  I  tried  to  little  trouble.    Things  were  rather  doubtful 

dam  this  tide  of  confidences  and  hopes  and  and  hard  for  five  or  six  hours,  but  fortunately 

ha'penny  economies;  it  was  useless.     After  a  the  doctor  had  left  full  supplies  for  the  occa- 

week,     during    which    actual    photographs,  sion  and  the  other  nurse  was  able  to  give  the 

hideous  blue  prints,  the  first  advance  guard  of  anaesthetic — she  was  dragged  on  a  sofa  by  a 

that  flood  of  amateur  photography  destined  to  deaf  and  dumb  man,  who  ran  five  miles  to 

wash  over  the  world,  were  brought  out  for  my  the  village  just  before.    It  ended  triumphantly 

edification,   I   rebeUed   and   declared   myseliF  at  dawn  atid  Mrs.  Bradley  had  a  lovely  little 

cured.  girl — the  image  of  her  father.     Both  were  do- 

"And  to  get  rid  of  you,"  I  added  crossly,  ing  well. 
"I  am  going  to  give  you  this,"  and  I  handed  Mr.  Bradley  had  overestimated  her  services, 
her  her  weekly  cheque,  plus  a  draft  for  a  hun-  and  as  she  could  not  dream  of  accepting  the 
dred  pounds.     **Take  it,  and  get  oflF  to  those  fee  he  offered  her,  he  had  insisted  upon  pay- 
benighted  natives,  for  heaven's  sake!"  ing  a  salary  for  three  years  to  a  young  physi- 

She  stared  at  it,  at  me,  at  it  again,  then  cian  (selected  by  the  doctor  who  arrived  at 

choked  and  fled  to  her  room.     I  felt  like  a  fool,  noon)  who  was  to  give  his  entire  time  and 

Later,  when  I  saw  what  it  really  meant  to  strength  to  the  mountain  hospital  and  super- 

the  absurd  creature,  I  surreptitiously  copied  intend  the  affair,  now  grown  into  a  real  insti- 

bits  of  the  sordid  little  diary,  and  sent  them  tution,  since  Mr.  Elder  had  volunteered  to 

to  Roger  with  a  slight  account  of  her,  and  supply  a  young  fellow  from  his  club,  anxious 

suggested    that   he   mention   this   matter   to  to  act  as  orderly  and  assistant  for  the  sake  of 

Sarah  (who  had  recently  washed  her  hands  of  the  training,  and  Mrs.  Paynter,  a  friend  of 

the  American  negro  on  the  occasion  of  his  Mr.  Bradley's,  had  managed  to  get  a  full  dis- 

having  bitterly  disappointed  her  hopes  in  a  pensary  supply  at  cost  prices  from  connections 

brutal  race  riot)  and  give  that  philanthropist's  of  hers  in  the  wholesale  drug  line, 

energies  a  new  direction.  "And  it  all  comes  from  you,  Mr.  Jerrolds," 

I  saw  Harriet  off  for  her  boat,  tried  in  vain  the  letter  ended,  "all  owing  to  your  wonder- 
to  get  a  half  hour  of  rational  conversation  on  ful,  your  noble  interest  in  this  work!  You 
topics  unrelated  to  the  western  mountains  of  told  Mr.  Bradley,  and  though  he  is  not  justi- 
North  Carolina,  agreed  hastily  to  all  direc-  fied  in  thinking  I  saved  her  life,  it  is  perfectly 
tions  as  to  my  health,  held  Kitch  up  to  be  true  that  those  cases  give  us  a  great  deal  of 
kissed  and  went  back  to  my  sunny  garden  trouble  sometimes,  and  I  was  very  fortunate 
comer,  for  it  was  full  May,  •  now,  and  my  in  having  had  a  great  deal  of  maternity  work 
strength  was  growing  with  the  flowers.  in  the  mountains,  when  I  had  to  act  all  alone 

I   thought   that   chapter   ended,   and   was  and  do  rather  daring  things     But  I  got  the 

startled  and  not  a  little  shaken  by  the  thick  practice   there,   and   so  if  I  did   save  your 

'  letter  that  found  me  planning  my  lonely  sum-  friend's  life  (or  the  baby's,  which  is  nearer 

mer  early  in  June.     It  was  from  Harriet,  a  the  truth,  I  confess  to  you,  Mr.  Jerrolds!)  you 

curious,  incoherent  screed;  tiresomely  detailed  have  amply  rewarded  the  cause  that  gave  me 

as  to  her  plans,  painfully  brief  as  to  important  the  training  to  do  what  I  did! 

issues.     She   had   found   a   letter  from   Mr.  "Your  grateful 

Bradley  awaiting  her  arrival,  she  had  followed  Harriet  Buxton." 

his   suggestions   and   interested   Miss   Sarah  I  sat  under  the  glass-topped  wall,  the  letter 
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between  my  knees,  staring  at  the  brick  walk  garita  husband  and  child  (for  in  my  black, 

bordered   with   green   turf.    How  strange  it  cruel  fever  I  did  this)  had  given  her  back  to 

was,  how  incredibly  strangel    A  curious  sense  both! 

of  watchful,   relentless  destiny  grew  in  me.  I   pondered   these   things   long   (as   if  the 

Truly  it  slumbered  not  nor  slept!    I,  who  had  thread  in  the  tapestry  should  marvel  at  its 

cursed  that  child  unborn,  had  reached  over  devious  windings)  and  then  summoned  my 

seas  and  helped  it  into  the  woridl     I,  who  landlady. 

had  been  jealous  of  my  friend,  had  sent  him  "Mrs.  Drabbit,"  said  I,  "I  am  thinking  of 

a  friend  indeed!    I,  who  had  grudged  Mar-  going  to  America." 


At   the    Summit 


Si,  HARRIET  MONROE 

Where  bold  Sierra,  cut  the  *ky 
Mount  Whitney,  of  the  high  most  high, 
HbIIi  tlie  pale  clojid*  that  wander  by. 

We  crept  and  climbed  with  eager  feet. 
Until  the  world,  fulfilled,  complele. 
Plunged  like  deipair  before  hit  teat. 

So  high  the  peak  wai  we  had  won 
Earth's  air  wore  thin,  its  woof  undone. 
And  blue  apace  darkened  round  the  tun. 

Yet  ai  we  ttembled  there  and  quailed. 

Lo,  higher  yet  an  eagle  icalecl 

Smooth  aleepi  of  air,  and  aunwrard  (ailed. 
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"  The  Ptychology  of  Woman's  Dreu,'*  etc 


While  the  wise 
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IF  the  "visitor  from  Mars'* 
whom  we  are  in  the  habit 
of  invoking  when  a  dis- 
interested opinion  of  man- 
kind is  involved  had  been 
present  in  the  early  infancy 
of  the  human  race  he  would 
hardly  have  picked  man  from  among  all 
the  animal  forms  as  the  one  destined  either 
to  tame  or  exterminate  the  others.  For  man 
has  no  great  strength,  size  or  swiftness,  when 
compared  for  instance  with  the  carnivorous 
animals.  His  teeth  are  neither  long  nor  poison- 
ous, he  has  no  formidable  claws,  nor  heavy  jaws 
for  crushing,  and  his  hand  is  very  puny  indeed 
when  compared  with  the  paw  of  the  lion. 
Much  of  his  time  must  have  been  spent  in 
flight,  but  he  is  not  a  good  runner.  He  is  not 
naturally  a  swimmer,  as  the  other  animals  are, 
he  cannot  burrow  to  hide  himself,  and  he  is 
not  the  best  of  climbers.  His  one  great  point 
of  superiority  was  his  power  of  calculation. 
He  was  not  able  to  throttle  or  mangle  the 
large  animals,  he  could  not  crush  an  ox  with 
his  paw,  but  he  observed  that  there  were  lying 
about  him  objects  which  he  could  make  to  do 
these  things  for  him. 

If  he  held  in  his  hand  a  heavy  and  sharp- 
edged  stone,  or  fixed  it  to  a  handle,  he  could 
crush  or  cleave  through  the  bone  to  the  brain 
of  the  larger  animals.  Or  if  he  fixed  the  sharp 
point  of  flint  to  the  limb  of  a  tree  he  had  an 
artificial  tooth  ten  feet  long,  if  you  please,  and 
capable  of  more  desperate  work  than  that  in 
the  mouth  of  the  saber-toothed  tiger.  He 
could  not  overtake  the  swift  deer  with  his  own 
motion,  and  there  were  animals  so  violent  in 
their  disposition  that  he  did  not  even  wish  to 
come  close  to  them — very  wicked  animals,  the 
old  French  traveler  called  them,  "which  if  at- 
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man  is  thinking  of 
the  fool  has  a  son 
Tartar  Proverb. 


tacked  will  defend  them* 
selves."  But  in  his  flights 
and  pursuits  through  the 
forest,  man  had  observed 
that  the  limb  of  a  tree  when 
displaced  violently  will  fly 
back  with  stunning  force. 
So  he  took  advantage  of  this  resiliency  of  wood 
and  made  the  bow,  and  he  modified  his  arti- 
ficial tooth,  to  wit  his  spear,  and  made  it  very 
small,  and  so  he  had  an  object,  the  barbed 
arrow,  which  virtually  did  his  running  fyx  him 
with  an  incredible  rate  of  swiftness,  and 
carried  a  tooth  at  its  forward  end. 

Man's  Natural  DiMiaMie  for  Work 

The  superiority  over  the  animal  world  which 
inventive  contrivances  of  this  nature  gave  man 
finally  led  to  such  a  thinning  out  of  game  that 
he  sometimes  found  himself  reduced  to  cultf- 
vating  plants,  a  very  unexciting  occupation  when 
compared  with  hunting,  but  one  which  women 
had  already  taken  up,  owing  to  the  uncertainty  of 
the  chase.  This  predicament  caused  man's 
inventive  ingenuity  to  take  a  different  turn. 
Brought  face  to  face  with  the  problem  of  work 
— and  a  very  ugly  problem  it  is  in  the  rough — 
he  planned  to  avoid  it  as  much  as  possible. 
He  tamed,  fed,  tended,  and  bred  the  animal, 
drank  its  milk  and  ate  its  flesh,  and  above  all 
he  taught  it  to  do  the  heavy  and  unstimulating 
part  of  his  work.  But  the  animal  is  not  intelli- 
gent enough  to  do  this  alone,  so  man  wherever 
possible  caught  other  men  and  forced  them  to  ^ 
do  his  work  for  him,  reducing  a  part  of  his  own 
species  to  the  grade  of  animals.  And,  along 
with  this,  he  gradually  got  control  of  the  blind 
forces  of  nature,  the  winds  and  water  streams, 
and  steam  and  electricity,  and  he  made  ma- 
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chines  to  be  moved  by  these  forces,  which,  man  of  the  Eskimo  why  he  continued  to  fish 

when  he  had  once  set  them  going,  could  even  when  he  aheady  had  frozen  fish  enough  to 

do  work  which  his  hand  and  eye  were  not  last  for  years.    He  replied  that  some  of  his 

good  enough  to  do.    So  while  he  reduced  a  neighbors  would  probably  not  be  so  fortunate, 

portion  of  the  human  world  to  the  animal  that  he  had  heard  game  was  scarce  in  certain 

status,  he  raised  a  part  of  the  inorganic  world  quarters  and  that  he  wished  to  have  enough  to 

to  a  quasi-human  status.    A  machine  is  an  feed  everybody  who  needed  food.     ''No  man," 

arrangement  of  materials  and  forces  without  he  said,  "who  wants  to  be  called  a  good  man, 

a.mind,but  which  works  as  though  it  had amind.  stops  fishing  when  he  has  just  enough  food 

Now  it  is  to  be  observed  that  all  this  clever  for  his  own  household."    To  have  many  and 

work  of  the  mind  of  man  impUes  looking  back-  strong  men,  good  hunters  and  fighters  and 

ward  and  forward,  comparison  and  calculation,  workers,  was  also  a  definite  tribal  ideal,  and 

Human  supremacy  is  due  to  this  indirect  quality  the  production  of  many  and  strong  children 

of  mind.     The  other  animals  leave  the  world  thus  became  a  definite  tribal  desire.     This  in- 

as  they  found  it;  man  reconstructs  it.     The  terest  was  so  well  defined  in  some  Indian 

mind  is  quick  to  remedy  intolerable  and  pain-  tribes  that  a  relative  inhaled  the  last  breath  of 

ful  conditions,  but  to  look  a  long  way  ahead  a  dying  man  in  the  confidence  that  the  spirit 

and  prevent  their  occurrence  is  not  easy,  and  of  the  dead  would  thus  be  conserved  within 

indeed  not  natural.     In  fact,  man  could  not  the  tribe  and  in  the  course  of  time  reborn, 

possibly  calculate  to  prevent  bad  conditions  This  was  also  the  period  when  barrenness  was 

until  they  had  occurred  and  he  had  felt  the  considered  a  reproach  to  a  woman, 
painful  consequences.     Very  certainly  one  of 

the  greatest  stimulations  to  looking  ahead  has  The  Morab  of  SauagmM 
been  periodic  shortage  in  food  and  the  recur- 
rence of  famines.  This  led  to  economy,  thrift.  As  society  has  become  increasingly  individu- 
and  systematic  labor.  The  domestication  of  alistic,  it  has  become  increasingly  irresponsible 
the  animal,  the  use  of  its  milk,  harnessing  it  for  the  condition  of  the  individual.  Every  man 
to  the  plough  and  putting  off  on  it  and  the  for  himself  and  the  devil  take  the  hindmost  is 
women  as  much  of  the  particularly  disagree-  the  individualistic  principle,  and  under  it  some 
able  task  of  cultivating  the  groimd  as  possible,  men  have  reached  heights  of  magnificence  and 
the  capture  of  other  men  to  do  his  work  for  other  men  have  sunk  to  levels  of  squalor  which 
him,  the  use  of  so  unpromising  creatures  as  savage  society  knew  nothing  of.  Even  our  law 
the  little  bee  and  the  silkworm  to  provide  for  which  the  "  founder  of  jurisprudence "  called 
his  comfort,  and  the  later  resort  to  machines,  ''the  perfection  of  reason"  and  "nothing  else 
to  child  labor,  to  capitalistic  manipulation  and  but  reason,"  is  perfectly  negative  in  its  moral 
industrial  slavery,  are  inventions  through  which  quality.  It  does  not  demand  that  a  man  shall 
man  helped  himself  out  of  disagreeable  situa-  be  good,  only  that  he  shall  not  be  positively 
tions.  bad.    This    is    perfecdy    expressed    by    Sir 

James  Stephen: 

n^  a  Certain  Eahbno  Kept  on  FUhing  "A  sees  B  drowning  and  is  able  to  help  him 

by  holding  out  his  hand.     A  abstains  from  do- 

These  devices  were  not  always  moral,  for  ing  so  in  order  that  B  may  be  drowned,  and 

morality  is  not  necessarily  a  part  of  mental  B  is  drowned.     A  has  committed  no  offense." 

life.     Still  we  must  not  think  of  early  man  as  That  is,  all  the  law  requires  of  A  is  that  he 

without  morality.    He  had  even  grasped  more  shall  not  push  B  into  the  water.     Speaking  in 

thoroughly  than  we  have  the  idea  that  if  men  this  connection  recently  on  the  injustice  of  the 

live  in  groups,  as  they  must  necessarily  live  if  law  to  the  poor  man,  the  best  a  jurist  could 

they  are  to  live  at  all,  the  welfare  of  every  man  say  was  that  "the  poor  man  is  treated  no 

is  bound  up  with  the  welfare  of  every  other  worse  in  the  law  than  he  is  everywhere  else." 

man.    He  never  thought  of  letting  a  man  go  When  we  wish  to  say  the  worst  of  anything  we 

hungry.    This  would  have  weakened  the  whole  are  in  the  habit  of  calling  it  "savage,"  but  in 

society.     Among  the  Indians  of   this  coun-  respect  to  the  "rights  of  man,"  and  even  to 

try  no  one  ever  entered  a  lodge  without  being  "enlightened  self-interest,"  we  should  do  well 

offered  food,  and  any  man,  woman  or  child  to  take  a  leaf  from  the  moral  code  of  the  sav- 

could  enter  any  lodge  and  take  food  in  the  ab-  age.     As  a  result  of  our  narrow,  individual- 

sence  of  the  owner.     It  was  even  proper  to  istic,  incomplete  and  immoral  calculation  we 

take  game  from  the  trap  of  another  man,  have  a  vast  amount  of  poverty,  crime,  intem- 

coiuteously  leaving  him  the  better  portions  of  perance,*  hereditary  disease  and  insanity,  and 

the   animal.     Stefdnsson  asked  a  prominent  an  average  of  civic  worth,  intelligence  and  in- 
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legrity  so  low,  and  public  life  so  close  to  of  th'e  very  poor  are  not  diminishing  in  num- 
the  anarchistic,  that  the  best  are  happy  if  bers.  Insanity,  suicide,  dumbness,  dipso- 
only  they  are  not  ruled  by  the  bad.  The  mania,  erotism  and  violence  are  on  the  in- 
completely rational  and  at  the  same  time  com-  crease,  both  because  they  are  bred  rapidly  and 
pletely  moral  proposition  is  that  society  must  made  possible  by  the  bad  social  conditions, 
look  out  for  its  own  interests  by  looking  out 

for  the  interests  of  all  its  members,  and  by  an-  Man  WtU  Ahoaym  Be  Old  Adam 
ticipating  and  preventing  evil  conditions  in- 
stead of  awaiting  their  development.  The  idea  of  eugenics  does  not  imply  that 

I  believe  that  disease,  contagion  and  epi-  the  family  is  to  be  interfered  with  or  in  any 
demies  of  sickness  have  done  more  than  any  way  modified,  except  that  the  family  situa- 
one  thing  to  bring  home  finally  to  men's  busi-  tion  may  be  improved,  as  indeed  it  should  be. 
ness  and  bosoms  the  realization  of  the  double  Marriage  should  not  only  not  be  undertaken 
truth  that  no  man  can  calculate  for  his  own  without  a  view  to  good  ofiFspring,  but  the 
welfare  without  calculating  for  that  of  every-  family  should  be  the  place  where  the  senti- 
one  else,  and  that  the  best  calculation  of  evils  ment  for  eugenism  should  be  developed  most 
is  to  anticipate  and  prevent  them,  instead  of  acutely.  A  sentiment  and  a  calculation  with 
awaiting  them  and  fighting  them  after  they  reference  to  maximizing  the  number  of  effi- 
have  done  their  worst.  To  prohibit  is  to  make  dent  individuals  in  the  family  and  in  society 
the  wiser  calculation.  We  realize  that  the  pre-  is  all  that  eugenics  implies.  And  this  interest 
vention  of  disease,  crime,  intemperance,  acci-  would  cover  not  only  the  conditions  of  the  re- 
dent,  food  adulteration,  and  poverty  is  not  production  of  children,  but  a  more  funda- 
only  more  humane  but  vastly  cheaper.  mental  interest  in  their  rearing. 

It  would  be  unfortunate  if  those  who  are 

What  EugmmcM  Meant  hospitable  to  the  idea  of  eugenics  should  ex- 
pect more  of  it  than  could  be  realized.    The 

This  is  the  same  quality  of  calculation  used  idea  of  breeding  men  is  not  altogether  new,  and 

by  primitive  man  in  controlling  the  future  but  so  eminent  a  man  and  evolutionist  as  Alfred 

based  on  a  larger  scientific  experience.     And  Russel  Wallace  has  stated  a  view — which  is 

it  is  along  this  line  that  eugenics  makes  its  at  the  same  time  a  popular  though  certainly  a 

proposal.     Eugenics  means  primarily  good  re-  mistaken  one — that  it  is  possible  by  the  selec- 

production,  and  to  the  degree  that  it  is  possible  tion  of  stock  to  produce  a  race  from  which 

to  carry  it  out,  it  will  eliminate  the  congenital  the  old  Adam  is  eliminated,  whose  disposition 

criminal,  the  insane,  the  idiotic,  the  dipsoma-  resembles  that  of  angels  and  whose  intelli- 

niac,  those  tainted  with  hereditary  disease,  the  gence  approaches  in  absoluteness  that  of  the 

violent,  and,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  the  Philistine.  Deity.     This  is  the  wildest  sort  of  a  dream. 

It  would  also  encourage  reproduction  in  stocks  All  the  instincts  and  qualities  which  man  has 

which  have  shown  themselves  of  a  high  de-  are  natural  and  useful  to  him.     A  creature 

gree  of  "civic  worth."    And  it  would  so  sur-  without  capacity  for  anger  and  resentment,  an 

round  life  after  it  is  produced  that  it  cannot  interest  in  conflict  and  success,  without  some 

become  bad.     In  this  latter  point  eugenism  .degree  of  fallibihty  and  infirmity  would  be  a 

becomes  associated  in  its  aims  with  politics  very  poor  human  creature  indeed,  or  rather 

and  education.  he  would  not  be  human  at  all.    The  true  ideal 

At  present  eugenics  is  scarcely  more  than  an  and  the  only  one  realizable  is  an  individual  of 
idea  and  a  sentiment.  There  is  as  yet  no  eminently  marked  hiunan  traits,  with  strong 
definite  program  to  which  even  its  own  ad-  sympathies  and  intelligence,  with  that  balance 
vocates  would  aU  subscribe.  For  this,  indeed,  which  we  call  normality,  under  full  control  of 
a  more  perfect  knowledge  of  biology  is  re-  himself  and  dominated  by  the  finest  social 
quired;  and  to  make  any  program  effective  feelhig.  By  breeding  out  characteristic  stimu- 
changes  in  the  present  social  order  will  be  lations  we  should  also  breed  out  characteristic 
necessary.  Certain  things  we  do  now  know,  expressions  of  activity.  Moreover,  biology 
Children  are  at  present  largely  in  the  class  of  and  practical  stock  breeding  hold  out  no  en- 
accidents,  they  are  not  universally  desired,  and  couragement  that  a  new  species  can  be  cre- 
marriages  are  not  arranged  with  reference  to  ated  by  selection, 
producing  the  best  specimens  of  our  kind. 

The  families  of  the  economically  better  classes  What  We  Know  From  Sioek- Breeding 
are  not  as  large  as  they  were  fifty  years  ago, 

and  the  sartie  is  true  of  the  more  capable  ar-  Nature  has  been  working  a  long  time  at 

tisan  and  working  classes,  while  the  families  species  and  they  are  now  practically  finished. 
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It  has  been  calculated  that  historical  time  around  dog,  the  cur  is  hardly  surpassed.  We 
compares  with  geological  time  (if  the  former  is  also  use  the  word  "thoroughbred"  as  denoting 
reckoned  at  6,000  years)  as  five  seconds  to  a  the  highest  degree  of  excellence,  but  the  thor- 
day  of  twenty-four  hours.  At  a  late  but  still  oughbred  racing  horse  is  the  poorest  animal  of 
distant  point  in  geological  time  life  appeared  its  species  ever  bred  for  general  uses.  Mr. 
on  the  earth,  and  in  countless  places,  during  Speed  says:  "The  thoroughbred  horse  is  far 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  years,  nature  has  from  a  good  animal  for  anything  but  racing, 
through  trial  and  error  developed  millions  of  He  is  a  long-legged  fellow,  very  nervous,  lack- 
animal  species,  and  among  them  man.  In  ing  in  stamina,  and  notoriously  unsound,  so 
him  she  seems  to  have  practically  reached  the  that  ...  he  usually  runs  to  the  end  of 
limit  of  her  materials.  Great  men  lived  be-  his  career  before  he  is  four  years  old,  very  fre- 
fore  Agamemnon,  and  modem  times  have  quently,  indeed,  before  he  is  three."  The 
produced  no  greater  minds  than  those  of^  stock-breeder  breeds  for  points,  not  for  gen- 
Plato  and  Socrates.  The  general  average  eral  utility,  and  the  disproportionate  develop- 
of  health,  vigor,  manhood  and  mentality  can  ment  of  a  single  point  is  usually  at  the  sacrifice 
be  raised  by  breeding,  and  possibly  the  per-  of  other  qualities.  Stock-breeding,  therefore, 
centage  of  Ulustrious  minds,  but  the  general  does  not  encourage  us  to  hope  that  the  hvunan 
pattern  of  mind  cannot  be  changed.  I  think  mind  will  be  revolutionized  by  breeding, 
what  I  have  said  about  primitive  man's  power 

of  invention  is  enough  to  indicate  that  he  had  Exactly  What  You  Can  Hand  Down  to  Yoar 
a  very  good  mind  indeed,  and  personally  I  see  ChUd 
no  reason  to  think  that  the  mind  has  im- 
proved since  those  prehistoric  times.  That  There  is  still  another  limit  to  the  possibili- 
the  number  and  range  of  mental  acts  has  ties  of  breeding  which  the  eugenists  are  pre- 
vastly  extended  there  can  be  no  doubt,  and  pared  to  accept,  but  which  I  believe  the  gen- 
the  sum  of  knowledge  is  immensely  enlarged,  eral  public  is  not.  There  is  no  hope  that  the 
but  this  means  merely  an  improved  state  of  improvement  made  in  the  individual  during 
knowledge,  not  a  different  quality  of  mind.  his  life  will  be  transmitted  to  his  children.   No 

In  the  field  of  domestic  animals  there  has  development  of  the  body  through  healthful  ex- 
been  no  limit  to  the  nature  of  experiments  ercise,  no  improvement  in  aesthetic  taste  or 
which  man  was  able  to  try,  and  no  end  of  ex-  moral  feeling,  and  no  skill  attained  by  long 
periments  tried,  in  the  effort  to  produce  new  practice  will  leave  a  mark  on  the  next  genera- 
forms,  but  even  under  conditions  so  favorable  tion.  If  you  cut  off  the  tails  of  twenty  gener- 
to  control,  the  results  have  been  very  far  from  ations  of  mice,  as  Weismann  did,  there  will  be 
radical,  especially  so  far  as  mental  qualities  never  a  tailless  mouse  bom  of  them  all.  If 
are  concerned.  The  dog  approaches  man  io  a  man  is  bora  with  six  fingers,  it  is  entirely 
intelligence,  and  the  horse  is  among  the  in-  probable  that  his  children  will  have  six  fingers, 
telligent  animals,  but  no  horse  or  dog  has  ever  He  brought  these  fingers  into  the  world  with 
been  able  to  speak  or  count.  The  owner  of  him  and  they  will  pass  on  in  his  line  or  tend  to 
Clever  Hans  actually  thought  this  horse  could  do  so.  But  you  might  prune  all  the  limbs  of 
count.  If  the  owner  asked  him  to  add  two  both  parents  without  affecting  so  much  as  one 
and  three  he  would  move  his  hoof  five  times,  digit  of  the  child.  There  are  men,  in  this  coun- 
and  he  wodld  do  this  if  a  stranger  proposed  it.  try  even,  whose  ancestors  in  direct  line  for  eight 
But  what  he  actually  did  was  to  observe  that  generations  or  more  have  been  collie  men,  but 
the  man  made  a  slight,  unintentional  and  al-  these  men  have  not  heaped  Ossa  oil  Pelion,  in- 
most imperceptible  inclination  of  the  head  teUectually  speaking.  If  the  results  c  f  the  train- 
when  five  was  reached.  The  man  knew  when  ing  of  their  forefathers  had  come  down  to 
to  stop,  and  the  horse  got  the  cue  from  him.  them  they  would  be  at  least  intellectual  giants, 
When  two  scientists,  each  ignorant  of  the  num-  forming  an  aristocracy  of  learning  so  elevated 
ber  the  other  would  give,  whispered  two  num-  that  the  son  of  the  unlettered  man  could  not 
bers  in  either  ear  of  the  horse,  neither  of  the  hope  to  enter  it.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  they 
men  knew  when  to  stop  and  neither  did  the  are  usually  ordinary  gentlemen  of  intelligence 
horse.  He  went  on  stamping.  It  was  very  and  civic  worth,  but  it  is  more  than  probable 
clever  of  the  horse  to  notice  the  movement  of  that  the  son  of  the  immigrant,  or  the  country 
the  head,  but  it  was  not  counting.  boy,  if  he  comes  within  striking  distance  of 

Great  variety  in  size  and  disposition  has  college   at   all,    will   make   a   more   brilliant 

been  secured  in  dogs  by  selection,  and  this  record.     To  him  the  college  represents  an  un- 

could  be  done  in  man  also,  but  it  is  significant  usual  opportunity,  and  he  is  stimulated  pro- 

that  for  all-around  intelligence  and  as  an  all-  foundly  by  it,  while  the  traditional  coUege  goer 
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takes  the  matter  very  calmly  and  even  indif-  must  therefore  content  itself  with  the  selec- 

ferently.  tion  of    congenital    characters.      And    there 

The  only  exception  admitted  at  present  to  is  no  doubt  that  in  this  respect  the  limits 

the  rule  that  individual  practice  and  experi-  of    variation    are    very    wide,    though    the 

ence  are  not  transmitted  is  in  such  cases  as  bad    variations  are   as  conspicuous   as*  the 

chronic    alcoholism  and  syphilis,  where  the  good  ones. 

poison  drenches  the  system  so  thoroughly  as  To  begin  with  the  most  unfit  variations,  we 

to  reach   the   reproductive   germ  itself.     Of  have  the  idiots  who  have  not  enough  equip- 

course,  if  the  parents  are  ill-nourished  or  in  ment  to  do  normal  work,  the  imbeciles  who 

feeble  health  the  child  will  probably  be  bom  have  a  little  more  mental  outfit  but  still  not 

ill-nourished  or  even  dead.     In  that  case  the  suflScient,  though  they  may  perhaps  be  taught 

reproductive  germ  has  been  ill-nourished,  but  to  do  a  third,  a  half  or  even  two-thirds  of  the 

this  is  quite  a  different  thing  from  the  trans-  work  of  a  normal  person,  and  the  insane 

mission  of  practice.    So  far  as  reproduction  is  whose  minds  are  often  brilliant  enough,  but 

concerned  our  acquired  characters  lie  on  us  defective,  unbalanced  or  injured,  so  that  they 

almost  as  lightly  as  our  clothing — more  lightly,  do  not  correspond  to  the  world  as  it  is  actu- 

in  fact,  than  some  of  it,  for  the  corset  of  the  ally  made  up  and  carried  on.    Next  above  the 

mother  leaves  no  furrow  on  the  waist  of  the  insane,  in  the  possession  of  remarkable  mental 

child,  though  it  may  impair  the  child's  gen-  qualities,  are  the  prodigies  in  whom  some  one 

eral  vitality.    All  of  the  novels  and  all  the  faculty  is  overdeveloped  to  the  disadvantage 

psychology  and  pedagogy  assuming  the  trans-  or  sacrifice  of  the  others.     Notable  among 

mission  of  the  memory  of  definite  acts  to  the  the  prodigies  are  the  lightning  calculators, 

child  are  without  foundation  in  fact,  and  aU  Prodigious  mathematical  ability  is  not  always 

stories  of  "prenatal  influence,"  or  the  mark-  associated  with  defective  mentality  along  other 

ing  of  the  child  by  an  accident  to  the  mother,  lines,  but  it  is  usually  associated  with  at  least 

are  "old  wives' fables."  mediocrity. 

Jwttt  Where  Hereditary  influence  Comem  In  Some  InteremHng  Mathematical  Minde 

This  is  not  to  deny  at  all  the  fact  of  he-  Above    the   prodigies   we    next   find   true 

reditary  influence.    It  simply  means  that  chil-  genius,  and  strongly  marked  expressions  of 

dren  tend  to  be  bom  as  their  parents  were  at  this  are  also  found  along  mathematical  lines, 

birth,  and  not  as  they  were  in  later  life.    But  Between  400  and  450  students  take  degrees  at 

to  many  minds  it  seems  a  very  hopeless  view,  the  University  of  Cambridge  annually,  and  of 

and  even  Herbert  Spencer  was  peculiarly  dis-  these  about  100  gain  honors  in  mathematics, 

tressed  when  it  was  definitely  set  forth  and  About  forty  of  these  honor  men  are  distin- 

emphasized  in  the  works  of  August  Weismann.  guished  by  the  title  of  "wranglers,"  and  it  is 

What  hope   have  we  then  of  progress,   he  very  creditable  to  be  even  a  low  wrangler, 

asked,  if  the  effects  of  education  are  not  tran&-  The  examinations  are  marked  by  points,  and 

mitted  ?    But  the  answer  is  simple  enough,  there  is  practically  no  limit  to  the  number  of 

Intellectual  progress  will  be  secured  if  each  points  a  man  may  make,  because  the  work  is 

generation  adds  something  to  the  knowledge  of  such  a  nature  that  no  one  can  possibly  do 

already  on  hand  and  transfers  more  of  it  and  it  all  in  the  time  allowed.    In  one  of  these  ex- 

by  better  methods  to  the  child.    This  would  aminations,  reported  by  Professor  Galton,  the 

be  progress  even  if  all  children  were  bom  alike,  senior  wrangler  obtained  9,422   points,   the 

The  only  other  way  is  to  breed  for  "congeni-  second  man  5,642,  and  the  lowest  honor  man 

tal"  qualities,  as  the  stock  breeders  do,  and  309.    In  another  year  the  senior  wrangler  ob- 

this  is  the  principle  on  which  eugenics  is  based,  tained    7,634    points,    the    second    wrangler 

The  breeder  of  animals  merely  watches  for  4,123,  and  the  lowest  man  in  the  list  of  honors 

what   happens   in   reproduction,    and   mates  only  237.     "  Consequently  the  senior  wrangler 

those  animals  which  have  the  qualities  which  obtained  nearly  twice  as  many  marks  as  the 

he  desires  to  perpetuate  and  develop.    Cer-  second  wrangler  and  more  than  thirty-two 

tainly  a  racing  mare  has  to  be  tested  to  de-  times  as  many  as  the  lowest  man."    The  ex- 

termine  whether  she  has  extraordinary  racing  aminers  say  that  the  system  b  fair  go  far  as 

talents,  and  it  is  even  advisable  to  see  whether  the  lower  candidates  are  concerned,  but  un- 

she  has  the  speed  to  lower  records,  but  whether  fair  to  the  higher,  for  the  lower  man  has  to 

the  horse  is  raced  much  or  little  has  no  effect  work  his  way  to  his  conclusions,  while  the  man 

on  the  colt.  of  genius  sees  his  way  through,  and  merely 

So  far  as  breeding  is  concerned  eugenics  sets  down  the  result. 
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What  »  GmmoM  ?  venture   to   think   that   the   most   important 

thing  is  to  breed  for  high  grade  all-around 

Some  of  these  students  have,  of  course,  gone  ability.    The  bias  in  this  or  that  direction  is 

in  for  mathematics  more  heavily  than  others,  bound   to   be   present   in   some  degree.     In 

but,  taking  any  view  you  please  of  it,  there  is  horse  phraseology,  the  thoroughbred  is  not  so 

an  immense  difference  between  individuals  in  desirable  as  the  Kentucky  saddle-horse — well 

respect  to  mathematical  aptitude.     And  simi-  bred,  but  not  excessively,  of  good  disposition 

lar  differences  are  found  in  other  fields,  par-  and  great  endurance,  and  capable  of  going  as 

ticularly  the  artistic.    Now  the  perilous  point  many  as  five  gaits. 

about  genius,  taken  in  this  sense,  is  that  it  is  There  is  also  a  natural  but  short-sighted  and 
the  result  of  bad  balance  in  the  mental  facul-  mistaken  tendency  to  associate  "civic  worth" 
ties  and  approaches  the  danger  line  which  in-  with  success  and  social  distinction,  and  to 
sanity  has  crossed.  The  social  value  of  the  identify  poverty  and  failure  with  inferior  bio- 
genius  lies  in  the  fact  that  he  is  a  specialist  by  logical  worth  and  unfitness  to  reproduce  the 
destiny.  Other  specialists  have  chosen  their  species.  And  there  is  an  element  of  truth  in 
line  of  work.  He  can  do  but  one  thing.  AU  this  view,  for  the  more  efficient  persons  do  tend 
specialists,  indeed,  work  in  imitation  of  the  to  better  their  social  position.  Naturally,  also, 
genius — that  is,  they  do  not  use  all  their  facul-  the  unfit  elements  of  society  tend  to  locate  them- 
ties,  and  they  lead  on  that  account  a  patho-  selves  among  the  poor,  unless  sustained  by  in- 
logical  life.  We  regard  specialization  so  highly  herited  wealth,  but  it  .is  also  true  that  in  the 
that  we  never  think  of  it  as  anything  out  of  lower  social  grades,  imperfect  nutrition,  defec- 
the  way,  but  to  the  Oriental  who  has  not  gone  tive  hygiene,  inadequate  clothing,  bad  sur- 
in  for  it,  gluing  your  eye  to  a  microscope  day  roundings  and  bad  family  influences  are  enough 
in  and  day  out.  or  collecting  and  classifying  to  doom  the  best  germ  from  the  start, 
insects,  always  insects  and  nothing  but  insects, 
seems  a  sort  of  madness.  "A  Gai  for  the  Broihei-a  Boy  for  ihm 

I  would  even  go  so  far  as  to  say,  as  Seneca  PmnHentiary  " 
said  many  hundred  years  ago,  that  "there  is 

no  great  genius  without  a  piixture  of  mad-  Let  us  look  at  the  facts  about  the  life  of  the 

ness."    There  are  men  of  iUustrious  talents,  poor.    The  conditions  in  the  bad  quarters  of 

generous  natural   endowment,   extraordinary  our  cities  are  so  horribly  bad  that  life  could 

capacity  for  concentration,  and  that  "infinite  not  exist  if  they  were  worse.     In  his  great 

capacity  for  taking  pains "  which  Carlyle  calls  work  on  London,  Mr.  Charles  Booth  has  di- 

genius,  who  are  not  geniuses  at  all.    They  are  vided  the  population  of  East  London  (909,000) 

such  men  as  Washington,  Lincoln  and  Dar-  into  eight  classes  on  the  basis  of  family  in- 

win.     Their  work  simulates  that  of  genius,  comes.     Not  until  he  reaches  the  fifth  class 

and  has  been  of  more  value  on  the  whole  to  (337,000)  does  he  find  families  with  a  weekly 

society  than  that  of  genius,  but  they  are  not  income  of  from  22  to  30  shillings,  and  regu- 

predestined  and  limited  to  any  one  line  of  larly  enough  to  eat.    The  fourth  class  (129,- 

mental  work.    They  are  sound — that  is,  un-  000)  he  calls  "poor,"  none  of  the  families  ris- 

der  their  own  control.  ing  above  poverty  unless  by  the  earnings  of 

the    children.    The   third    class    (75,000)    is 

The  Kind  of  Men  We  Ought  to  Breed  poorer  still.     The  second  class  (100,000)  with 

family  incomes  falling  much  below  18  to  21 

Now,  admitting  that  thelfe  is  great  vari-  shillings  weekly,  he  calls  **very  poor,"  and 
ability  among  men,  and  that  mental  qualities  "living  in  a  state  of  chronic  want."  For  the 
tend  to  transmit  themselves  by  precisely  the  first  class  (11,000)  he  finds  no  adequate  de- 
same  laws  as  physical  qualities,  it  still  remains  scription.  "Their  life  is  the  life  of  savages, 
a  very  delicate  question  for  the  eugenists  to  .  .  .  From  these  come  the  battered  figures 
formulate  a  program  for  breeding  men  which  who  slouch  through  the  streets,  and  play  the 
will  represent  what  society  most  needs.  Will  beggar  or  the  bully,  or  help  to  soil  the  record 
it  breed  for  the  genius  or  for  the  man  of  all-  of  the  unemployed.  .  .  .  They  degrade 
around  ability,  for  the  unstable  or  the  stable  whatever  they  touch,  and  as  individuals  are 
product?  The  human  mind  is  a  highly  un-  perhaps  incapable  of  improvement." 
stable  arrangement  under  any  circumstances  The  head  master  of  one  of  the  London 
when  compared  with  what  Schopenhauer  calls  schools,  containing  above  400  children,  re- 
the  "dry  seriousness  of  the  horse."  Its  effi-  ported  to  the  County  Council  for  1905  that 
ciency  depends  on  its  instability.  But  to  the  clothing  of  7.4  per  cent,  of  the  boys  was 
breed  for  instability  would  be  dangerous.     I  "the  scantiest  possible — e.g.,  one  ragged  coat 
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buttoned  up  and  practically  nothing  found  be-  him  in  favorable  conditions  and  there  is  a  fair  chance 

neath  it;  and  boots  either  absent  or  repre-  ?f  his  developing  his  potentialities  and  of  his  growing 

4.  A  ui  «  .v^ooe  r^(  w^^c  f;^  „rx^«  ♦k^  ^^* >» .  ^^^^  resemblancc  with  the  best  of  his  ancestors.     The 

sented  by  a  mass  of  rags  tied  upon  the  feet  ';  essential  thing  therefore  is  not  so  much  the  selection 

that  the  clothing  of  34.8  per  cent,  was  "insuf-  of  particular  individuals   (every  individual  having 

ficient  to  retain  animal  heat  and  needed  urjint  probably  latent  qualities  of  the  best  kind)  as  creating 

remedy";  of  45.0  it  was  "poor  but  passable,  °^  favorable  conditions  for  the  development  of  the 

ij       A     Zu™  w»«,,^  o,,u  ,.rUk  o^^^  o*  K^^^    qualities.     Marry    Hercules    with    Juno,    and 

an  old  and  perhaps  ragged  suit  with  some  at-  XpoUo  with  Venus,  and  put  them  in  slums-their 

tempt  at  proper  underclothing."  On  the  children  will  be  stunted  in  growth,  rickety  and  con- 
score  of  cleanliness  he  reported  11  i>er  cent,  of  sumptive.  On  the  other  hand,  take  the  miserable 
theboysas"very  dirty  and  verminous";  34.7  ?^"™  dwellers  j>«^  of  their  noxious  surroundings, 
*  u  it  i^«.u*o  ««^  Ur^Ant  «,^*«  /:Zf,r  house,  feed,  and  clothe  them  well,  give  them  plenty 
per  cent,  whose     clothes  and  body  were  dirty  ^^  i^ght,  air  and  leisure,  and  their  ^Indchildrcn,  per- 

but    not    verminous";    42.5    per    cent,    were  haps  already  their  children,  will  reproduce  the  type 

"passably  clean  for  boys";  and  "12  per  cent,  of  the  fine  tall  Saxons  and  Danes  of  whom  they  are 

clean    above    the    average."     In     1006    the  the  o£Fspring     Eugenics,  in  order  to  modify  the  as- 

iiTi'                n        -«««    „,uZ   ,^-«:4.    ♦u^    T  ^«^^«  P^t  and  value  of  the  nation  must  amehorate  not 

"Ringworm"   nurses  who  visit  the   London  ^^^  select  groups,  but  the  bulk  of  the  people,  and 

schools    to    inspect    for    dirt    and   disease    re-  this  aim  is  not  to  be  attained  by  trying  to  influence 

ported  that  of  119,762  children  examined,  67,-  the  love-life  of  the  masses.    It  can  be  approached 

^87  were  clean,  8,365  partiaUy  cleansed,  and  °°.Jy.  ^7  elevating  their  standard  of  life.    Redeem  the 

'^   '                        1     1^   ^  r            J                        ,  millions  of  their  harrowins  care,  give  them  plenty  of 

44,010  were  verminous.     Of  the  42,140  tn-  good  food  and  rational  RygienicS,  and  allow  their 

/fl«/j  examined,  29,675  w«r«verm*noM5.  Would  natural  sympathies  to  work  out  their  matrimonial 

any  man  think  of  raising  stock  under  such  choice,  and  you  will  have  done  all  the  eugenics  that 

conditions?     And  yet  it  is  the  EngHsh  who  '^  ^^^^^y  ^^  strengthen,  embellish  and  ennoble  the 

V             'j^Li      j4.-.*u«*  *u^  «,^-«*  «i^  race.     In  one  word:  Eugenics,  to  be  largely  efficient, 

have  raised  the  loudest  cry  that  the  worst  ele-  ^^^  ^  considered  not^as  a  biologicaf  but  as  an 

ments  of  society  are  increasing  and  that  their  economical  question, 
race  is  deteriorating. 

In  America  conditions  in  the  country  are  This  is  also  what  Emerson  means  when  he. 
comparatively  good,  but  a  police  justice  in  says:  "If  a  man  is  sick,  is  unable,  is  mean- 
New  York  city  recently  said:  "There  are  spirited  and  odious,  it  is  because  there  is  so 
thousands  of  families  in  this  city— I  had  al-  much  of  his  natiffe  which  is  unlawfully  with- 
most  said  a  majority— where  the  rearing  of  holden  from  him."  And  the  man  who  suffers 
two  more  children  means  a  girl  for  the  brothel  injustice  from  society  is  also  a  danger  to 
and  a  boy  for  the  penitentiary."  School  offi-  soaety. 
cials  have  recently  reported  to  the  Board  of 

Education  that  5,000  children  who  attend  the  Th*  Dmmocracy  of  the  Human  Mind 
schools  of  Chicago  are  habitually  hungry,  and 

at  least  10,000  other  children  attend  school  I  have  presented  the  view  of  Nordau  thus 

without  having  sufficient  nourishment.     One  fully  not  because  I  think  he  is  right  in  deny- 

of  the  officers  also  reports  that  "many  have  ing  the  possibility  of  improving  the  race  by 

no  beds  to  sleep  in;  that  the  majority  of  the  breeding  (and  I  think  the  considerations  I 

indigent  children  live  in  damp,  unclean  or  have  presented  up  to  this  point  indicate  that 

overcrowded  homes  that  lack  proper  ventila-  he  is  not),  but  because  I  think  it  is  possible  to 

tion  or  sanitation,  that  children  often  beg  mer-  overestimate  biological  heredity  in  comparison 

chants  for  decayed  fruit  and  even  for  dead  with  social  heredity.    I  think  the  masses  of 

fowl  in  crates,  and  that  they  search  for  stray  humanity  are  essentially  sound,  but  starved 

crusts."  mothers   produce    starved    offspring,    vicious 

Now,  it  is  abnost  as  hopeless  to  attempt  to  surroundings   produce   criminals,   and   much 

grow  human  life  in  the  slums  as  to  grow  disease,  intemperance,  bad  morab  and  intel- 

grain  among  rank  weeds  or  in  a  cellar.     Some  lectual  and  social  unfitness  are  the  symptoms 

scientists,  indeed,  take  the  extreme  view  that  of  evil  sodal  conditions.     There  are  biological 

the  only  important  side  of  eugenics  is  the  variations  toward  the  good  and  toward  the 

economic.     In  a  communication  to  the  Eu-  bad  in  all  the  social  grades,  and  the  eugenists 

genie  Society,  Dr.  Nordau  says:  must  give  a  great  part  of  their  interest  to 

social  hygiene,  along  with  their  efforts  to  se- 

Actually  eveiy  European  nation  represents  a  mix-  ^^ct  the  germ.     If  all  members  of  society  had 

ture,  different  in  proportion  only,  of  all  the  races  of  equal  opportunities,  then  it  would  perhaps  be 

Europe  and  probably  some  of  Asia  and  Northern  good  eugenics  to  breed  from  the  higher  social 

Africa.     Probably  every  European   has  in   his  an-  rrj^fjgg 

cestry  representatives  of  a  great  number  of  human  ^  t                 r        j                  n                            1     *  j 

types,  good  and  indifferent  ones.    He  is  the  bearer  I^  a  profound  sense  all  races  are  selected 

of  all  the  potentialities  of  the  species.    .    .    .    Place  Stock,  very  rigorously  selected  in  the  struggle 
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for  existence.    There  is  no  man  living  to-day  mantic  impulses  in  marriage.     But  the  his- 

who  did  not  have  superior  ancestors.     The  in-  tory  of  society  shows  fortunately  that  there  is 

ferior  did  not  live  and  produce.     There  are  no  sentiment  too  difficult  for  introduction  and 

few  things  in  the  w^orld  so  democratic  as  the  acceptance. 

himian  mind — that  is,  so  evenly  distributed  Many  of  the  feelings  which  seem  to  us  most 
through  the  whole  population  in  its  fitness  and  fundamental  and  innate  are  of  the  nature  of 
unfitness  and  so  inclined  to  preserve  its  nor-  acquired  tastes.     Most  of  our  food  sentiments 
mality.     If  the  reproductive  germ  is  so  deep  are  acquired,  as  is  apparent  in  our  acceptance 
seated  that  it  is  not  harmed  by  bodily  mutila-  of  the  hog  and  rejection  of  the  horse  as  food, 
lions  neither  is  it  touched  by  outrageous  for-  He  was  indeed  "a  bold  dog  who  first  swal- 
tune.    The  mind  may  remain  ignorant  and  lowed  an  oyster."    Some  savage  tribes  have 
the  body  underfed  for  centuries  and  yet  come  a  horror  of  fish  as  food,  and  others  who  eat 
to  their  own  finally  with  proper  education  and  human  flesh  without  any  qualms  have  as  deep 
feeding.     And  it  is  fortunate  that,  like  Job,  a  prejudice  against  eating  an  egg  as  we  have 
they  can  wait  until  their  change  cometh — until  against  cannibalism.    An  egg  does  not  seem 
institutions  become  as  truly  democratic  as  the  to  them  an  object  to  be  eaten,  and  if  you 
mind  itself.    For  if  those  families  which  in  think  of  it  a  moment  it  is  quite  possible  to 
historical  time  have  risen  to  eminence  and  take  that  view  of  an  egg.     The  feelings  about 
wealth,  or  have  been  thrust  upward,  some-  marriage  are  equally  variable.     The  women 
times  through  the  laudable  thrift  and  energy  of  some  tribes  will  if  possible  have  it  made 
of  one  of  their  members,  sometimes  through  part  of  the  marriage  agreement  that  the  hus- 
his  unscrupulousness  and  violence,  had  in-  band  will  marry  an  additional  wife  as  soon  as 
herited  the  results  of  their  special  opportuni-  possible.     They  want  the  company  and  help 
ties  along  with  their  wealth,  and  if  the  minds  of  another  woman.    Our  sentiment  against  the 
of  those  who  have  been  thrust  downward  into  marriage  of  brother  and  sister  is  stronger  than 
hunger,  disease  and  drink  by  the  manipulation  it  could  be  made  by  any  legal  enactment,  and 
of  the  capitalistic  class  had  become  as  bad  as  even   the   feeling   against   marriage   of   first 
their  siuroundings,  there  would  be  indeed  an  cousins  is  so  strong  that  few  persons  so  re- 
aristocracy  of  mind  which  would  make  a  de-  lated  fall  in  love  with  each  other.    Exogamy 
mocracy   unthinkable.     Insteac^  of   being   a  was  a  sentiment  in  tribal  society  as  strong  as 
matter  of  regret,  the  non-inheritability  of  ac-  our  feeling  of  incest,  and  prevented  a  man's 
quired  characters  and  superficial  nature  of  marrying  any  woman  within  his  clan.     If  the 
poverty  are  the  only  sure  guarantees  of  our  whole  feeling  about  marriage  is  thus  movable, 
present  democracy.  it  is  evidently  psychologically  possible  for  eu- 
genics to  become  a  compelling  sentiment. 
Eugenics  and  Marriage  It  may  seem  that  I  have  had  more  to  say 

against  eugenics  than  for  it,  but  nothing  which 

Eugenics  must  join  with  the  other  branches  I  have  said  detracts  in  any  way  from  the  im- 

of  sociology,  and  with  economics,  medicine,  portance  of  the  idea  of  a  more  scientific  and 

civics  and  education  in  the  development  of  sentimental  interest  in  the  child  before  and 

sentiments  and  measures  for  the  better  nur-  after  birth.    And  if  the  proposals  of  eugenics 

ture  of  children.     And  when  this  is  done  much  seem  vague  and  even  its  knowledge  of  he- 

that  is  positively  bad  and  threatening  in  so-  redity  imperfect,  we  must  remember  that  the 

ciety  will  disappear.     On  the  side  of  selective  main  thing  in  progress  is  the  possession  of  im- 

reproduction  it  will  have  to  develop  a  pro-  portant  general  ideas.     The  whole  history  of 

gram  answering  to  all  the  social  facts  and  to  progress  shows  that  the  general  idea  comes 

the  facts  of  heredity.     In  addition  it  will  have  first,  and  its  detailed  and  practical  applica- 

to  develop  a  sentiment  for  those  marriages  tions  are  worked  out  slowly.     Electricity,  evo- 

which  have  good  reproduction  in  view.     It  is  lution,  and  the  germ  theory  of  disease  are 

thought  by  some  that  the  development  of  this  among  the.  ideas  which  have  been  of  great 

latter  sentiment  will  be  difficult  or  impossible,  social  value.     But  they  became  working  ideas 

owing  to  the  unwillingness  of  the  young  peo-  of  considerable  importance  only  recently,  and 

pie  to  act  on  other  than  sentimental  and  ro-  they  are  not  even  yet  completely  understood. 


Mr.  Dooley  on  Woman's  Suffrage 

my  F.  P.  DUNNE 


WELL  sir,"  said  Mr.  Dooley,  "fHrn  th' 
way  this  here  female  sufferage  move- 
ment is  sweepin'  acrost  th'  counthiy  it 
won't  be  long  befure  I'll  be  seein'  ye  an'  ye'er 
wife  sthrollin'  down  th'  sthreet  to  vote  to- 
gether." 

"Niver,"  said  Mr.  Hennessy  with  great  in- 
dignation. "  It  will  niver  come.  A  woman's 
place  is  in  th'  home  darning  her  husband's 
childher,    I  mean " 

No  Longar  "for  Gantlammn  Onfy" 

"  I  know  what  ye  mean,"  said  Mr.  Dooley. 
"  'Tis  a  favrite  argymint  iv  mine  whin  I  can't 
think  iv  annything  lo  say.  But  ye  can't  help 
it,  Hinnessy,  Th'  time  is  near  at  hand  whin 
iliction  day  will  mean  no  more  to  ye  thin  anny 
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other  day  with  th'  fam'ly.  Up  to  th*  prisint 
moment  it  has  been  a  festival  marked:  'For 
gintlemen  on'y.'  It's  been  a  day  whin  sthrong 
men  cud  go  foorth,  unhampered  be  th'  pris- 
ince  iv  ladies,  an'  f'r  th'  honor  iv  their  coun- 
thry  bite  each  other.  It  was  a  day  whin  it 
was  proper  an'  right  f'r  ye  to  slug  ye'er  best 
frind, 

"But  th'  fair  sect  are  goin'  lo  break  into 
this  fine,  manly  spoort  an'  they'll  change  it. 
No  more  will  ye  leap  fr'm  ye'er  bed  on  ilic- 
tion momin',  put  a  brick  in  ye'er  pocket  an' 
go  out  to  bounce  ye'er  impeerj'al  vote  against 
th'  walls  iv  inthrenched  privilege.  No  more 
will  ye  spind  th'  hai)py  momin'  hours  meetin' 
ye'er  frinds  an'  th'  akelly  happy  avenin'  hours 
'  none  but  inimies. 
ir,  in  a  few  years,  as  soon  as  ye've 
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had  ye'er  breakfast,  ye'er  fellow  citizen  who,  their  husband's  names  excipt  what  was  useful 

as  th'  pote  says,  doubles  ye'er  expinses  an'  f  r  alimony. 

divides  ye'er  salary,  will  say  to  ye:  *  Well,  it's  "A  fine  lot  iv  mgged  pathrites  they  were, 

about  time  we  wint  down  to  th'  polls  an'  cast  "  I  used  to  know  wan  iv  thim — Docthor 

my  votes.     An*  I  do  wish  ye'd  tie  ye'er  neck-  Arabella  Miggs — as  fine  an'  old  gintleman  as 

tie  sthraight.     Honorya,   bring  me  me  new  ye  iver  see  in  a  plug  hat,  a  long  coat  an* 

bonnet  an'  me  Cashmere  shawl  an'  get  papa  bloomers.     She  had  ivry  argymint  in  favor  iv 

his  stove  pipe  hat.'    Thin  ye'll  be  walked  female  sufferage  that  ye  iver  heerd,  an'  years 

down  th'  sthreet,  with  a  prodssion  iv  other  ago  she  made  me  as  certain  that  women  were 

married  men  in  their  best  clothes  an'  their  entitled  to  a  vote  as  that  ye  are  entitled  to  my 

wanst  a  week  shoes  that  hurt  their  feet.     Th'  money. 

sthreets  will  look  like  Easter  Sundah.     Ye'll  "  Ye  are  entitled  to  it  if  ye  can  get  it.   They 

meet  ye'er  f rinds  an'  their  wives  comin*  fr'm  ain't  anny  argymint  against  femaie  sufferage 

th' pollin' place  an' talk  with  thim  on  th' comer,  that  wudden't  make  me  lible  to  arrest  ivry 

*  Good  morning,  Michael.'  time  I'm  seen  near  a  pollin'  place.     But  it 

Ah,  good  morning,  Cornelius.'  isn't  argymints  or  statistics  that  alters  things 

"*A  delightful  morning  is  it  not  f'r  th'  ex-  in  th'  wurruld.     Th'  thick  end  iv  a  baseball 

ercise  iv  th'  franchise.'  bat  will  change  a  man's  mind  quicker  an' 

"'Perfect!    Howiver,   I  fear  that   such   a  more  permanently  thin  anny  discoorse. 

morning  may  bring  out  a  large  republican  vote.'  "So  th'  first  iv  thim  lady  suflFerigists  had  a 

"'I  hope  our  frind  Baumgarten  will  sue-  hard  time  iv  it,  an'  little  boys  used  to  go  to 

ceed  in  his  candydacy.'  their  meetings  to  hoot  at  thim,  an'  they  were 

"  *  I  heartily  agree  with  ye — he  will  make  an  took  up  in  th'  sthreet  be  polismen  f'r  pre- 

excellent  coroner,  he's  such  good  company.'  tindin'  to  look  like  gintlemen,  an'  th'  pa-apers 

"'Yes,    indeed,    a   charming   fellow   f'r   a  wud  no  more  think  iv  printin'  their  speeches 

Dutchman.     Cud  I  prevail  on  ye  an'  ye'er  thin  iv  printin'  a  sermon  in  a  church, 

lady  to  come  an'  have  a  tub  iv  ice  cream  sody  "  Now,  be  hivens,   'tis  •  diff'rent.     'Tis  far 

with  us?'  diff'rent.     I  pick  up  th'  pa-apers  an'  read: 

"  *  Thank  ye,  Cornelius,  we  wud  be  delighted,  "  *  Gr-reat  sufferage  revival.     Society  queens 

but  three  is  all  I  can  hold.     Shall  -I  see  ye  at  take   up   th'   cause.     In   th'   magnificent   L. 

th'  magic  lanthem  show  to-night  ?'  Quince  dhrawin'  rooms  iv  Mrs.  Percy  Lum- 

"Th'  pollin'  place  won't  be  in  th'  office  iv  ley's  mansion  in  Mitchigan  avnoo  yesterdah 

a  livry  stable  or  a  barber  shop,  but  in  a  pleas-  afthemoon  wan  iv  th'  most  successful  sufferage 

ant  boodwar.    As  ye  enter  th'  dure  ye  won't  teas  iv  th'  season  was  held.     Mrs.  Lumley, 

say  to  th'  polisman  on  jooty:  *Good  mornin',  who  presided,  was  perfectly  ravishing  in  a 

Pete;  anny  murdhers  so  far?'  blue  tafifeta  which  set  off  her  blonde  beauty  to 

perfection.     She   wore   pearls   an'  carried    a 

Oar  Recent  Importations  in  BaUots  bunch    iv    American   beauty    roses.     On    th' 

platform  with  her  were  Mrs.  Archibald  Fluff, 

"  But  wan  iv  th'  judges  will  come  forward  in  green  bombyzine  with  a  pink  coal  scuttle 

an'  bow  an'  say:  *  Madam,  can  I  show  ye  hat,  Mrs.  Alfonso  Vanboozen  in  a  light  yellow 

annything  in  ballots?    This  blue  is  wan  iv  creation   cut  demi   thrain   an'   manny  other 

our  recent  importations,  but  here  is  a  tasty  l«aders  iv  th'  smart  set. 
thought  in  ecru.     F'r  th'  gintleman  I'd  ricom- 

mind  something  in  dark  brown  to  match  th'  Sending  Yoar  Vote  by  the  Footman 
socks.     Will  that  be  all?    Th'  last  booth  on 

th'  right  is  unoccypied.     Perhaps  ye'er  hus-  "*A  spirited  debate  was  held  over  th'  pint 

band  wud  like  to  look  at  a  copy  iv  th'  Indies  whether  something  shudden't  be  done  to  in- 

Home  Journal  while  ye'er  preparin'  th'  bal-  duce  th'  department  stores  to  put  in  polling 

lots.'  places.     Wan  dhream  iv  beauty  asked  whether 

"Ye  needn't  get  mad  about  it,  Hinnessy.  if  it  rained  iliction  day  wud  th' iliction  be  held 
Ye  might  as  well  face  it.  It's  sure  to  come  or  postponed  f'r  betther  weather.  Th'  chair- 
now  that  I  see  be  th'  pa-apers  that  female  suf-  man  ruled  that  th'  iliction  wud  have  to  go  on 
ferage  has  been  took  up  be  ladies  in  our  best  rain  or  shine.  "  Iv  coorse,"  says  she,  "in  very 
s'ciety.  It  used  to  be  diff'rent.  Th'  time  bad  weather  we  cud  sind  th'  footman  down 
was  whin  th'  on'y  female  sufferigists  that  ye  with  our  votes.  But  we  must  not  expict  to 
iver  see  were  ladies,  Gawd  bless  thim,  that  gain  this  great  reform  without  some  sacrifice, 
bought  their  millinery  th'  same  place  I  buy  (Applause.)  In  anny  case  th'  tilly phone  is 
mine,  cut  their  hair  short,  an'  discarded  all  iv  always  handy." 
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"*A  lady  in  th'  aujeence  wanted  to  know 
how  old  a  lady  wud  have  to  be  befure  she  cud 
vote.  Says  th'  chairman:  **Tobe  effective  th* 
reform  must  be  thorough.  I  am  in  favor  iv 
makin'  it  legal  f 'r  ivry  woman  to  vote  no  mat- 
ther  how  old  she  is  an*  I,  therefore,  wud  put 
th'  maximum  age  at  a  lib'ral  figure,  say  thirty 
years.  This  gives  all  iv  us  a  chance."  (Cheers.) 
Afther  th'  meetin',  a  few  voters  dhropped  in 
f'r  an  informal  dance.  Among  those  presint 
was.' 


against  it  f'r  no  higher  reason  thin  that  it 
made  thim  pay  too  much  f'r  th'  childher's 
shoes  an'  stockin's.  Can  ye  itnagine  anny- 
thing  baser  thin  that,  to  rejooce  a  great  ques- 
tion like  th'  tariff  down  to  a  personal  level, 
take  all  th'  music  an'  pothry  out  iv  it  an'  say: 
'I'm  again  it,  not  because  it  has  lowered  th' 
morality  iv  ivrywan  that  it  has  binifitted,  but 
because  it's  a  shame  that  I  have  to  pay  eighty* 
six  cints  a  pair  f'r  stockin's.' 


"An'  there  ye  are.     Ain't  I  again  female  Ufe  Spent  €Mi  the  Bargain  Counter 

sufferage?    Iv  coorse  I  am.    Th'  place  f'r 

these  spiled  darlings  is  not  in  th'  hurly  burly  ''Women  take  a  selfish  view  iv  life.     But 

iv  life  but  iii  th'  home,  be  th'  fireside  or  above  what  can  ye  expict  fr'm  a  petted  toy  iv  man's 

th'  kitchen  range.     What  do  they  know  about  whim  that  has  spent  most  iv  her  life  thr3rin*  to 

th'  vast  machinery  iv  governmint?    Ye  an'  I,  get  four  dollars  worth  iv  merchandise  f'r  two 

Hinnissy,  are  gifted  with  a  supeeryor  intilli-  dollars  an'  a  half?    Th'  foolish,  impractical 

gence  in  these  matthers.     Our  opposition  to  a  little  fluffy  things!     It  wud  be  a  shame  to  let 

tariff  is  based  on  large  pathriotic  grounds,  thim  hurl  thimsilves  into  th'  coorse  battles  iv 

We  have  thought  th'  subjidc  out  carefully,  ap-  pollyticks.     How  cud  ye  explain  to  wan  iv 

plyin'  to  it  minds  so  sthrong  that  they  cud  these  ideelists  why  we  have  th*  Phlippeens  an' 

crush  a  mountain  an'  so  delicate  that  they  th'  Sandwich  Islands,  an'  why  we  keep  up  a 

cud  pick  up  a  sheet  iv  gold  foil.    We  are  in  navy  to  protict  Denver,  Colorado, 

favor  iv  abolishin'  th'  tariff  because  it  has  "We  don't  hear  much  about  sufferage  up 

thrown  around  this  counthry  a  Chinese  wall;  our  way  in  Ar-rchy  road  an'  th'  ladies  that 

because  we  are  bribed  be  British  goold  fr'm  have  got  out  their  noblest  hats  in  behalf  iv  th* 

th'  Parsee  merchant  who  riprisints  th'  Cobden  cau.se  complain  that  they  can't  stir  up  anny 

Republican  Marchin'  Club  iv  London,  Eng-  excitement  amopg  th'  more  numerous  ladies 

land;  because  th'  foreigner  does  or  does  not  that  prefer  to  v^ar  a  shawl  on  their  heads, 

pay  th'  tax;  because  Sam'l  J.   Tilden  was  Maybe  th'  reason  is  that  these  fair  dhreamers 

again   th'   tariff;   because   th'   ultimate   con-  haven't  been  able  to  figure  out  that  a  vote  is 

sumer  must  be  proticted.  goin'  to  do  thim  anny  good.     P'raps  if  ye 

"Larkin  on  th'  other,  hand,  blessed  with  a  asked  ye'er  wife  about  it  she'd  say: 

republican  intelleck  since  eighteen  eighty  four  " '  Well,  ye've  had  ye'er  vote  f'r  forty  years, 

whin    he    become    a    protectionist    because  F'r  forty  years  ye've  governed  this  counthry 

James  G.  Blaine  was  a  fine  man,  annyway  ye  be  a  freeman's  ballot  an'  ye'er  salary  an'  j)er- 

took  him,  is  in  favor  iv  a  tariff  on  borax,  quisites  at  th'  mills  still  amounts  to  a  dollar 

curled   hair,  copra,  steel  ingots,  an'  art  be-  an'  eighty-five  cints  a  day.     If  a  vote  hasn't 

cause  cheap  clothes  makes  a  cheap  man;  be-  done  ye  anny  more  good  thin  that  I  don't 

cause  th'  star  spangled  banner  an  long  may  think   I   can  spare  time  fr'm   me  domestic 

it   wag;  because   th'   party  that   put   down  jooties  to  use  wan.     I  will  continue  to  look 

th'  rebellyon  an'  stormed  th'  heights  iv  Look^  afther  th'  fam'ly,  which  is  th'  on'y  capital  a 

out  Mountain  an'  sthrewed  th'  bloody  field  iv  poor  man  can  accumylate  to  protict  him  fr'm 

Anteetam  is  th'  same  party  (applause)  that  poverty  in  his  old  age.     I'll  stay  at  home  an' 

to-day  is  upholdin'  th'  tax  on  hides  undher  th'  see  that  th'  boys  an'  girls  are  saved  up  ontil 

leadership  iv  th'  incomp'rable  hero  Seerinio  they  are  old  enough  to  wurruk  f'r  us.    An' 

D.  Payne.     Often  have  I  set  here  listenin'  to  if  ye  want  to  amuse  ye'erself  be  votin'  go 

ye  an'  Larkin  discussin'  this  here  question,  on  an'  do  it.     Ye  need  recreation  wanst  in 

wan  moment  thinkin'  that  I  was  as  fine  a  a  while,  an'  ye'er  vote  don't  do  anny  wan  no 

pathrite  as  th'  goose  that  saved  Rome,  be  harm.' 

payin'  more  f'r  me  pants  thin  they  were  worth  "  I  wudden't  talk  to  me  wife  about  votin' 

an'  another  moment  fearin'  I  was  a  thraitor  anny  more  thin  she'd  talk  to  me  about  thrim- 

to  th'  flag  f'r  buyin'  pants  at  all  undher  this  min'  a  hat,"  said  Mr.  Hennessy. 


accursed  tariff.     Both  iv  ye  want  to  do  what's 
best  f'r  th'  counthry. 

"  But  if  ye  put  th'  question  up  to  th'  ladies, 
if  women  undherstood  th'  tariff,  which  th' 
poor    crathers    don't,    ye'd    find    they    were 


"Well,"  said  Mr.  Dooley,  "if  she  gets  a 
vote  maybe  she'll  thrim  it  to  please  ye. 
Annyhow  it  won't  be  a  bad  thing.  What 
this  country  needs  is  voters  that  knows  some- 
thing about  housekeeping." 
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Letters,  Comments  and  Cm\feawms  from  l^eaders  of  the  ^KCagazine 

\X/Viaf  \X^ill  Mr    Taff  D/>5  probe  was  thrust  into  the  coal  shipixiig  industry, 

wnai    Wlllivir.    IMI  lyor  particularly  in  the  soft  coal  r^ons  of  the  Middle 

_...       .            ..       ...      ....  Atlantic  States,  there  existed  a  condition  of  tirran- 

I  wish  that  the  question  did  not  insist  on  pop-  „.j^,  ^^use  of  power  made  possible  only  through 

ping  up  Its  h^.    I  would  prefer  to  have  no  jj^^  instrumentality  of  thd  liilroad  company,  By 

shadow  of  doubt  about  what  he  will  do.    I  want  f^e  larger  shippers  against  the  smaller,  Vlhich  to 

to  think  that  Mr.  Taft  has  no  more  use  for  Mr.  human  minds  who  aie  tempered  with  a  leason- 

Cannon  than  I  have,  and  that  he  rejoic«  as  I  did  ^^e  measure  of  justice,  wo^dd  seem  almost  in- 

that  Mr.  Aldnch  is  to  retire  to  pnvate  hfe.    I  conceivable 

should  like  to  believe  that  he  had  no  more  sym-  ^  ^^  ^    ^^^  f^^  ^  ^^^^^^  ^f            ^^  ^^^^ 

pathy  with  the  gipup  of  free  and  near-free  senators  ^  in  the  handling  of  a  railroad  business  where 

than  he  had  with  the  Aldnch-Elkins-Penrose  com-  f^^  ;„  ^j^^j,    (^^^  ^j^  jj,e  methods  commonly 

buiation,  that  he  woidd  rather  see  an  insuigen  ^„j  flagrantly  used  by  all  common  carriers  en- 

than  a  stand-patter.    Birt  it  does  not  look  so  just  ^  j^  ^^^^  handling  of  coal  shipments, 

now  m   Washington.    The  two  most  frequent  <*  ^^^  -^  ^  ^„^^^  ,^.  ^^  j^^^  ^^^^  ^ 

callera  at  the  White  Hou^  are  Mwsrs.  Cannon  ,         ^^,  ^^^  ^^j  j,ig  j^j,       '^^  -^  ^^ 

and  Aldnch,  and  the  faithful  are  taking  their  cue  j^f^j            ^^^  ^    ^r.  Brown  has  opened 

from  them.    The  free  men  and  revolted  are  not  ^   g„^„     ,,„t    ^^^  ^jg  ^^            ^^j^  ^^^^ 

called  as  yet.    It  looks  very  much  as  if  the  day  j^          '^                              i       r      j 

of  reaction  had  come.    That  its  headquarters  The  time  has  now  come  for  Mr.  Brown  to  make 

w«*e  at  the  Presidential  mansion.  p^      requisition  upon  the  nearest  railroad  official 

Mr.  Tirft's  present  relations  are  of  mfimte  im-  f^^^  ^^p" ,    „f  ^  ^^^  ^^e  nearest  official  in 

portance  beause  upon  Mr.  Taft  s  present  ad-  ^,,         ^{"^^  ^^^^^  -^  the  yard  master,  who, 

yisets  depends  the  kind  of  tanfl  bill  the  country  „    „*     ^ting  Mr.  Brown's  request,  immediately 

IS  to  get    He  is  pledged  -to  an  honest  revision  ^^^  f^e  superintendent  of  the  division  stating 

downward-to  a  revision  which  cuts  duti«  on  the  jhe   circumstances   and   asking   for  instructions 

necessanes  of  life,  and  that  means  one  which  first  y,\ax  to  do 

of  all,  I  should  say,  gn;es  the  average  man  cheaper  ^he  usual  method  was  to  give  Mr.  Brown  the 

woolen  garmcnts-which  the  Payne  biU  does  not  ^^^  ^^^^er  of  cars  that  he  requested,  and  to 

do-to  a  revision  which  gives  hm  the  advantage  ^r.  Brown  this  seemed  quite  enrouraging.    He 

"[  ^^  *"**^!f**  •"•nbf'-free  irjn  ore-which  immediately  loads  up  the  care  and  starts  them  for 

the  Payne  bill  does  do,  but  to  prevent  which  the  j^^  Eastern  market,  where  he  has  contracted  for 

usual  raid  has  been  organized.    What  will  Mr.  j^e  daily  output  of  his  mine,  at  $1.50  per  ton 

Taft  do?    WiU  he  in  the  interests  of  party  peace  j  ^  ^^  ^^e  cars  at  the  mines, 

-and  dishonor--oompromise  on  the  downward  j^  ^„„^  ^^  ^  ^^  ^      the  cars  reach  the 

cute--let  the  swindler  stand,  overlook  the  jokers  g^,      ^^ere  the  weigh  master  immediately  cuts 

which  are  hidden  in  the  schedule  jungles  or  will  them  out,  and  wires  the  superintendent,  stating 

he  veto  any  bill  which  is  not  frankly  m  the  the  circumstances  with  whiA  that  official  is  al- 

interest  of  the  awrage  man  ?  ^^^^  q^itg   familiar,  and  asks  for  instructions. 

A  1  ARiPP  Keformek.  jje  gets  the  reply  to  pursue  the  usual  course. 

The  weigh  master  then  wires  the  yard  master 

—                I           iioii/~<i  ^^  originating  office  for  a  complete  history  of  Mr. 

fxOOSeVclt  and  the  Sinall  C<OaI  Brown,  stating  that  inasmuch  as  he  is  not  familiar 

Qi  •  with  this  shipper  it  will  be  necessary  for  him  to 

(Snippers  prepay  his  freight,  as  he  has  no  credit  standing 

with  the  railroad  company;  this  notwithstanding 

It  is  hardly  to  be  expected  that  one  who  did  not  the  lading  of  each  car  b  worth  three  times  the 

agree  with  the  Roosevelt  administration  politically  freight  charges  and  going  to  a  regular  established 

would  find  much  if  anything  to  commend  in  the  agency. 

achievements  of  the  past  seven  years  of  its  reign  To  Mr.  Brown,  who  is  j'ust  getting  his  eye  teeth 

in  Washington.                                   '  cut,  this  is  a  new  and  entirely  unexpected  sensa- 

It  is,  however,  my  desire  to  bury  partisanship  tion,  but  rather  than  lose  time  and  money  he  pro- 

and  take  up  what  to  my  mind  stands  out  most  ceeds  to  meet  this  unj'ust  requirement  on  the  part 

prominently  as  one  of  the  greatest  achievements  of  the  railroad  company,  and  if  his  finances  hold 

of  the  strenuous  reign.  out  too  long  the  car  supply  is  discontinued  sud- 

Before    the    interstate    commerce    commission  denly. 
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All  the  inquiries  he  makes  of  the  yard  master  to  assert  that  Congress  represents  the  people.    It 

elidt  no  information,  and  he  finally  goes  to  the  represents  neither  their  wisdom,  nor  their  folly, 

superintendent,  who  informs  him  that  he  has  or-  nor  their  wishes.     Roosevelt's  strength  lay  in  the 

ders  from  the  master  of  transportation  at  head-  fact  that  the  people  felt  he  represented  them,  while 

quarters  to  discontinue  the  car  supply  until  fur-  Congress  did  not. 

ther  notice,  and  that  he  had  better  go  direct  to        The   masses   are    utterly   helpless   before   the 

headquarters  for  any  information  he  may  desire,  classes  until  the  former  get  a  leader;  then  the 

To  this  higher  official  he  goes,  and  with  much  classes  are  helpless  before   them.    Are  we  ap- 

difficulty  gets  an  interview,  only  to  be  informed  proaching  the  time  when  the  only  form  of  de- 

that,  inasmuch  as  the  railroad  is  short  of  equip-  mocracy  possible  among  us  will  be  that  form  in 

ment,  they  found  it  is  necessary  to  cut  him  out  of  which  the  masses  have  a  leader — which  form  is 

cars.    The  interview  ends  as  it  began,  with  no  usually  called  a  despotism?  W.  C.  Rose. 

results  but  untold  misery  for  Mr.  Brown,  who 

"''H/^J.r^'r  Ke"untii  his  rival  in  the      ^he  Farmer'*  Daughter  to  the 

coal  business,  visits  him  and  inquires  as  to  what  JodIcSS   Mdll 

the  trouble  is  that  he  is  not  working.    The  rival 

is,  of  course,  very  familiar  with  the  cause  of  the       I  have  just  read  the  article  entitled  "Looking 

trouble,  having  made  the  balls  for  the  conflict,  for  a  Job'*  in  the  April  nimiber  of  your  magazine, 

although  the  firing  was  done  by  the  railroad  com-  I  am  greatly  interested  in  the  problem  of  the  un- 

pany.    The  interview  winds  up  by  Mr.   Jones  employed  from  the  other  side.     I  do  not  wish  to 

offering  Mr.  Brown  ninety  cents  per  ton  f.  o.  b.  say  that  the  author  of  that  article  does  not  know 

cars  at  the  mines.    Mr.  Brown  becomes  very  in-  what  he  is  talking  about;  he  knows  the  condition 

dignant,  saying  that  he  could  not  think  of  it,  as  of  the  laborer  of  medium  ability  in  the  dties  far 

he  can  get  $1.50  per  ton  for  his  output  at  open  better  than  I.    But  when  it  comes  to  a  question 

market.    But  Jones  says:  "You  cannot  get  the  of  daily  bread,  and  clothes  to  wear,  I  should  like 

cars,  and  if  you  sell  me  your  output  I  will  keep  to  ask  why  the  problem  we  are  facing  in  the 

you  running  steady."  country  is  never  considered. 

There  was  no  way  out;  refusal  of  this  offer       I  am  living  on  a  four-hundred -acre  farm  in 

meant  bankruptcy.    I  have  seen  this  worked  out  southern  Midiigan,  in  a  small  village  five  miles 

time  after  time.    Why  the  coal  operator  was  able  from  the  railroad.    There  is  plenty  of  work  on 

to  accomplish  this  and  the  power  they  held  over  our  farm  for  from  two  to  six  men  all  the  time  at 

the  railroad  company  was  very  vividly  developed  a  dollar  and  a  quarter  a  day  and  board.    I  have 

in  the  investigation  held  in  Philadelphia.  been  advertising  and  searching  for  months  for  a 

Now  a  change  has  come,  and  actually  the  rail-  girl  or  woman  for  general  housework.    Our  work 

road  companies  have  at  last  discovered  that  they  is  not  heavy.    We  have  ever3rthing  possible  in  the 

are  "common  carriers"  and  only  that;  that  they  way  of  labor-saving  devices.     I  am  willing  to  pay 

maintain  a  public  highway  which  is  accessible  on  four  dollars  a  week  with  board  and  room.    We 

equal  terms  to  all  alike;  and  that  special  privi-  want  help,  just  plain,  ordinary  men  and  women 

leges  cannot   be   granted  to   one   shipper   more  who  will  work  ten  hours  a  day  and  do  what  they 

than  another,  but  that  all  must  be  treated  on  are  told  to  do.    They  don't  even  have  to  think 

an   equal    basis;   and  that  such   discriminations  for  themselves.    And  I  am  stating  the  case  of 

between  shippers  similarly  located  was  deplorably  practically  all  the  farmers  around  here.    There  is 

wrong.  plenty  of  work  with  good  wages  and  low  expenses 

The  small  shipper  to-day  fears  and  j>ays  homage  in  our  little  village  here  for  at  least  twenty-five  of 

to  no  one,  as  he  knows  that  he  will  get  every  car  the  "unemployed." 

that  he  is  justly  entitled  to.    This  is  one  thing        I  believe,  moreover,  that  the  case  is  very  nearly 

that  the  interstate  commerce  commission  under  the  same  all  over  the  country  outside  of  the  dties 

Roosevelt  has  done.  and  manufacturing  centers.     Ever)rwhere  young 

Wallace  Bratton  I.ansberry.  men  and  women  are  rushing  to  the  towns  to  take 

positions  at  the  same  wages  as  the  country  offers, 

mQ  T  T  "i  ^^^  living  expenses  more  than  doubled.    Almost 

O  fxeprCSCnt   USr  the  only  thing  we  cannot  give  to  equal  the  city  is 

the  social  life.    We  have  not  the  five-cent  the- 

I  have  not  read  all  the  articles  about  Roose-  aters,  we  cannot  give  the  wild,  bohemian  life  they 

velt;  but  I  have  read  enough  to  feel  pretty  sure  furnish.    We  are  nearer  to  the  sources  of  life,  and 

that  the  one  you  publish  in  your  March  number  it  is  harder  for  each  of  us  to  shift  his  own  personal 

is  decidedly  the  best  and  the  most  illuminating.  responsibility.    We    have    actual    places    in    the 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  verdict  upon  Roosevelt  world  to  fill,  and  we  gain,  for  responsibility  is  not 

must  be  Casar's  upon  Sulla:  that  Sulla  had  not  all  loss,  a  greater  dignity  and  self  respect.    Best 

the  sense  he  ought  to  have  been  bom  with  when  of  all  the  man  who  is  willing  to  work  is  always 

he  laid  down  the  dictatorship;  that  the  republic  sure  of  three  good  meals  a  day  and  a  place  to 

was  a  mere  name,    devoid    of   substance,  with  sleep.    The  necessities  of  life  need   never  take 

scarce  the  semblance  of  reality.  more  than  a  relatively  small  part  of  his  earnings. 

Representative    government    in     the     United  Why  do  not  some  of  the  "starving  unemployed" 

States  is  clearly  breaking  dow^n.    It  is  ludicrous  seek  work  outside  of  the  dties? 
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An  Outspoken    Editorial  on   Miss  "^^^^   t^«   initiative  and  referendum  has  never 

T-     1     !!•     T-     -ff    A      •   1  come  before  the  court. 

1  arbell  s  1  arirt  Articles  William  allen  white. 

We  quote  below  a  remarkably  outspoken  edi-  Ari    A  r%r^.v^^l'%¥m^r% 

tonal  from  the  Opelika  (Alabama)  Daily  News  ^^^  /ApprCCiailOn 
which  comes  to  the  desk  just  as  we  are  going  to 

press:  ^'  you  ^^  k^P  up  the  standard  you  have  set 

for  the  making  of  a  national  monthly  magazine, 

understandable  information  you'll  deserve  all  the  good  things  earth  has  to 

bestow 

'^?*'  ^^fJl^  "^^  r"'^  """1°^.  *^u  "^:  Particularly  valuable,  it  seems  to  me,  are  the 

ment  and  statistics,  has  heard  number  e^  houre  of  «^  ^f  articles  you  are  printing  upon  the  promi- 

tanff  speeches,  aye,  has  essayed  himself  to  ';spiel"  „ent  men  of  the  country  and  u]>on  the  im^rtant 

a  bit  in  Democratic  campaigns  with  the  tanff  as  a  issues  of  the  day 

text.    This  in  prelude  to  writing  something  for  «The  Interpreter's  House"  is  fine-although  I 

pnnt  in  the  column  a  bit  out  of  the  ordinary-at  ^innot  agree  with  all  of  the  ideas  expressed  In  it 

Feast  It  may  be  taken  as  an  advertisement,  the  _f^^  ^  stimulates  thought,  and  thinking  makes  a 

which  is  by  our  own  rules  barred  from  this  space,  healthy  mind 

This  bang  our  paper,  and  the  rules  supposed  to  This  U  not  written  for  publication,  but  as  the 

pvem  It  being  made  by  us  we  claim  the  nght  to  ^^n  ^f  an  impulse  to  ^y-thank  you-for  a 

fracture  them  or  at  least  bend  them  if  we  so  desire,  thousand  fold  in  value  for  the  money  invested. 

Now  for  the  main  point.    We  will  put  it  bluntly,  Cordially  yours 

and  let  the  reason  follow.    We  cordially  and  sin-  George  S  Roberts 
cerely  recommend  to  our  readers  The  Auerican 
Magazine.    We  say  this  on  the  broad  ground  that 

L!^,Tr|e:"ta'jffL^ma'lifd'^^^^^^  Who  is  the  author^of 

ticular  inspiration  for  this  article  arises  from  our  "MaFSarita  S  SouI     r 
having  been  reading  in  that  publication  the  series 

of  articles  on  the  tariff  written  by  Ida  M.  Tarbell.  ...     _          _    _.,,      ..     ....      ..... 

Of  all  the  presentations  of  this  important  subject  .^"^  J«innette  Gilder,  the  distinguished  hterary 

we  have  ever  read  or  heard  none  can  approach  in  '=",Vl'  ''"*"  '"  ^*?""?w  J/ago«««  the  following: 

the  simplicity  of  aiKument,  in  the  plain  marshalling  .     '^^  you  reading  'Marganta's  Soul'  m  The 

of  con^nciiig  facte  or  in  logical  deductions,  the  {^"?^ u^^/^^^i   ^"L^*"™^  L'^-    °** 

matter  prepared  by  Miss  Tarbell.    The  same  meed  '""«'  •>"'  ''"y  *%*^'^  numbers  and  begin  at 

of  prais^  allies  to  Miss  Tarbell's  series  of  articles  «"<*•,  ^he  name  of  the  author  is  given  as  Ingra- 

ex^ng  the  Standard  Oil  Company,  her  historical  *>*"  ^T!,""  J^^  nmy  be  his  name,  but  I  have 

articles  on  Lincoln,  in  fact  to  eve^  one  of  the  ""y  "^P**'':    "  ^H  ^""«  ]?'t'T"i'  fl^  ^^ 

many  subjecte  treated  by  her  facile  pen.    The  t^"^  *^°  m  America,  I  should  think  that  he  wijs 

artides  on  the  tariff  impiissed  us  mostfhowever,  th'/"tl>o'  oithe  story,  trying  to  disguise  his  style 

for  the  reason  that  the  ^ple  are  in  sore  need  of  ^"*  ""'  succeeding  very  well     That  guess  being 

information,  understaniabfe  information,  on  this  ™'*'1^"''  ""^  2f^*  ''"f  **  ^-  J"  ^^''  ^"f."  «  '" 

important  subject.    We  venture  to  say  diat  any  Jus  'Mar™*.0«*^^  ,T'^^\u^'"T^*^  "*  * 

intSligent  persSn  who  will  read  what  Mss  Tarbell  f^^^J^^  ^'*'*'*-    "  ^  *"*'*':  "  "^P^ 

haswritte^for  The  American  Magazine    on  fessed  by  the  Ume  this  ^lagiaph  appears  m  pnnt, 

that  subject  will  admit  that  they  have  never  had  y«"  will  probably  see  that  I  am  nght.    I  should 

the  iniquities  of  the  high  tariff  system  put  before  «ther  be  wrong,  however    and  find  Uiat  there 

them  sc?  plainly.    We  &ieve  if  it  was  possible  to  were  two  authors  apable  of  tunung  out  such  de- 

have  eve^  votir  in  the  United  Slates  reJd  carefuUy  !'8''*f"ij'°""=?-  ,^^\  »"  «  «"*^  J^^  ^f"^'  *"«' 

Miss  TarbelTs  disquisUions  on  the  tariff  it  would  •*  *  g«'d  deal  of  fun  in  anonymity.    It  sete  peo- 

work  a  political  revolution.  P'f  8"f^°&  *"*^  to  the  author  «  bnnra  some- 

'^  thing  like  an  opportunity  of  reading  his  own 

obituary.    He     gets     the     frank,     unprejudiced 

Ar^«»J  (•'^•vt   1V>I»     \T/k«»A  opinion  of  the  reading  public  on  his  work,  for  he 

\^ara  rrom  IVir,    W  niie  hears  himself  discussed  and  can  read  about  him- 
self quite  as  an  outsider.     He  can  even  take  part  in 

In  the  February  number  of  The  American  the  discussion  and,  if  put  to  it,  may  write  a  scathing 

Magazine  I  said  that  the  supreme  court  of  South  criticism  of  his  own  story,  for  he  would  hardly 

Dakota  had  always  declared  referred  laws  con-  be  likely  to  praise  it,  under  the  circumstances." 

stitutional.    My  authority  was  a  publication  de-  An  author  from  St.  Paul  writes: 

voted  to  the  direct  legislation  cause.    The  facts  "By  the  way — I  guess  the  author  of  *Margar- 

are  that  the  court  declared  the  only  referred  law  ita's  Soul' to  be  a  certain  young  war  correspondent, 

before  it  inoperative,  because  it  sought  to  refer  a  aged  twenty-six,  and  am  so  pleased  with  my  guess 

law  with  an  emergency  clause  in  it;  a  decision  that  I  am  keeping  it  to  myself,  as  the  story  is  un- 

that  is  obviously  proper.    The  other  law  passed  doubtedly  better  oflF  to  stand  on  its  own  feet." 


Tke  Eyes  O'  TK  Wind 

J3v  Lincoln  Colcord 

^VliAt0  tLat  I  'see  t    ^wind'ard!     ^Vlutta  tliat  a-liangm    loinr 
Alon^  tb*  black  Lorizon,  like  kouaea  in  a  row? 

/  never  felt  th'  wind  blow  harder/ 

Blow,  Winds,  blow  I 

I  tkougkt  I  0ee  a  village,  like  one  I  know  t    kome, — 
But  -wrkat  I  took  Vr  kouaea,  was  only  caps  o*  roam. 

Say,  listen  t'  them  gusts  a-screamin! 

Blow  in    some! 

I  tkougkt  I  see  my  motker,  a-standin    at  tk*  door, — 

But  I  i^uess  tkt  I  was  dreamin* — Fve  seen  tkem  tkings  kelore! 

Th'  wind  *uld  put  a  fetter's  eyes  out! 

Blow  so'  morel 

Tkere  aint  no  land  t    windard;  tkere  aint  no  kome  in  sigkt: — 
But  koly  smoke,  I  reckon  well  kave  a  nasty  nigkt! 

Steady!    Ease  her  when  she  pitches! 

Fly  in'  light! 

I  guess  tk*  jok  i  r  me  t    do,  is  quit  tkis  seein*  tkings. 
An*  get  *er  snug  an*  ready  i  r  ^wkat  tn    next  kour  brings. 

Th'  wind's  a-blowin'  like  th'  devil! 

Moon's  got  rings! 

Say,  Cap'n!    Down  below! 
It's  goin'  t'  be  a  holy  terror! 
Blow,  winds,  blow! 
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"5o  they  drew  on  towards  the  house  (the  house  of  the 
Interpreter)  and  when  they  came  to  the  door  they  heard 
a  great  talk  in  the  house. *' —  Bunions  T^ilgrirns  T^rogress 

TE  most   important   question   at   pres-  niture.     We  had  a  wonderful  teacher  there  in 

ent   before  the  American  people — be-  manual  training,  J.  Liberty  Tadd — and  I  took 

gan    the   Responsible    Editor   senten-  the  boy  to  him.      He  heard  the  story  and 

tiously said  confidently,  "My  class  is  where  he  be- 

— ^is   the   revision  of  the  tariff — finished  the  longs."    So  he  took  the  devastator  up  to  the 

Poet  with  a  groan.  wood  carving  department,  and  giving  him  a 

Not    at    all — continued    the    Responsible  pile  of  carved  wooden  blocks,  the  work  of 

Editor.    The  tariff  will  have  been  so  badly  pupils,   and    a   mallet   and   chisel,    he   said, 

revised  by  the  time  the  June  number  of  this  "Smash  these  if  you  like."     For  an  hour  that 

magazine  is  out  that  we  shall  be  glad  to  keep  boy  cut  and  slashed  at  those  blocks  like  a 

silent  about  it  for  a  few  months.     The  real  young  fiend — and  then  he  began  to  notice  that 

question  for  the  American  peo-  the  boys  around  the  rooms  were  using  his 

pie  in  the  month  of  June  is  weapons  of  destruction  to  make  things.     He 

Eightmmn  iMSf-  what  we  are  going  to  do  with  watched  them,  and  before  he^  left  he  was  ex- 

Uon  Boy  and  the  boy  and  his  sister  in  the  perimenting  himself.     He  came  back,  and  be- 

drU  Lmi  Loo9€  three-months    summer   vaca-  fore  a  month  was  up  he  was  one  of  the  most 

ThU  Month     tion.     Do  you  realize  that  the  tireless  workers  in  the  class.    He  kept  at  it 

public  schools  will   let  loose  month  after  month  every  moment  he  could 

this    month    something    like  snatch  from  boot  blacking,  until  he  became  so 

eighteen  million  boys  and  girls  under  eighteen  skilful  that  a  cabinet  maker  gladly  took  him 

years  of  age,  not  to  speak  of  the  home-taught  as  an  apprentice.     He  was  saved  by^  giving 

and  private  school  pupils  and  the  250,000  older  him  something  he  liked  to  do.     I  never  forgot 

ones  from  normal  schools,  colleges  and  profes-  that,  and  I  plan  for  my  boy's  Saturdays  and 

sional  schools.    What  is  to  be  done  with  them  ?  vacations,  more  carefully  than  I  do  for  his 

What  are  you  going  to  do  with  your  boy,  Mr.  school.     I  give  him  healthful  easy  work  in 

Reporter?     You  are  a  practical  man.  new  and  interesting  surroundings  where  he  is 

My  boy — said  the  Reporter,  with  a  gleam  of  thrown  on  his  own  resources  and  gets  at  once 
confidence  in  his  eye — is  going  to  be  kept  busy  experience  and  skill.  It  is  not  my  work  he 
doing  things  he  Ukes.  I  have  not  been  a  city  does,  it  is  his — the  rewards  are  his.  More- 
reporter  for  twenty  years  without  getting  con-  over,  it  is  something  he  likes.  He  gets  fun, 
siderable  wisdom  on  how  boys  and  girls  are  experience,  resourcefulness  and  self-reliance 
made  bad  or  kept  good,  and  my  conclusion  is  from  every  vacation.  I  would  no  more  allow 
that  usually  it  is  a  mere  matter  of  what  they  him  three  months  of  unoccupied  self -directed 
find  to  do  in  their  leisure.  It  is  not  in  their  freedom  than  I  would  turn  him  loose  in  the 
working  hours  that  they  learn  foolishness  and  slums.  Moreover,  he  b  going  to  find  in  those 
vice.  It  is  in  their  play  time.  They  will  have  months  of  working  for  fun  what  he  is  good 
fun,  just  as  they  will  have  food,  and  it  is  just  for — going  to  find  himself.  I  have  discovered 
as  necessary  for  them.  If  they  are  not  drilled  more  than  one  man  of  eminence  in  my  time 
to  what  is  wholesome,  they  will  take  what  is  whose  career  dated  from  the  interest  some 
unwholesome.  I  never  knew  a  boy  or  girl  yet  grown-up  took  in  his  leisure, 
that  might  not  have  been  steered  into  de-  Take  the  Wright  Brothers.  I  doubt  if  they 
cency.  Years  ago,  when  I  was  an  assistant  would  ever  have  made  a  flying  machine  if  it 
in  a  night  school  in  Philadelphia,  I  had  a  had  not  been  for  the  sympathy  ancf  good  sense 
husky  boy  of  fifteen  brought  in  to  me,  Irish  of  both  their  father  and  mother.  Mrs.  Wright 
and  full  of  fight.  The  first  night  he  cleared  was  one  of  those  rare  women  who  can  do  things 
out  the  room — the  second  he  smashed  the  fur-  with  her  hands.     She  used  to  make  bob-sleds 
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and  playthings  for  the  boys,  and  of  course  delicate  parts  of  their  machines.     There  is  no 

assisted  them  with  what  they  were  trying  to  doubt  that  they  made  good  wheels  in  those 

make.    Every  sign  of  mechan-  early  days.     A  man  in  Dayton  once  showed 
ical  talent  which  they  showed  me  a  bicycle  he  bought  from  the  Wrights 
Whmn  thm      pleased  her.     Orville  Wright  which  had  given  him  six  years'  service.     "  It 
Wirighi  Broihen  2iS  a  little  boy  was  always  try-  was  one  of  the  last  bicycles  they  ever  made," 
Wltre  Boy     ing  to  work  out  some  kind  of  he  said.     "And  when  they  made  it  their  heads 
a  contrivance,  and  his  mother  were  full  of  flying-machines." 
encouraged  him.     She  seems  You  would  expect  boys  so  encouraged  to  go 
to  have  had  great  belief  in  the  latent  power  of  in  for  all  the  fun  there  was  to  be  had  out  of 
Wilbur.     "That  boy  has  powder  under  his  their  business,  and  they  did  so.     Both  were 
heels,"  slie  used  to  say  to  her  friends;  a  good  good  bicycle  riders.     Wilbur  was  not  a  racer, 
expression,  whether  original  with  her  or  not,  but   he  was  a  "terrible"  road  rider — ^long, 
and  worth  reviving  and  passing  on  to  other  lean,  and  full  of  endurance.     Orville  was  a 
troubled  mothers  of  geniuses.  husky  amateur  racer.     He  won  an  occasional 
For  instance,  one  of  the  earliest  activities  of  prize.     He  was  very  daring  when  it  came  to 
Orville  Wright  was  printing.     When  he  was  "getting  out  of  a  pocket"  in  a  hot  race,  and 
only  fifteen  years  old  he  and  a  friend  got  out  very  plucky  when  he  "took  a  tumble,"  ac- 
a  little  four-page  paper  called   The  Midget,  cording  to  one  who  used  to  race  against  him. 
The  father.  Bishop  Wright  as  he  is  known  in  One  of  the   most   amusing   pictures  of  the 
Dayton  (Mr.  Wright,  Senior,  was  for  many  Wright  Brothers  which  one  picks  up  in  Day- 
years  an  active  Bishop  in  the  United  Brethren  ton  to-day  is  the  story  of  a  huge  tandem 
Church)  took  a  cordial  interest  in  the  boys'  bicycle  which  they  built,  and  upon  which  they 
undertaking,  but  when  in  their  very  first  issue  rode  all  over  West  Dayton.     It  was  made  out 
they  ran  out  of  news  and  left  the  third  page  of  two  old  high  wheels  which  were  connected 
blank,  he  suppressed  the  whole  edition  because  by  a  gaspipe  fifteen  feet  long.     "  It  was  a  bet- 
it  was  imperfect  work!    Wilbur  Wright  had  no  ter  sight  to  see  than  a  circus,"  the  proud 
connection  with  The  Midgety  except  an  insati-  townsman  tells  you. 

able  curiosityabout  the  printing  plant  which  the  It  seems  to  me  it  was  the  most  natural 

other  two  boys  had  set  up.     A  little  later,  in  thing  in  the  world  that  they  should  become 

1889,  thg  Wright  Brothers,  together  with  Or-  interested  in  flying.     It  happened  in  this  way: 

ville's  early  partner,  started  a  three-column,  Wilbur,  always  a  great  reader, 

four-page  weekly  which  they  called  The  West  and    Orville,    always   an   en- 

Side  News.    They   were   the   editors,   type-  ^ow  the       thusiast,  got  interested,  in  the 

setters  and  pressmen  on  this  paper.     On  Sat-  Wrighu  Got   summer  of  1896,  in  the  ex- 

urday  nights,  at  ten  o'clock,  they  themselves  Started       periments    of    Lilienthal,     a 

delivered  the  papers  to  their  four  hundred  German    forerunner    of    suc- 

subscribers.     The  press  on  which  The  West  cessful  aviation  who  died  that 

Side  News  was  printed  was  made  by  the  boys  year.     They  read  *  everything  they  could  lay 

themselves,  and  it  did  such  good  work  that  it  their  hands  on.     It  is  possible  that  the  memory 

attracted  the  attention  of  more  ambitious  news-  of  the  flying  toy  which  their  father  brought  to 

paper  men,  and  even  was  examined  once  by  them  from  New  York  in  childhood,  and  the 

a  salesman  from  one  of  the  great  printing  recollection  of  the  great  kites  which  they  built 

press  houses.  and  flew  all  through  boyhood,  may  have  had 

In  this  newspaper  undertaking  the  father  a  share  in  attracting  them  to  the  subject.     It 

was  an   interested  spectator  and   counsellor,  is  much  more  probable,  however,  that  their 

He  kept  his  eye  on  the  boys,  too,  when  a  little  eager  minds  were  simply  seizing  upon  a  new 

later  they  were  carried  away  by  the  bicycle  idea,  as  the  case  has  been  so  often  before, 

craze,  and  gave  up  their  printing  business.  They  took  hold  of  the  thing  together.    They 

and  set  up  a  little  shop  for  repairing  and  mak-  had  done  everything  together — from  the  days 

ing  wheels.     It  must  have  given  the  good  gen-  of  their  childhood,  when  Wilbur,  the  older  by 

tleman  a  great  deal  of  satisfaction  to  have  four  years,  used  to  "make  up"  stories  and 

watched  these  boys  working  out  their  own  pour  them  out  in  a  stream  for  the  entertain- 

tools,  even  the  larger  and  complicated  ones  ment  of  Orville,  each  separate  story  ending, 

like  the  lathes.     As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  find  "And  then  the  boiler  bust."     For  five  years 

that  the  Wrights  now  prefer  to  make  their  they  studied  the  theory  of  the  flying-machine 

own  tools.     They  seem  to  have  more  faith  in  at  odd  times.     But  still  for  fun.     And  still  no 

that  which  their  own  hands  have  fashioned,  machine  of  any  kind.     In  the  meantime  they 

This  is  particularly  true,  I  am  told,  of  the  kept  up  their  bicycle  business,  earning  a  fair 


In  the  Interpreter's  House  207 

income,  and  living  regular,  everyday,  reason-  sand  years.     But  that  belief  did  not  detain 

able  lives.  him  and  his  brother  from  tackling  the  job. 

Although  the  most  useful  information  they  This  is  the  point  in  their  career  where  they 

gained  was  obtained  from  books  and  from  best  showed  the  stuflF  they  are  made  of.     They 

practical  work  on  the  problem  carried  on  in  not  only  worked  out  a  scheme  for  balancing 

their  shop;  they  also  observed  the  birds  and  and   controlling  the  machine,   but  they  de- 

the  winds.     For  hours  and  hours  of  a  Sunday  veloped  propeUers  for  their  machine  on  in- 

aftemoon  they  would  lie  on  their  backs  on  a  formation    which    they    had    discovered    for 

hill  outside  Dayton  and  watch  themselves.     Further  than  this,  and  more  im- 

l«     . .          the  buzzards  soar  on  rising  portant,   they  had  to  work  out  new  tables 

.    fts!^      currents    of    air.     Indeed,    it  showing  the  pressure  of  the  air  against  vari- 

w%A  ikti       ^^  ^^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^¥^  ^^^  surfaces  at  various  angles.     Without  all 

Wh'  I  •  dm     ^^^^^  never  do  more  in  the  this  technical  information,    the  collection  of 

air  than  soar  in  some  sort  of  which  was  a  task  scarcely  conceivable,  they 

a   gliding   machine,   just   for  could  never  have  solved  the  problem. 

fun,  and  as  long  as  he  could  keep  up.     They  Probably  their  method  of  work  saved  them 

also  watched  many  other  birds,  both  large  and  from  failure  at  this  stage  of  the  undertaking. 

small,   and   were  continually  arguing  about  It  was  this:  When  one  made  a  suggestion  the 

what  they  had  seen.     A  man  who  has  often  qther  attacked  it — but  not  without  reasons,  of 

been  in  their  shop  told  me  that  more  than  course.     The  outcome  was  that  frequently  a 

once  he  has  seen  them  rush  to  the  window  to  whole  day's  discussion— and  they  often  talked 

have  a  look  at  a  passing  flock  of  birds.    All  at  home  until  the  women  folks  felt  like  sweep- 

this,  together  with  their  innumerable  observa-  ing  them  out  with  a  broom — would  result  in 

tions  of  small  whirlwinds  making  their  way  each  one  accepting  the  position  of  the  other. 

through  a  cornfield,  or  across  a  dusty  road,  Then  the  next  day  the  whole  thing  would  be 

did  not  help  materially  toward  the  solution  gone  over  again,  until  they  had  got  the  truth 

of  the  problem.     But,   according  to   Orville  and  both  were  persuaded.     In  this  manner 

Wright  himself,  it  was  a  never-ending  stimu-  they  undoubtedly  avoided   "going  oflF  on  a 

lation.     It  helped  to  keep  their  enthusiasm  tangent"  and  also  stimulated  each  other's  de- 

undimmed  in  the  face  of  discouragement.  termination.     And  for  this  reason  everybody 

It  was  not  long  after  they  took  up  the  study  in  the  family,  and  everybody  in  Dayton,  is 

before  every  moment  of  their  leisure  was  given  satisfied  that  neither  brother  could  have  mas- 

to  it.     In  1900  they  decided  they  must  have  tered  the  thing  alone. 

an  experiment  station.  So  they  decided  to  go  On  the  17th  of  December,  1903,  after  the 
down  to  Kill  Devil  Hill  in  North  Carolina  and  boys  had  made  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  ex- 
establish  an  "experimentation  camp."  So  far  perimental  flights  in  their  gliding  machine 
they  had  given  about  the  same  amount  of  (nearly  a  thousand  in  September  and  October 
time  and  money  to  flying  as  other  boys  do  to  of  1902  alone),  their  first  machine  to  carry  a 
a  trip  "  up  the  lakes"  or  "  to  the  World's  Fair";  gasolene  engine  made  a  successful  flight, 
but  now  the  matter  assumed  more  serious  pro-  This  was  at  Kill  Devil  Hill,  in  the  presence  of 
portions.  One  can  imagine  how  many  a  five  persons,  and  it  was  the  first  time  in  the 
father  would  have  discouraged  these  strenu-  history  of  the  world  that  a  power-driven 
ous  absorbing  efforts  given  to  a  mere  amuse-  heavier-than-air  flying-machine,  with  a  man 
ment,  would  have  advised  "sticking  to  some-  aboard,  ever  left  this  planet  in  successful 
thing  that  paid."  But  I  cannot  help  believing  flight.  The  first  flight  lasted  only  twelve  see- 
that  Bishop  Wright  watched  his  boys'  efforts  onds,  but  later  the  same  day  the  machine  flew 
to  fly  with  as  much  interest  as  they  felt  them-  for  fifty-nine  seconds,  covering  a  distance  of 
selves,  and  they  needed  his  interest  for  often  852  feet  against  a  twenty-mile-an-hour  wind, 
they  were  discouraged.  In  1901,  the  year  *  The  time  to  celebrate  had  arrived!  So  the 
after  they  had  begun  to  experiment  in  North  boys  went  to  a  telegraph  office  and  wired  the 
Carolina  with  a  gliding  machine,  they  re-  news  home  with  a  dollar  which  the  good 
turned  pretty  well  played  out.  On  that  trip  Bishop  had  given  them  to  spend  for  that  pur- 
they  discovered  that  the  tables  of  calculation  pose  if  they  met  with  success! 
previously  made  by  all  the  authorities  upon 

whom  they  had  depended  were  wrong,  and  ¥T  isn't  boys  in  homes  like  the  Wrights  and 

that,  if  they  were  to  succeed,  they  must  work  I    towns  like  Dayton  that  trouble  me — said 

out  the  whole  theory  from  the  bottom  up.   At  the  Philosopher.   **Give  a  boy  freedom  and 

that  time  Wilbur  Wright  expressed  his  solemn  territory  to  operate  in,  and  he  will  take  care  of 

conviction  that  man  would  not  fly  for  a  thou-  the  rest.     With  fields  for  kite  flying,  holes  for 
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swimming,  trees  to  climb,  garrets  to  read  and  winter.     All  summer  long  from  nine  to  twelve 

dream  in,  comers  of  the  woodshed  or  barn  in  the  New  York  school  houses  in  districts  where 

which  to  tinker  and  to  build  bob-sleds  or  flying  the  children  never  leave  town,  are  opened,  not 

machines  if  he  wants — ^you  can  for  book  study,  but  for  any  occupation  of  the 

depend  on  him  to  keep  active  hands  the  children  want.    It  must  be  a  heart- 

What  To  Do  without  much  of  your  inter-  ening  sight. 

With  the      ference.     I  have  just  read  a  "One  who  visits  vacation  schools,"  Mr. 

City  Boy      book  of  genuine  sense  intended,  Allen  says,  "  is  struck  with  the  difference  in  the 

I  suppose,  for  teachers,  but  atmosphere  from  that  of  the  winter  day  schools. 

quite  as  useful  for  spectators  Here  are  the  same  rooms,  the  same  children, 

and  interpreters  like  us.     It  is  called  "  Civics  and  in  many  cases  the  same  teachers,  but  dif- 

and  Health  "  and  is  by  that  able,  and  belligerent  fe^fent  work.     Each  child  is  busy  with  a  bright, 

advocate  of  the  theory  of  curing  municipal  ills  interested,  happy  expression  and  easy  attitude, 

by  letting  the  air  on  them,  William  H.  Allen,  Some  are  at  nature  study,  some  are  weaving 

the  Secretary    of  the  New  York  Bureau  of  baskets,  making  dresses,  trimming  hats,  knitting 

Municipal  Research.  Mr.  Allen  quotes  as  a  sort  bright  worsted  sacks  and  mittens  for  the  winter, 

of  text  in  one  of  his  chapters  this  from  Luther  Boys  are  at  carpentering,  raffia,  or  wrought- 

Burbank: — *  Every  child  should  have  mud  pies^  iron  work.    In  none  of  the  rooms  is  the  abso- 

grasshoppers  and  tadpoles^  wild  strawberries^  lute  unity  or  the  methodical  order  of  the  winter 

acorns,  and  pine  cones,  trees  to  climb  and  brooks  schoolroom,  but  rather  the  hum  of  the  work- 

lo  wade  in,  sand,  snakes,  huckleberries  and  hor-  room  and  the  order  that  comes  from  a  roomful 

nets ;  and  any  childwho  has  been  deprived  of  these  of  children  interested  in  the  progress  of  their 

has  been  deprived  of  the  best  part  of  his  education, '  work. '  * 

Almost  any  boy  can  get  these  things  in  But  there  are  other  openings  for  them. 
Dayton,  Ohio.  It's  the  boy  in  New  York,  in  The  roofs  of  the  school  houses  are  turned  into 
Chicago,  in  Pittsburgh,  the  boy  whose  home  is  playgrounds  which  are  crowded  from  morning 
in  an  air-tight  flat,  whose  father  and  mother  until  night.  In  certain  sections  where  there  are 
are  in  an  endless  struggle  for  rent  and  food  vacant  lots  school  farms  are  being  established, 
money,  whose  only  playground  is  a  street  Take  to  it?  They  beg  to  be  given  the  plot  if  not 
which  never  saw  a  grasshopper  or  tadpole,  and  bigger  than  a  desk  top.  The  boy  or  girl 'who 
where  his  possession  of  it  is  disputed  by  drays,  secures  one  is  happy  for  the  summer.  Those 
pushcarts,  grown-ups,  girls  and  cops.  What  who  do  not,  get  their  comfort  in  sitting  on 
can  you  expecfof  that  boy?  You  cannot  ex-  the  fence  watching  their  luckier  mates!  Pining 
pect  him  to  keep  still.  He  cannot.  He  will  for  something  active  and  interesting  to  do — 
find  something — papers  to  sell,  boots  to  black,  that's  the  normal  boy  in  country  or  city.  All 
errands  to  run,  gangs  to  join,  and  he  will  learn  we  have  to  do  is  to  steer  him  into  a  healthy  open 
with  a  boy's  unshrinking  directness  the  ancient  place  and  give  him  his  head.  Who  can  tell 
and  terrible  wisdom  of  the  street.  He  learns  how  many  a  Wright  the  world  has  lost  because 
it  not  from  choice,  but  because  he  is  given  no  there  is  no  room  anywhere  for  him  to  fly  a  kite 
place  in  which  to  learn  other  things.  Give  or  build  a  bob-sled!  It  is  not  our  teaching  they 
him  a  playground  or* a  shop  and  see  how  need:  they  know  how  to  learn.  It  is  not  our 
quickly  he  will  take  to  tools  or  athletics  or  apparatus:  they  can  make  their  own  tools.  It . 
gardening.  The  stories  Mr.  Allen  tells  of  the  is  not  our  presence:  they  are  masters  of  their 
promptness  with  which  boys  and  girls  take  own  world.  It  is  room — a  lot,  a  roof,  a  back- 
possession  of  every  spot  opened  to  them  in  New  yard,  an  abandoned  pier.  Give  it  to  them  and 
York  all  fill  me  with  glee.  There  are  the  vaca-  their  busy  brains  will  turn  it  into  a  Boy's 
tion  schools.    I  never  heard  of  them  until  last  Kingdom. 
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By  the  eorrow  in  her  eyes 

That  mists  her  sight. 
By  the  stifled  sohs  that  rise 

In  the  night. 
By  the  quiver  of  her  lips. 

Well  I  know 
Life's  one  joy  ha«  seen  eclipse 

In  life*s  woe. 
Yet  no  sympathy  she  asks 

Nor  grieving  brings; 
Pale,  she  plies  her  daily  tasks. 

And  she  sings. 
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The  Confession 
of  a  Rebellious  Wife 

With  Illustrations  by  Jay  Hambidge 

WHEN  I  first  met  Frank  I  thought  he  Since  that  time  I  have  never  referred  to  the 

was   conceited    and   I  disliked  him.  matter  or  to  anything  like  it,  with  Frank  or 

However,  like  most  girls,  I  suspected  with  anyone  else.     But  I  have  thought  of  it 

nearly  every  young  man  I  knew  of  being  con-  many  times.     And  it  has  made  me  ask  myself 

ceited.     I  used  to  snub  Frank  until  I  discov-  this  question:  "Is  happiness  such  a  rare  thing 

ered  that  he  liked  me.     Naturally  I  began  to  that  people  begrudge  it  to  one  another?" 

like  him.     It  was  several  months  before  I  saw  To  me,  leading  a  rather  isolated  and  colorless 

that  he  was  in  love  with  me.     Shortly  after-  life,  to  know  that  someone  lived  for  me  and 

ward  he  showed  that  he  was  determined  to  responded  to  all  my  feelings  and  thoughts,  was 

marry   me.     Then    I    grew    frightened.     For  perfectly  thrilling.     From  the  moment  of  our 

several  weeks  I  did  not  know  what  to  do.     To  engagement  Frank  apparently  had  only  one 

a  girl  there  is  something  terrible  in  the  ap-  wish,  to  do  whatever  I  believed  to  be  right,  to 

proach  of  love.     It  seems  opposed  to  all  the  follow  me  in  everything,  to  be  my  echo.     I 

reserve  bred   into  her  from  birth.     With  me  wonder  if,  during  the  engagement  time,  many 

the  realization  that  I  loved  Frank  came  per-  women  have  the  same  experience.     In  some 

haps  all  the  more  slowly  because  he  was  so  cases,  it  is  plainly  the  woman  who  echoes  the 

persistent.     I  had  always  thought  of  myself  as  man.     From  the  moment  that  Frank  showed 

happy;  but  I  saw  that  I  had  been  merely  pa  he  loved  me,  he  deferred  to  me  in  everything, 

tient  and  that  way  down  deep,  I  had  been  It  was  not  that  I  assumed  the  advantage.     It 

lonely.    I  was   young    enough   not   to   have  was  he  that  insisted  on  giving  it.     And,  as  soon 

thought  seriously  about  love  or  about  manning;  as  we  became  engaged,  he  acted  as  if  it  were 

yet  I  discovered  that,  unconsciously,  I  had  been  only  right  and  natural  that  I  should  be  the 

waiting.     When  I  told  Frank  that  I  loved  him,  leader. 

it  seemed  as  if  my  life  had  become  complete  Of  course,  the  slang  of  the  day,  which  tells  so 
and  rich  and  wonderful.  Strangest  of  all,  much  of  what  people  are  thinking,  recognizes 
everything  assumed  a  new  relation  to  me.  I  that  during  courtship  a  man  regards  the  woman 
felt  that  I  was  a  part  of  the  life  of  the  world.  I  as  an  angel  or  a  queen.  And  what  happens 
suddenly  became  a  successful  woman.  I  justi-  after  the  engagement  leads  to  marriage,  has 
fied  my  existence.  been  made  familiar  enough  in  songs  and  jokes. 
It  is,  I  suppose,  the  sense  of  importance  that  But  the  steps  that  lead  to  the  change  have  not 
makes  so  many  lovers  odious.  Perhaps  Frank  been  seriously  traced  and  explained.  And 
and  I  appeared  so.  If  we  did,  we  were  pun-  there  is  no  recognition  that  in  the  change  lies 
ished,  that  is,  I  was  punished.  Among  all  the  the  tragedy  in  the  life  of  many  a  woman, 
wonderful  memories  of  that  happy  time,  there  There  are  plenty  of  people,  including  women 
is  one  that  even  now  gives  me  a  chill.  Some  oj  themselves,  who  would  say  that  it  is  absurd 
our  friends  were  not  glad  because  we  were  for  any  woman  to  be  treated  as  a  superior 
happy.  They  openly  showed  they  were  not  being  and  the  sooner  she  realizes  the  truth 
glad!  The  realization  shocked  me.  When  I  the  better.  Here  I  disagree.  During  en- 
spoke  to  Frank  about  the  way  one  of  my  oldest  gagement  I  believe  that  I  was  kinder  and  more 
friends,  a  beautiful  and  s>Tnpathetic  girl,  had  deferential  to  others  than  I  had  ever  been 
been  acting  toward  me,  he  merely  laughed  as  if  before.  My  happiness  gave  me  a  real  hu- 
he  knew  exactly  what  her  behavior  meant,  mility  and  a  sense  of  my  own  unworthiness. 


«/^'V%       —. 


212  The  American  Magazine 

The  trust  Frank  placed  in  me  made  me  exag-  story.     Many  things  we  once  talked  over  we 

gerate  my  responsibility  to  him.     Often  the  now  took  for  granted.     We  laughed  together 

advice  he  asked  for  I  drew  from  what  I  be-  just  as  we  had  done  before, 
lieved  to  be  his  wisdom.     In  other  words,  we       All  the  money  Frank  could  get  together  he 

deferred  to  each  other.  had  put   into  business.     So  we  were  often 

So  far  as  Frank  and  I  were  concerned,  our  hard  pressed  for  small  sums.     Frank  kept 

engagement  was  without  a  blemish  on  our  warning  me  to  be  cautious  about  little  things, 

happiness,  without  a  disappointment.    I  doubt  I  had  everything  that  I  needed ;  but  often  I  was 

if  he  saw  my  faults,  but  I  saw  his  and  loved  embarrassed  for  lack  of  change.     This  in- 

him  all  the  more  for  them  and  I  used  to  find  a  convenience  I  bore  as  cheerfully  as  I  could.  It 

real  joy  in  laughing  at  them  and  humoring  was  a  pleasure  to  me  to  deny  myself  indulgence 

them.    Neveronce  did  I  even  wish  to  complain,  in  small  purchases  such  as  all  women  love. 

In  his  very  conceit  I  found  something  to  love.  Frank  impressed  on  me  the  importance  of 

It  seemed  like  a  conviction  of  power.     Per-  keeping  our  credit  good  and  the  advantage  of 

haps  it  was  power.     Here  I  believe  I  touch  on  securing  time  in  payment.     Each  month  he 

a  fundamental  difference  between  women  and  carefully  examined  the  bills  while  I  looked  over 

men  during  engagement.    The  man  does  not  his  shoulder. 

see  the  woman's  fauhr,  the  woman  sees  clearly       The  only  incidents  that  marred  our  happi- 

the  man's  faults  and  longs  to  give  him  protec-  ness  were  sudden  and  inexplicable  **  flare-ups. " 

tion  and  help.     In  the  love  of  nearly  every  Occasionally,  to  our  amazement,  a  trifle  would 

woman  for  a  man  there  goes  the  feeling  of  in-  make  us  glare  at  each  other  like  animals  and 

dulgence   and   solicitude.    And,    either  con-  speak  bitterly.     Five  minutes  later  we  would 

sciously  or  unconsciously,  it  is  to  this  very  express  our  regret  and  shame.     Soon  I  per- 

feeling  that,  during  courtship,  the  man  makes  ceived  that  these  quarrels  were  due  to  nerves 

his  strongest  appeal.     It  has  enabled  many  a  and  to  the  trials  of  adjustment.     One  evening 

weak  man  to  win  a  strong  woman.    It  has  we  had  an  argument  that  was  particularly 

saved  many  a  man.     It  has  led  many  couples  violent  and  distressing.     It  ended  by  Frank's 

to  disaster.    And  I  believe  it  is  the  quality  that  going  to  bed.     I  remained  in  the  seat  where  I 

makes  the  institution  of  marriage  possible.  had  been  reading  and  for  a  long  time  I  pre- 

During  our  honeymoon,  a  time  of  bliss  such  tended  to  myself  that  I  was  going  on  reading, 

as  I  had  never  imagined,  we  used  to  become  at  Presently  tears  fell  on  my  book.     Then  I  said, 

moments  dreadfully  nervous  in  each  others'  "How  silly  all  this  is!    I  am  making  myself  suf- 

presence.     Often  Frank  would  go  away  from  fer  and  I  am  making  Frank  suffer,  too.     I  will 

me  and  let  me  recover  myself.     I  suppose  that  go  and  tell  him  that  I  am  sorry."    So  I  stole 

this  symptom  characterizes  all  marriages.    It  into  the  bedroom.     He  was  sleeping  peacefully, 
soon  disappears.     "  Some  brides  return  happy;        That  little  experience,  not  without  humor  as 

some  don't,"  says  an  old  lady  of  my  acquaint-  I  look  back  on  it,  made  me  first  realize  how 

ance.     I  returned  with  delight  to  take  up  my  differently  Frank  and  I  could  be  affected  by  the 

real    life    with    Frank.     Wonderful    as    the  same  cause.    It  marked  the  beginning  of  my 

wedding-journey  had  been,  the  daily  living  uneasiness.     Soon  I  stopped  reading  aloud  to 

with  him  would  be  even  more  wonderful.     I  Frank,  why  I  can't  remember.     Little  things 

even  thought  with  joy  of  the  troubles  we  should  disturbed  me.     At  first  the  thought  of  them 

share.     That  was  the  key  to  our  happiness,  our  used  to  be  swept  away  by  my  delight  on  seeing 

sharing  everything.     Never  again  loneliness,  Frank  in  the  evening.     Then,  too,  there  would 

never  again  even  thinking  alone.     There  was  come  the  feeling  that  those  things  were  acci- 

always  the  other,  the  one  who  took  love  and  dents  and  would  not  occur  again.     In  the 

gave  love!  No  one  who  had  ever  known  love  second  year  of  our  marriage,  just  after  dinner, 

like  ours  could  let  it  go.     It  carried  with  it  the  Frank  would  read  the  newspaper  till  he  began 

assurance  of  lasting  forever.  to  doze.     Then  he  would  rouse  himself  and 

Frank  thought  his  business  did  not  justify  try  to  be  agreeable.     The  effort  troubled  me. 

him  in  taking  a  little  house.    He  was  sure,  in  There  was  also  the  quiet  and  efficient  deciding 

time,  of  making  a  great  success,  and  until  the  of  little  details  without  reference  to  my  wishes, 

tide  turned  he  decided  that  we'd  best  live  in  an  And  here  I  felt  there  was  danger.     Once  I  said 

apartment  hotel.    Though  I  should  have  loved  to  myself:  "Suppose  I  should  tire  him,  "and I 

to  keep  house,  I  eagerly  acquiesced.     For  two  grew  cold.    Then  I  thought  of  the  moment 

years  we  lived  very  quietly.    In  the  evening  I  when  I  should  discover  that  I  was  tiring  him. 

would  read  to  Frank  or  play  the  piano.     He  Here  my  sense  of  humor  came  to  my  rescue, 

spoke  less  about  business,  perhaps,  because,  and  I  felt  better.     I  imagine  that  many  women 

as  I  assured  myself,  it  was  getting  to  be  an  old  pass  through  this  phase. 
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During  our  engagement,  Frank  told  me  everything  that  happened  to  hin 


The  monthly  bills  I  looked  forward  to  with  dread 

During  mort  of  the  first  two  year^  Frank  and  we  decided  to  take  a  house  we  had  the 

made  me  so  ha|ipy  that  whenever  I  had  any  delight    of  planning  together  for  our  home, 

apprehensive  thoughts  I  hey  seemed  morhidand  There  were  so  many  things  lo  do  that  my  days 

strange  and  remote  from  me,  as  if  they  were  the  were  crowded.     In   the  evening,  there  were 

thoughts  of  someone  else.     And  yet  now,  as  I  many  things  to  talk  over.     At  that  period  I 

look  back,  I  feel  as  if  during  those  days  of  en-  can't  remember  that  I  had  a  doul>t  or  a  qualm, 

chantmcnt,    a  little  \oite  used    suddenly   to  In  planning  for  the  table  it  was  the  greatest  joy 

whisper  to  me:    "Look  out.     Look  out.     It  to  study  Frank's  taste  and  to  get  just  the  right 

isn't  going  to  last.     It  isn't  going  to  last."  things  and  have  them  perfectly  serv-ed.     How 

Some  i>eople  will  say:  "She  was  sick,"  or  I  blessed  the  Lord  for  letting  us  have  what  we 
"She  was  morbid, "  or  "She  was  a  fool."  But  wanted.  I  look  a  childish  delight  in  seeing 
I  believe  I  was  a  perfectly  wholesome,  healthy  Frank  eat.  At  first  he  praised  everything, 
woman.  It  wa.-;  simply  that  to  me  happiness  .After  a  few  weeks  he  stopped  praising  and  dis- 
was  precious.  I  longed  lo  cherish  it,  to  guani  cussed  only  those  dishes  that  he  wished  to 
it  from  the  risk  of  harm.  To  Frank,  some-  criticise.  (Iradually  it  became  plain  to  me  that 
how,  it  seemed  like  a  thing  for  every  day  use.  he  expected  everything  in  our  house  and  in  our 
In  fact  he  thought  ver)-  little  al)out  it.  He  life  to  be  right,  as  a  matter  of  course.  When 
accepted  it  just  as  some  pcoj>le  acce])t  ail  kinds  things  went  wrong,  he  would  become  amazed 
of  food,  without  stopiiing  to  think  whether  it  is  and  indignant.  He  never  blamed  me  per- 
good  or  bad  or  well-cooked  or  ill-cooked.  Of  sonally;  but,  naturally,  his  criticisms  reflecie<l 
course,  at  this  time  I  did  not  realize  his  point  of  on  my  management.  I  tried  to  follow  ail  his 
view.  I  only  knew  that  for  him  our  happiness  suggestions;  i>ul  only  a  housekeeper  knows 
was  part  of  our  normal  life  together,  such  as  how  hard  it  is  lo  make  n-erythiug  go  right. 
many  other  j>eo|)Ie  had  and  such  as  all  mar-  Meanwhile,  I  was  happy,  awfully  happy. 
ried  people  ought  (o  have.  He  said  something  But  I  was  uneasv,  too.  How  can  one  be  happy 
of  this  kind  one  day  and  I  marvelled.  To  me  and  uneasy  at  the  same  timeP  Well,  a  woman 
il  seemed  as  if  there  never  could  have  lieen  can.  Often  my  uneasiness  actually  con- 
such  happiness  as  ours.  Iribuied  lo  my  happiness.     And  yet,  at  mo- 

When  Frank  began  to  i)ros])er  in  bu.siness  ments  in  the  morning,  when  Frank  had  gone 
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away,  I  used  to  run  up  lo  my  room  and  have  a 
nice,  little  cry.  Often  1  didn't  know  just  why 
I  cried.  But  the  reason  was  In  some  way 
connected  with  Frank's  starting  off  for  busi- 
ness so  jauntily,  looking  so  well-groomed  and 
handsome  and  important,  and  leaving  me 
alone  to  get  through  the  day.  Long  ago  I 
stopped  crying.    But  I  still  [eel  the  same  old 

Now  I  know  what  it  all  meant:  Frank  was 
ceasing  to  be  dependent  on  me.    His  life  was 
no  longer  merged  in  mine.     It  is  true  that  we 
were  husband  and  wife.     We  lived  together. 
But  we  were  not  one  as  we  had  been  before. 
Our  minds  were  not  one.    Our  engagement  had 
been  more  of  a  consecration  than  our  marriage 
was  or  coujd  ever  he.     The  world  thinks  of 
marriage  as  a  man  and  woman  living  together, 
sharing   each    other's   destiny,    and    rearing 
children.    But  all  that  is  largely  physical,  of 
tremendous  importance,  but  only  contributary 
to  the  deeper  relation  which   is   essentially 
spiritual.      Our 
engagement  had 
been   a   perfect 
spiritual   mar- 
riage; our  mar- 
riage was  be- 
coming a  sort  of 
partnership,    not 
unlike  a  business 
partnership. 

During  our 
engagement, 
Frank  told  me 
everything  that 
happened  to  him. 
He  consulted  me 
al>out  complica- 
tions that  came 
up,  usually  per- 
sonal. Often  he 
said  that  my  ad- 
vice kept  him  out 
of  trouble.  Oc- 
casionally he 
would  telephone 
and    ask  me  to 

come  down  town  I  sat  in  the  mountains, 

and  take  lunch- 
eon. I  knew  almost  as  much  alwut  his  work 
as  he  did  himself.  Several  of  the  men  in  the 
office  I  met  and  the  little  colored  boy  Frank 
wassogoodto,usedtocometoseeme.  Itseems 
absurd  that  I  should  have  careil  deeply  when 
those  little  aiteniions  dropj)ed  out  of  my  life. 
But  their  disappointment  was  the  chief  sign 
that  Frank  was  going  back  to  a  life  of  his  own. 
In  future  he  would  have  two  lives,  one  with 


me,  one  wholly  apart  from  me.  He  never  told 
me  not  lo  call  him  up  during  business  hours 
or  not  to  go  to  his  office;  hut  I  felt  that  he 
wished  me  lo  avoid  doiiig  those  things.  And 
I  saw  or  I  fancied  that  I  saw  that  to  his  as- 
sociates a  wife  was  not  nearly  so  interesting  a 
person  as  a  sweetheart;  she  was  a  necessary 
incumbrance,  a  creature  who  could  easily  be- 
come a  nuisance  if  she  did  not  take  care. 

When  we  had  been  married  two  years,  Frank 
had  practically  ceased  speaking  to  me  of  his 
business  affairs.     To  my  a,stonishment  I  saw 
that,  though  he  enjoye<l  business,  he  did  not 
enjoy  his  associates.     He  despised  nearly  every 
man  he  worked  with,  even  his  partners.    Later 
I  discovered  with  amazement"  that  there  was  in 
Frank  a  deep  well  of  bitterness  and  contempt 
tor  practically  all  the  men  he  had  ever  done 
business  with.    Nevertheless,  it  was  business 
that  supplied  the  main-spring  of  his  life.    He 
could  not  possibly  have  conceived  of  himself 
without  thinking  of  business.    And  he  used  to 
speak    of   busi' 
ness,  business  as 
it   is  now  con- 
<iucte(I   I  mean, 
as   one  might 
speak  of  air  or 
any  of    the    ele- 
mental things  of 
the  earth.    That 
men    had    made 
business  just  the 
thing  it  wa.s,never 
occurred  to  him. 
If  he  could  not 
relate  a  thing  to 
business   he  de- 
spised the  thing. 
Whenever    I 
urged  him  to  do 
a  thing  he  did  not 
care  to  do,  he  was 
ready   with   one 
remark,  which, 
as  a  reasonable 
woman,    he    fell 
would   at   once 
readir^  by  a  lamp,  alone  make     mc    ac- 

quiesce:    "Why, 
that  would  interfere  with  busines.s. " 

In  spite  of  our  prosperity,  I  still  had  lo  be 
very  careful  in  spending.  Frank  explained 
that  he  had  to  use  as  much  money  as  he  could 
in  business.  I  liad  very  little  money  for  my- 
self and  the  monthly  bills  began  to  be  so 
distressing  that  I  looked  fonvard  to  them  with 
dread.  Sometimes  I  lold  litlle  untruths  to 
avoid  resentment  or  criticism.     When  I  aske<l 
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for  a  regular  allowance,  Frank  became  indig-  that  comes  to  a  mother  on  hearing  her  child's 
nant.  "Don't  you  have  cverj'thing  you  first  cry.  For  days  I  seemed  to  wander  in 
want?"  he  askeil.  It  was  impossible  for  me  what  I  can  only  describe  as  Horror-land.  If 
to  argue  while  he  spoke  and  looked  at  me  like  men  understood  the  meaning  of  the  Horror- 
that.  land  perhaps  they  would  be  a  little  more  gentle, 
It  was  at  this  period  that  I  knew  my  first  child  a  little  less  quick  to  blame.  After  coming  out 
was  coming.  That  is  a  sacred  and  a  terrible  of  Horror-land  I  returned  to  life  to  be  that  most 
time  in  a  woman's  life.  It  develops  an  inten-  terrible  of  all  things,  a  burden.  For  nearly  six 
sification  of  her  deepest  relations.  Then,  of  all  months  I  was  lifted  from  place  to  place,  a  pall 
times,  it  is  important  for  a  husband  to  be  tender,  on  the  household.  Often  I  wished  I  could  die. 
Frank  was  tender;  he  was  good.  But  he  didn't  And  yet  I  believe  I  could  have  recovered 
understand.  Often  my  condition  made  me  quickly  if  I  had  once  felt  sure  that  Frank  was 
exacting,  whimsical.  He  didn't  know  it  was  bearingthe  trial  cheerfully,  gladly,  tor  my  sake. 
my  condition.  And  sometimes  he  was  se\'ere,  On  my  recovery  I  faced  a  new  life.  Hence- 
just,  as  he  made  perfectly  plain,  to  do  me  good,  fonvard  everjlhing  I  did  was  in  some  way  to  be 


Toward  all  my  litdc  doings  Frank  assumed  an  air  of  tolerant  comempt 

Never  once  did   he  show  that  he  even  sus-  related  lo  our  bov.     My  husband's  attitude 

peeled  how  hard  I  tried  to  control  myself  and  toward  me  changed.     I  was  the  molher  of  his 

how  often  I  resisted  an  almost  overpowering  child.    In  a  thousand  ways  he  expressed  the 

impulse  lo  call  lo  him  to  help  and  comfort  me.  change,  with  a  frankness  implying  that  he  rec- 

We  would  sometimes  sit  together  and  be  miles  ognized  in  me  a  greater  distinction.    And  yet, 

away.       It    is    only    fair   to   say   that   just  though  I  loved  my  child  dearly,  and  though  I 

then  he  was  tormented  with  anxieties  about  rejoiced  in  the  miracle  of  our  having  a  child,  I 

business.    But  in  my  sickness  I  used  to  ask  my-  was    not    wholly    pleased.     In    Frank's    new 

self  what  business  was  compared  with  human  manner  there  was  a  suggestion  of  greater  au- 

life.     I  see  now  that  I  was  wrong.    But  oh,  how  thorily,  of  sure  possession,  of  the  right  to  make 

wonderful  it  would  have  been  if  Frank  had  pre-  stern  exactions.     Soon  I  saw  that  through  (he 

tended  that  I  wasn't  wrong  and  if  he  had  been  child  he  felt  that  our  home  had  acquired  a  sort 

more  patient.    I  should  never  have  forgotten,  of  completion.     Now  he  had  a  family.    He 

I  was  too  near  death  to  feel  the  thrill  of  joy  became  the  man  in  his  own  house.    At  limes 
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his  way  of  asserting  himself  as  the  man  in  his  and  I  was  a  civilized  woman  with  a  mind  and 

own  house  used  to  throw  me  into  almost  un-  a  nature  clamoring  for  interests  and  occupa- 

controllable  irritation.  tions  that  a  child  could  not  supply.     I  believe, 

For  the  next  five  years  we  went  through  the  too,  that  my  being  something  besides  a  mother, 

most  dreadful  agonies  with  our  child.  He  was  made  me  a  better  mother.     I  could  have  borne 

delicate  and  the  usual  number  of  children's  my  exile  with  more  cheerfulness  if  I  had  felt 

diseases  he  took  hard.    Worst  of  all,  he  had  that  Frank  even  understood  how  hard  it  was 

to  undergo  a  terrible  operation.    Never  shall  for  me  and  if  I  had  believed  that  he,  too,  would 

I  forget  the  anguish  of  that  operation  time,  have  made  as  hard  a  sacrifice  for  our  boy. 

Our  doctor    casually  told   us  that   the   boy  But  Frank  had  the  faculty  of  making  his  duty 

would  be  better  off  in  the  mountain  air.     I  coincide  with  what  he  wished  to  do.     In  his 

believed  that  home  was  the  best  place  for  him.  mind,  however,  what  I  wished  to  do  must  have 

But  Frank  overruled  me.    Then  followed  fif-  no  relation  with  what  I  ought  to  do.     Of 

teen  months  in  the  country,  fifteen  months  of  course,  I  realized  fully  that  in  the  reward  of 

miserable    isolation.     Each    Saturday    Frank  his  activities  I  shared,  that  is,  in  part  of  the 

would  come  up  and  stay  till  Monday.    Mean-  reward.     He  occasionally  reminded  me  that 

while  I  nearly  perished.     At  times  it  seemed  he  was  working  for  me  and  for  our  boy.     He 

as  if  my  soul  died.     I  tried  to  divert  myself  wasn't.    He  would  have  worked  just  as  hard 

with  music  and  with  reading.     Occasionally  if  he  had  been  a  bachelor.  He  worked  because 

some  woman  friend  would  come  and  make  me  he  loved  achievement,  conquest,  making  other 

a  little  visit.     Perhaps  I  read  too  much.     I  people  do  as  he  wished  and,  most  of  all,  be- 

know  I  thought  far  too  much  than  was  good  cause  he  enjoyed  being  important.    I  could 

for  me.     Sometimes  I  wonder  if  women  ought  have  loved  him  more  if  he  had  made  some 

to  think  seriously  at  all.  sacrifice  of  success,  which  meant  himself,  for 

I  can  fancy  readers  of  these  words,  w^omen,  the  sake  of  our  happiness  together.     Most  of 

too,    saying:    "What    an   unnatural   mother,  all,  I  could  have  loved  him  if  he  had  been  a 

Didn't  she  have  any  love  for  her  child?"  Yes,  failure.    I  actually  envied  women  who  were 

I  loved  my  child  so  passionately  that  the  fear  married  to  failures,  to  men  who  had  to  lean 

of  the  pain  he  suffered  and  the  dread  of  more  on  them  and  be  sustained  by  them, 

sickness,  with  possible  death,  used  to  drive  me  Oh,  I  was  ugly  at  this  time.     But  I  didn't 

almost  frantic.   But  the  child  was  not  enough  become  rebellious  till  I  went  back  to  the  rity, 

ttf  fill  my  life.     As  an  intelligent  woman  I  with  my  boy  rugged  enough  to  go  to  school, 

longed  for  companionship  and  for  understand-  My  life  with  Frank  apparently  began  as  before, 

ing.    Even  in  the  visits  of  my  husband  I  had  But  it  was  really  different.     He  had  developed 

little  satisfaction.    His  pleasure  in  the  fine  way  an  air  of  expecting  everything  to  be  done  for 

in  which  the  doctor's  advice  was  working  out  him,  of  being  beyond  the  reach  of  harm,  that 

used  to  exasperate  me.     The  burden  of  the  is,  of  being  absolutely  independent.     He  openly 

experiment  fell  not  at  all  on  him.     Once  I  showed  his  amusement  at  things  that  did  not 

asked  him  if  it  wasn't  hard  for  him  to  be  with-  inspire  his  interest  and  respect.     I  took  up 

out  me  at  home.   He  raised  his  eyes  and  said:  my  life  feverishly.  I  longed  to  live  in  an  atmos- 

**  Why,  of  course,  it's  hard."    And  in  the  words  phere  of  stimulating  interests.    Toward  all  my 

there  was  reproach.  I  let  the  subject  drop  and  little  doings  Frank  assumed  an  air  of  tolerant 

I  never  complained.    He  was  going  through  contempt.    The   people   who   came    to   our 

tremendous  business  deals  and  making  a  great  house  bored  him  unless  they  were  business 

deal  of  money.    He  told  me  that  business  often  men  like  himself,  and,  of  course,  successful, 

kept  him  down  town  till  midnight.*  So  it  was  His  manner  with  nearly  everyone  was  superior 

really  a  convenience,  having  me  in  the  country,  and  patronizing.     For  a  while  I  tried  to  force 

I  knew  just  how  his  evening  work  was  done,  myself  to  discuss  with  him  the  things  I  cared 

over  dinner-tables  at  clubs,  in  clouds  of  tobacco  for.     Often  I  saw  that  he  didn't  know  what  I 

smoke   and   among   luxurious   appointments,  was   talking    about.      Often     he    ridiculed, 

while  I  sat  in  the  mountains,  reading  by  a  Gradually  I  ceased  to  try  to  depend  on  him. 

lamp,  alone.  Once  I  had  longed  for  his  return  in  the  late 

Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  accepted  my  task  afternoon.    I  remember  perfectly  the  winter 

in  a  finer  spirit.    A  better  woman  might  have  evening  when  I  shivered  at  the  sound  of  his 

been  more  patient.    Many  women  would  have  key  in  the  latch. 

been  glad  to  sacrifice  themselves  for  the  sake  All  this  is  horrible.  But  its  commonness  is 
of  a  child.  There  are  some  women  who,  the  my  justification  for  setting  it  down  here.  With 
instant  they  become  mothers,  are  apparently  me  the  situation  was  simply  this:  During  court- 
nothing  but  mothers.     But  I  was  still  a  wife  ship  Frank  had  fancied  that  he  was  in  love  with 
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his  ideal,  and  he  loved  me  for  being  his  ideal.  I  ness.    My  husband  is  a  personage;  as  his  wife, 

had  seen  him  as  he  was  and  I  loved  him  for  I  am  a  personage,  too.    No  man  from  outside 

what  he  was.    After  the  first  year  or  so  of  can  even  come  near  me.     In  our  American  life 

married  life  he  did  not  care  for  his  ideal.    He  there   are  virtually   no   friendships   between 

wished  me  to  be  something  else.    He  actually  women  and  men,  no  dose  friendships,  I  mean, 

resented  my  trying  to  go  on  being  what  he  had  The  chance  of  ever  meeting  a  sympathetic 

wished  me  to  be.    And  I  began  to  resent  his  man  and  our  falling  in  love  with  each  other  is 

attitude  toward  me  and  almost  to  hate  him  for  so  remote  as  not  to  be  worth  considering, 
what  he  had  developed  into.  My  life  with   Frank   has  become  utterly 

I  don't  mean  this.  I  don't  hate  Frank.  I  have  prosaic.      Our   problems   are   all   practical, 

never  hated  him.    It  is  my  love  for  him  that  One  of  the  worst  comes  from  my  use  of  money, 

makes  me  unhappy.    If  I  didn't  love  him,  I  Frank  cannot  understand  why  I  need  ready 

shouldn't  care  so  much.    A  few  months  after  money.    To  get  it,  I  have  to  resort  to  all  kinds 

I  returned  to   the  city  he  had  an  illness  of  of  shabby  expedients.    I  have  not  as  yet  sunk 

several  weeks.    I  nursed  him  through  it  de-  to  the  depths  of  those  women  who  rifle  their 

votedly,  unfalteringly,  with  all  the  tenderness  husband's  pockets,  nor  have  I  been  tempted 

I  was  capable  of.    Now  I  am  going  to  say  to  do  as  a  woman  of  my  acquaintance  does, 

something   that   many  people   will   dispute:  enter  into  a  conspiracy  with  my  dressmakers 

when  a  woman,  one  who  really  is  a  woman,  to  have  the  biUs  over-charged  so  that  I  may 

has  once  truly  and  deeply  loved  a  man,  she  take  the  difference.  '  I  live  luxuriously,  but 

can  never  wholly  stop  loving  him.    For  that  I  can  never  rid  myself  of  the  uncomfortable 

man  she  will  always  feel  a  certain  tenderness,  feeling  that  our  way  of  living  is  a  pretence  and 

I  still  have  a  great  tenderness  for  Frank.    And  that  I  am  dependent.     I  believe  that  a  great 

I  have,  too,  an  even  greater  pity.    Perhaps  I  many  wives  suffer  acutely  from  the  feeHng  of 

pity  him  chiefly  because  he  has  never  for  one  dependence.    The  happiest  women  I  know 

moment  suspected  how  I  felt  toward  him.  He  are  widows  whose  husbands  have  left  them 

could  not  possibly  conceive  of  my  being  re-  property.     It  is  a  real  pleasure  to  me  to  see 

bellious.     If  he  were  to  read  these  woids  it  them  enjoying  their  independence,  spending 

would  not  occur  to  him  that  I  could  have  their  money  just  as  men  do.    "  I  date  my  real 

written  them.     In  spite  of  all  his  shrewdness,  life  from  the  time  of  my  husband's  death," 

which  makes  him  see  so  clearly  into  the  weak-  says  a  clever  woman  of  my  acquaintance  whose 

nesses  of  business  men,  he  has  never  doubted  husband  made  her  scrimp  while  he  was  alive 

my  loyalty.     I  could  have  friendships  with  a  and  left  her  a  fortune.    And  yet  she  loved  her 

dozen  men  and  he  would  not  raise  a  question  husband.    Often  we  don't  realize  our  chains 

even  in  his  own  nund.    That  confidence  is  till  they  fall  off .  There  are  unnecessary  miseries 

dear  to  a  woman,  even  if  she  knows  that  she  that  manywomenpatientlyaccept  as  inevitable, 

does  not  deserve  it.     In  one  way  I  do  deserve  Under  our  American  system  wives  are  at  the 

it.    Never,  for  an  instant,  have  I  been  attracted  mercy  of  their  husbands.     In  theory  it  is  a 

to  another  man.    And  yet  I  believe  I  could  beautiful  system,  even  ideal.     It  relies  on  the 

easily  love  another  man.     I  could  even  love  magnanimity  of   men.     It   has  justly  given 

two  men  at  the  same  time,  one  of  the  two  being  American  men  a  reputation  for  being  generous. 

Frank.    At  this  point  perhaps  I  become  shock-  But  it  offers  men  all  kinds  of  chances  to  be 

ing.  Merely  to  love  two  men  at  the  same  time  tyrannical  and  petty.     I  envy  the  women  who 

is  scandalous  in  a  woman.    Yet  many  men  are  not  dependent  on  their  husbands'  gener- 

can  and  do  love  more  than  one  woman  at  the  osity  for  money, 
same  time.  But  it  is  not  alone  in  money  matters  that 

No.    I  am  rebellious;  but  I  am  not  wicked,  wives  have  to  resort  to  treachery.    There  are 

I  am  not  even  in  danger.     I  long,  miserably  so  many  other  inducements.  Indeed — the  life  of 

and  hopelessly,  for  love  such  as  I  knew  it  when  many  a  woman  is  a  long  pretence.  The  marvel 

Frank  and  I  first  loved  each  other.    But  I  shall  is  that  there  is  so  much  truth  left  in  us.  There  are 

never  have  it  again.     I  am  still  fairly  young  matters  that  come  up  with  Frank  and  me,  mat- 

and  Frank's  success  enables  me  to  wear  beau-  ters  of  great  importance,  which  Frank  cannot 

tiful  clothes  and  I  believe  I  am  considered  an  possibly  understand.    Long  ago  I  ceased  trying 

attractive  woman.     So  it  would  seem  that  I  to  make  him  understand  and  now  I  generally 

might  easily  be  drawn  into  an  interest  in  some  yield.     Occasionally,  however,  the  matters  are 

other  man.    But  on  every  side,  at  every  step,  so  serious  that,  to  avoid  trouble,  I  fall  back 

I  am  hedged  about,  protected.     In  the  first  on  deceit. 

place  I  am  considered  a  very  lucky  and  a  very       Most  women  that  I  know  are  more  or  less 

happy  woman.    This  gives  me  a  certain  aloof-  afraid  of  their  husbands.     Their  best  defence 
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is  lying.     Some  women  aci  with  their  husbands  gentle  than  strong  and  brutal.  Frank  is  strong, 

nearly  all  the  time.    A  friend  of  mine  who  He  wants  the  boy  to  be  just  like  himself.  More 

believes  she  is  happy,  unconsciously  betrays  than  anything  eke  in  the  world  I  long  to  keep 

her  joy  whenever  her  husband  goes  away  from  Tom  from  being  like  his  father.   He  looks  like 

home.     During  his  absence  she  grows  pret-  his  father  and  he  adores  his  father  and,  every 

tier.      She  blooms.      All   deceiving   women,  now  and  then,  he  has  a  trick  of  turning  on  me 

however,  end  by  deceiving  themselves.     They  with  a  look  and  a  word  that  is  his  father  all 

resolutely  turn  away  from  the  truth  and  live  over  again,  and  that  smites  me  to  the  heart, 

in  unreality.     Many  women  who  are  made  to  But  I  am  determined  that  he  shall  not  be  like 

suffer  by  their  husbands  would  deny  that  they  his  father.     And  never,  never  shall  I  let  him 

suffer,  and  believe  that  they  didn't  suffer.  take  the  attitude  toward  me  that  his  father 

Occasionally,  in  desperate  moments,  I  has  taken.  Nor  shall  I  ever  take  the  attitude 
wonder  if  there  is  any  way  of  escape  for  me.  toward  him  that  I  have  taken  toward  his  father. 
As  I  grow  older  such  moments,  happily,  do  not  What  do  I  mean  by  these  terrible  words  ? 
come  so  often.  I  am  learning  to  accept.  I  Simply  this:  Frank  is  like  a  man  living  in  a 
suppose  that  many  women  go  through  the  same  prison  cell.  On  three  sides  are  stone  walls, 
experience.  Some  women  decide  that  they  He  can  look  out  only  in  one  direction.  What 
were  mistaken  about  life  and  try  to  adjust  goes  on  behind  him  and  on  either  side  he  can- 
themselves  to  what  they  consider  to  be  the  not  know  or  even  imagine.  It  is  not  his  fault 
inevitable.  I  have  not  yet  reached  that  con-  that  he  is  in  prison.  He  does  not  know  that 
elusion.  I  deny  that  such  a  life  as  mine  is  he  is  in  prison.  So  he  does  not  suffer.  But 
natural  or  inevitable  or  right  or  even  justifiable,  by  having  his  mind  and  interests  cramped,  he 
It  is  simply  the  result  of  wrong  conditions,  cramps  all  those  whose  lives  are  bound  up  in 
Some  women  try  to  change  the  conditions  by  his.  More  than  anyone  else  he  cramps  me. 
way  of  the  divorce  court.  They  merely  secure.  He  tries  to  force  me  to  live  in  prison  with  him. 
at  the  cost  of  dreadful  pain,  a  second  brief  Thejdifference  is  that  I  long  to  be  f  ree.  The  only 
period  of  happiness  to  meet  again  the  same  way  by  which  I  can  prevent  his  shutting  me  up 
miserable  situation.  Divorce  is  no  solution  is  by  lying  to  him.  I  lie  repeatedly,  shame- 
while  men  and  conditions  remain  what  they  lessly.  But  lie  to  my  boy,  I  will  not. 
are.  And  yet  I  rejoice  in  the  increasing  num-  My  life  with  Frank  makes  me  think  it  is  the 
ber  of  divorces.  They  are  calling  attention  tendency  of  business  to  shut  men  up  in  prison, 
to  the  defects  of  marriage  as  marriage  now  is.  And  the  more  successful  the  men  are,  the 
The  clergymen  and  other  social  reformers  de-  closer  their  confinement.  Already  Frank  is 
clare  that  divorce  is  an  evil.  But  the  evil  does  planning  to  have  Tom  share  his  cell,  that  is, 
not  lie  in  divorce;  it  lies  in  the  relation  that  to  take  him  into  business.  But  Tom  shan't 
makes  so  many  people  seek  divorce.  The  go  until  I  have  done  everything  in  my  power 
reformers  would  have  more  reason  to  be  to  unfit  him  for  business.  Like  many  business 
shocked  if  they  were  aware  of  the  vast  num-  nien,  Frank  is  inclined  to  sniff  at  colleges  and  at 
ber  of  women  who  are  dissatisfied  with  mar-  college-graduates.  He  rather  admires  those 
riage  as  they  know  it  and  have  not  the  desire  technical  schools  that  prepare  boys  for  practical 
or  the  courage  to  seek  divorce.  I,  for  ex-  life,  and  he  intends  to  send  Tom  to  one.  I 
ample,  should  prefer  to  endure  what  I  now  have  no  objection,  provided  that  Tom  first 
endure  than  go  through  the  horrors  of  seeking  goes  through  college. 

a  divorce  and  of  being  classed  as  a  divorced  Now  why  am  I  so  eager  to  send  Tom  to 

woman  and  of  living  without  any  established  college  ?    Because  I  wish  to  do  everything  I 

and  respected  position  in  the  social  world.  can  to  make  his  mind  free.  College  is  only  one 

Why  is  it  that  at  times  I  am  so  unhappy?  of  the  many  expedients  that  I  shall  try.     Of 

Why  don't  I  make  my  boy  a  consolation?  course,  I  know  there  are  many  college  gradu- 

That  boy!    He  is  a  dear.    But  he  nearly  kills  ates  who  are  as  narrow-minded  as  Frank.  But 

me  with  anxiety.     I  don't  know  what  people  they  would  either  be  narrow  anyway  or  they 

mean  when  they  speak  of  children  as  a  com-  may  have  been  cramped  by  the  circumstances 

fort.     Every  day  of  my  life  I  ask  myself  if  I  of  their  lives.    Already  I  have  begun  to  train 

am  doing  my  duty  by  my  boy.     Frank  never  Tom  to  take  what  I  call  a  human  attitude 

worries.     He  wants  the  boy  to  be  manly.    By  toward  things  and  people.     I  cannot  bear  the 

manly   he   means    physically,    mentally    and  thought  of  his  growing  up  and  dwarfing  some 

morally  tough.    I  want  Tom  to  be,  above  all  woman's  life  and  his  own.      Frank  has  no 

things,  considerate  of  other  people.    I  have  a  notion  of  what  I  am  doing.    But  it  is  going  to 

horror  of  his  being  mentally  or  even  morally  lead  to  the  struggle  of  our  existence  together, 

tough.     I  would   rather   see   him   mild   and  the  only  real  struggle.     I  shall  be  ready. 


"I  Dcrer  cheMcd  it  caidt  in  mj  life,"  he  UKrted,  with  lome  winnth 


Good  Guessing  at  Bridge 

A  Story  of  an  Ocean  Voyage 
By  R.  F.  FOSTER 

Tbli  ale  of  gambling  on  ocein  icanuhijw  ii  founded  upon  fact.  Tt  conTejri  i  wholeume 
warning  to  invelEn  and  iUuiCniei  tome  of  the  injt  of  ihb  inlerodng  but  wicked  world. 
Tbe  autboc,    Mi.    Fnter,   ii  i  well-known  authority  on  card  gunea. — Thi  Eoiroa. 

THREE   men   were   lolling   against   the  bridge  gamej  and  in  piquet,  I  will  bet  good 

rail  of  an  ocean  greyhound  that  had  Inoney  that  I  can  name  the  deals  that  elder 

left  Queenstown  that  morning,  bound  hand  hasn't  much  show  for  the  point." 

for  New  York.    Two  of  them  were  gamblers.  While  this  struck  the  two  experts  in  shuf- 

They  were  in  doubt  about  the  third  man.  fling  and  shifting  cuts  as  rather  too  elementary 

They  had  met  him  only  once  before,  in  the  to  be  depended  on  for  a  livelihood,  they  ac- 

Casino  at  Boulogne,  and  had  "sized  him  up"  cepted  it  in  good  faith  and  the  three  had 

as  a  sport  but  had  no  proof  of  it.  parted  on  good  terms.    The  sea  being  calm 

They  had  made  some  advances  to  him  there  and  the  passengers  having  done  justice  to  a 

with  a  view  to  helping  them  to  pluck  a  young  good   lunch,    the   three   men   were   renewing 

Englishman  in  a  game  of  baccarat  in  a  pri-  their  acquaintance  and  at  the  same  time  "siz- 

vate  room  at  a  hotel,  but  he  had  begged  to  be  ing  up"  the  passengers  that  walked  past  them 

excused,  saying  that  he  never  played  anything  with  a  view  to  forming  some  estimate  of  the 

but  bridge  and  piquet.     When  asked  what  his  crop  before  them  and  the  harvest  that  was  to 

racket  was  at  those  games,  he  declared  it  was  come. 

simply  guessing.  The  bridge  player,  who  called  himself  Bus- 

"I  can  guess  what  a  man  has  almost  every  kirk,  was  very  noncommittal,  in  spite  of  the 

time,"  he  said.    "You  can  most  always  tell  efforts  of  the  other  two  to  draw  him  out  by  a 

by  the  way  a  man's  face  lights  up  that  he  is  liberal  explanation  of  their  own  plans.    They 

crazy  to  make  it  when  he  is  dummy  in  a  had  marked  down  a  wealthy  Spaniard  from 
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South  America  and  were  following  him  up  down,"  remarked  the  other,  "he  looks  like  one 

with  a  view  to  getting  a  good  chance  at  him  of  those  dopey  duplicate- whist   players  who 

in  a  poker  game  or  blind  hookey.    Mr.  Bus-  takes  on  bridge  when  he  has  no  trays  handy." 

kirk  confessed  that  he  bad  no  special  "sucker"  "There  is  nonaoncy  in  those  think  players," 

in  view,  but  that  he  would  "butt  into  a  bridge  was  Buskirk's  comment.     "What  I  watch  for 

game"  if  he  could,  as  he  did  not  care  for  is  to  see  whether  a  man  turns  out  in  the  same 

pfoker.  suit  of  clothes  every  day.     If  he  does,  he's  no 

When  they  asked  him  if  he  could  work  the  good  for  bridge  for  big  money.     There  are 

cold  deck  in  a  bridge  game  single  handed,  he  six  men  on  board  that  have  valets  with  them," 

smiled  softly  and  shook  his  head.  he  added,  pulling  out  his  own  passenger  list. 

"  I  never  used  a  cold  deck  in  my  life.     All  "They  should  be  pay  dirt.     To-morrow,  when 

you  need  in  a  bridge  game  is  good  guessing,  they  start  the  pools,  will  tell  the  story.    That 

If  you  guess  the  makes  right  oftener  than  the  brings  the  sporting  blood  (o  the  surface." 

other  fellows,  you  can  win  all  they've  got,  "You  bet,"  agreed  the  first  speaker.    "I 

with  even  cards."  always  make  a  note  of  the  men  that  buy  in 

"Partnership  game  is  surer,"  remarked  one  their  own  numbers  and  bid  for  choice  of  high 

of    the    others.     "And     an    occasional    no--  and    tow.     They    are   the    high    rollers.     No 

trumper  with  four  aces  evens  up  the  run  of  ten-cent  limit  game  for  them.     Here  comes 

the  cards  a  bit."  something  that  will  sit  still  a  good  bit,"  he 

"But  your  four  aces  always  attract  atten-  continued,  fastening  his  eye  on  a  lame  man 
tion  when  they  show  up  every  rubber  or  so.  that  was  toiling  slowly  along  the  deck  with 
It  looks  bad  to  cut  the  same  partner  all  the  the  aid  of  an  ivoty  handled  cane.  He  was  a 
time,  too.  I  can  play  with  any  of  them,  and  tall  young  fellow,  in  a  covert  coat,  with  a  col- 
pull  it  off  if  I'm  guessing  them  good."  lar  high  enough  to  choke  him,  his  head  sur- 

The  conversation  drifted  to  the  passengers  mounted  by  a  peaked  cap  that  seemed  two 

who  were  promenading  the  deck  in  the  after-  sizes  too  smalt  for  him. 

noon  sunshine,  each  of  them  coming  in  for  a  Opinions  were   divided   as  to  whether  he 

brief  and  pregnant  criticism  from  (he  three  would  play  poker  or  bridge,   but   all  three 

rail-birds.    After  making  due  allowance  for  agreed    that    he    did    not    look   particularly 

the  deceptive  nature  of  appearances  on  ship-  wealthy. 

board,  the  two  partners  estimated  that  there  "Some  one  ought  to  tell  him  to  chuck  that 
were  at  least  a  dozen  who  would  play  poker  cap  overboard,"  suggested  Buskirk,  after  he 
for  "good  money,"  and  several  who  would  had  limped  past.  "That  fore  and  aft  rig  has 
bite  on  blind  been  out  of  style 
h  o  o  k  e  y .  The  for  twenty  years." 
bridge  players  Next  morning, 
were  not  so  easy  the  weather  con- 
to  identify.  tinning  fine,  most 

"There  is  a  U.  of  the  passengers 

S.Consul,  a  judge,  were  out  on  deck 

and  three  doctors  and    the   shufBe- 

aboard,"  re-  board  fiends  were 

marked  one  of  the  at  it  early.    Mr. 

partners,     pulling  Buskirk  was  mak- 

out    a    passenger  ing  mental  notes 

hst  which  he  had  of  the  men  who 

carefully   marked  had  changed  their 

up.     "That    tall  clothes,  and 

Englishman   with  turned  out  in  new 

the  big  gloves  and  suits, 

the  check  trousers  "Told  you  that 

looks  like  hemight  fellow  would  sit 

be  your  meat,  still    a    lot,"  ob- 

Buskirk."  served  one  of  the 

"And  that  old  partners,  nodding 

fellow  that  walks  toward   the   lame 

past  with  his  man,  who  was 

hands  behind  him                     Suddng  the  head  of  fail  uae  lad  in-                     seated  in  a  steam- 

and  his   head                    nmiy  watching  the  time  ef  ihaffle-boird                     er  chair,  sucking 
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the  head  of  his  cane  and  intently  watching  five-dollar  limit;  just  the  three  of  them,  unless 

the  game  of  shufl3^e-board.  their  friend,  Mr.  Buskirk,  would  join? 

"Hasn't  changed  his  clothes  either,"  com-  Tempting  as  the  opportunity  was,  the  part- 

mented   the   other   partner.     "But    he   sure  ners  thought  best  to  decline  it,  saying  they 

ought  to  fire  that  steamer  cap."  wanted  the  air.     When  he  had  passed  on  they 

"The  tall  man  that  just  shot  is  the  one  I  smiled  at  each  other  and  wished  that  everyone 

hear  them  calling  *  Judge,'"  remarked  Bus-  they  fished  for  was  as  hungry  for  the  bait  as 

kirk.     "He  looks  like  a  dead  game  sport."  that  one. 

"Bet  you  the  wine  for  dinner  he  plays  The  judge  was  taking  his  morning  constitu- 

poker  instead  of  bridge,"  challenged  the  first  tional,  walking  at  a  great  pace,  which  made  still 

speaker.  more  apparent  the  slow  progress  of  the  lame 

"I'll  just  take  a  guess  on  you,"  said  Bus-  man,  who  soon  gave  it  up  and  dropped  into  a 

kirk  quietly,  "and  bet  you  the  wine  he  does  chair  near  the  three  men,  stretching  his  neck 

not  play  cards  for  money."  as  if  his  high  collar  was  too  much  for  him. 

That   afternoon  only  one  small  game  of  One  of  the  partners  stepped  over  to  help  him 

poker  made  its  appearance  in  the  smoking-  with  his  rug,  lifting  his  lame  leg  for  him  and 

room,   but  there  were   two  or  three, bridge  tucking  him  in.     When  he  returned  to  the 

tables.     Buskirk  won  his  bet  on  the  judge,  rail  he  whispered  to  his  friends: 

Four  of  the  men  who  had  valets  with  them  "He's  got  some  kind  of  iron  brace  on  that 

were  bridge  players.     The  Spaniard  wanted  game  leg.     Did  you  get  on  to  the  face  he 

to  raise  the  ante  at  the  poker  table,  and  the  made  when  I  touched  it?    He  said  'thanks' 

lame  man  simply  looked  on,  with  the  end  of  about  six  times,  but  that  seems  to  be  the  limit 

his  cane  in  his  mouth  and  his  injured  leg  of  his  conversation.     Doesn't  seem  to  have 

stretched  out  in  front  of  him.     He  declined  much   to   say   to   anybody,    and   don't   play 

the  invitation  to  join  the  poker  party,  saying  cards." 

the  only  games  he  knew  an)rthing  of  were  "He's  no  good  to  us,"  remarked  Buskirk, 

chess  and  euchre.     After  he  had  gone  out  on  turning  round  and  looking  at  the  sea.     "I 

the  deck  again  for  a  stroll,  one  of  the  players  haven't  seen  him  buy  a  drink  or  a  cigar." 

ventured  to  remark  that  the  only  amusement  The  third  day  out  it  rained,  and  the  smok- 

the  lame  man  seemed  to  have  was  sucking  ing-room  was  uncomfortably  full.     Three  or 

the  head  of  his  cane.  four  poker  games  were  in  full  swing  and  the 

After  the  pools  were  sold  that  night,  the  partners  had  succeeded  in  eliminating  the  un- 

ante  at  the  poker  table  was  raised  to  twenty-  desirable  shuffler  and  had  raised  the  limit  to 

five  cents,  and  the  bridge  players  made  it  two-  five   dollars,    at   the   urgent   request   of   the 

and-a-half.     Mr.   Buskirk   contented   himself  Spaniard,  who  was  quite  a  little  ahead  of  the 

with    looking    on,    sitting    behind    a    cotton  game. 

broker  who  seemed  to  be  a  very  good  player,  The  member  of  the  Racquet  Club  had  re- 

and  who  had  a  member  of  the  Racquet  Club  ferred  a  point  of  play  to  Mr.  Buskirk  after  be- 

for  a  partner.     Between  them,  they  proved  ing  cut  out  of  the  bridge  table,  and  had  been 

too  much  for  the  U.  S.  Consul  and  his  partner,  so  impressed  by  that  gentleman's  analysis  of 

There  were  the  usual  comments  on  the  play  the  situation  and  his  memory  of  every  card 

by  the  bystanders,  one  of  whom  referred  sev-  played  that  he  hastened  to  suggest: 

eral  times  to  his  neighbor,  Mr.  Buskirk,  but  "Why  don't  you  join  us?    We  should  be 

that  gentleman  only  shook  his  head,  declining  delighted  to  have  you,  I'm  sure.     Only  two 

to  give  any  opinion  on  the  game  except  that  and  a  half  a  point,  you  know.    The  Consul 

the  player  "didn't  guess  right  that  time."  wants  to  make  it  ten." 

Next  morning,  when  the  three  met  and  com-  "Anything  not  over  twenty-five  suits  me," 

pared  notes  while  they  leaned  against  the  rail,  replied  Mr.  Buskirk.     "  I  usually  quit  about 

the  poker  players  did  not  seem  so  cheerful,  even  any  way." 

There  had  been  objections  to  the  Spaniard's  Accordingly,  he  cut  into  the  next  rubber 
proposal  to  raise  the  limit  to  five  dollars,  and  and  the  points  were  raised  to  ten  cents.  Bus- 
there  was  one  man  in  the  game  who  had  a  kirk  cut  the  U.  S.  Consul,  who  got  the  deal, 
nasty  habit  of  shuffling  the  cards  when  it  was  Among  the  spectators  there  was  quite  a  little 
not  his  deal.  Mr.  Buskirk  confessed  that  he  buzz  of  excitement  when  the  points  were 
had  not  been  asked  to  play  as  yet,  so  he  raised  to  ten  cents,  and  the  judge,  who  was 
thought  they  were  making  the  better  progress,  looking  on,  drew  his  chair  closer.     Everyone 

While  they  were  talking,  the  Spaniard  came  seemed  to  be  either  a  player  or  a  spectator  at 

along  and  approached  them  with  a  proposal  the  card  tables,  except  two  who  were  reading, 

that  they  should  have  a  game  before  lunch  for  and  the  lame  man,  who  was  sitting  in  front  of 


the  open  fire,  gazing  at  it  vacantly  and  appar-  trumpers,  some  of  which  did  not  work  very 

ently  trying  to  swallow  the  head  of  his  cane.  well. 

The  Englishman  with  the  check  suit  and  the  "Did  not  quite  understand  your  opening, 

big  gloves  changed  his  position  so  as  to  over-  partner,"  the  Racquet  Club  man  explained, 

look  the  newcomer's  hand.  "but  I  judged  it  better  not  to  return  it." 

The  judge  was  evidently  well  up  oh  bridge,  "Quite  right,"  assented  Mr.  Buskirk  im- 

for  whenever  he  saw  a  play  that  tickled  his  mediately.    "  You  guessed  it  just  right.   When 

fancy  he  would  nudge  his  neighbor  and  smile  I  open  short  against  a  no-trumper  you  can 

knowingly,     "I  knew  the  Consul  would  take  lead  your  own  suit  or  up  to  dummy's  weak- 

that  finesse,"  he  whispered.     "Did  not  notice  ness  as  you  think  best;  but  never  return  my 

the  discards.    Let  the  bare  king  win  a  trick.  lead  if  it  is  the  top  of  nothing." 

Rotten  play."  This  piece  of  heresy  made  the  judge  ex- 

"The  one  with  the  black  mustache  that  change  glances  with  the  Englishman  in  the 

just  started  in  looks  as  if  he  knew  the  game,"  check  suit  and  caused  several  other  spectators 

replied  the  other.     This  allusion  was  to  Mr,  to  smile.     A  moment  later  their  attention  was 

Buskirk,  who,  as  soon  as  the  hand  was  over,  attracted  by  a  commotion  at  one  of  the  poker 

smiled  pleasantly  at  the  Consul,  saying:  tables,  from  which  loud  voices  came.     Almost 

"  You  played  that  hand  very  nicely,  partner,  everyone  in  the  room  rushed  over  to  see  what 

Did  not  think  you  could  get  the  odd  out  of  it,"  was  the  matter. 

a  remark  which  made  the  Englishman  in  the  It  appeared  that  the  undesirable  card- 
check  suit  look  round  at  the  others  in  aston-  shuffler  had  been  looking  on  and  had  made 
ishment,  and  caused  the  judge  to  lie  back  in  some  remark  to  the  Spaniard  which  had 
his  chair  and  gasp,  caused  that  gentleman  to  accuse  one  of  the 

Some  of  Mr.  Buskirk's  makes  were  classi-  partners  of  cheating.     This  broke  the  ice,  and 

fied  by  his  partner  as  "  the  limit,"  and  he  did  several  came  forward  to  say  they  had  known 

not  seem  to  have  very  good  luck  with  them,  all  along  that  the  two  men  were  gamblers. 

Said  he  was  not  guessing  as  well  as  usual  to-  The  upshot  of  the  matter  was  that  the  game 

day.     When  he  cut  the  Racquet  Club  man  for  broke  up,  with  no  prospect  of  its  being  re- 

a  partner  he  made  him  a  little  nervous  once  sumed  with  either  of  the  two  marked  men  in 

or  twice  by  opening  short  suits  against  no-  it  during  that  voyage. 
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For    his    own    protection,    Mr.    Buskirk  and  everyone  in  the  smoking-room  who  knew 

thought  it  best  to  cut  his  two  friends  next  anything  about  the  game  and  was  not  playing 

morning.     On  meeting  some  of  those  with  poker,  crowded  around  the  experts.    The  Eng- 

whom  he  had  played  bridge,  he  lost  no  time  lishman  in  the  check  suit  was  one  of  the  first 

in  bringing  up  the  matter.  to  secure  a  good  position,  and  the  judge  took 

"Why,  don't  you  know,  I  had  no  idea  those  his  accustomed  seat,  which  he  surrendered, 

fellows  were  gamblers,"  he  began.     "I  had  however,  to  the  lame  man,  who  seemed  to  be 

quite  a  talk  with  them  on  Sunday  morning  drawn  to  the  table  by  the  general  force  of  at- 

and  I  thought  they  were  rather  nice  sort  of  traction.    The  cotton  broker  was  just  too  late 

chaps.     But  one  never  knows,  on  a  steamer,  to  get  into  the  first  rubber,  but  he  stood  close 

when  poker  is  the  game."  up,  so  that  he  could  follow  the  play. 

Deprived  of  their  own  game,  with  the  blind       One  of  the  disgraced  poker  players  edged 

hookey  proposition  rendered  absolutely  hope-  in  behind  Mr.  Buskirk's  chair,  while  the  other 

less,  the  two  partners  did  not  exactly  see  how  stood  opposite  him,  on  the  other  side  of  the 

they  were  going  to  make  even  their  expenses  table,  leaning  against  the  chair  in  which  the 

on  the  trip,  and  their  thoughts  at  once  turned  lame  man  sat.    Both  were  sure  that  they  would 

enviously    toward    the    more   fortunate    Mr.  catch  Buskirk  in  something  or  other  if  they 

Buskirk.  watched  long  and  closely  enough,  but  in  spite 

"He's  making  good  on  the  bridge  game,  all  of  all  their  knowledge  of  the  tricks  of  the 

right,"  remarked  one  to  the  other,  "and  he's  trade  and  all  the  sleight  of  hand  possible  with 

got  to  divvy  up  or  we'll  give  him  away.    He'll  a  pack  of  cards,  neither  could  detect  anything 

stand  for  a  couple  of  hundred  apiece  to  us,  wrong,  a  conclusion  which  each  communi- 

sooner  than  have  us  squeal."  cated  to  the  other  by  an  occasional  shrug  and 

Mr.  Buskirk  met  their  proposition  squarely,  a  slight  lifting  of  the  eyebrows, 
and  politely  told  them  to  "go  to  blazes."  The  judge  seemed  to  enjoy  the  play  im- 

"I  never  cheated  at  cards  in  my  life,"  he  mensely,  and  took  occasion  to  whisper  to  the 
asserted,  with  some  warmth.  "You  can  lame  man  what  he  thought  of  some  of  the 
watch  me  all  you  like,  and  if  you  see  any-  makes  and  leads.  The  only  response  he  got 
thing  crooked  I'll  give  you  every  cent  I've  got.  was  a  regret  that  the  cripple  did  not  under- 
I  don't  shuffle  the  cards  that  I  deal  in  bridge,  stand  bridge,  only  euchre,  after  which  ex- 
You  know  that.  And  I  deal  them  as  square  planation  the  attempts  to  swallow  the  head  of 
as  any  man  living.  Stand  by  and  watch  me  the  cane  were  resumed.  With  the  English- 
all  you  want  to."                                  ,  man  in  the  check  suit  the  judge  had  better 

"Then  what's  your  racket  ?"  luck.    His  commendations  of  the  man  from 

"I  don't  need  any  racket.    I  can  play  the  the  Racquet  Club  impressed  the  Englishman 

game  better  than  any  of  those  fellows.    They  so  much  that  he  offered  to  put  a  fiver  on  him 

can't  read  cards.    They're  afraid  to  make  it  to  win  the  rubber,  a  bet  which  Mr.  Buskirk, 

no-trumps  on  an  ace  and  two  queens.    I'll  do  who  was  his  adversary,  declined,  saying  he 

that  every  time  if  I  feel  like  it,  when  I'm  was  not  "guessing  them  good  enough"  just 

guessing   good.    As   for   ducking   suits   and  then. 

making  re-entries  out  of  four  spots — ^why  they       Mr.  Buskirk's  intimation  that  he  was  not 

never  heard  of  such  things.    And  for  guess-  afraid  to  make  it  no-trumps  on  an  ace  and 

ing,  they  never  do  it.    They've  got  rules  for  two  hopes  was  fully  demonstrated  on  several 

everything."  occasions.    One  of  the  men  who  had  a  valet 

In  spite  of  these  protests,  the  two  partners  with  him,  and  who  appeared  in  a  different 
thought  they  might  just  as  well  watch  the  suit  of  tweeds  every  day,  stood  close  behind 
bridge  game,  especially  as  they  had  nothing  Mr.  Buskirk  for  one  rubber  and  could  not 
else  to  do.  They  thought  they  knew  enough  help  raising  his  eyebrows  a  little  and  glancing 
of  human  nature  and  of  gambling  ethics  to  be  at  his  neighbor  when  Mr.  Buskirk  made  it  no- 
pretty  certain  that  Mr.  Buskirk  had  some  ad-  trumps  at  the  score  of  love-all,  rubber  game, 
vantage  or  other.  If  it  could  be  worked  on  the  ace  and  five  little  spades,  king  of 
"single-handed"  it  was  well  worth  learning,  hearts  alone,  five  clubs  to  the  queen  six,  and 
The  great  objection  to  bridge  as  a  gambler's  one  diamond. 

game  is  that  one  player  cannot  cheat  at  it       The  opening  was  a  small  heart,  led  from 

without  being  caught.    He  must  have  a  part-  five  to  the  ace.    Dummy  had  none.    He  had 

ner,  and  half  the  time  that  partner  is  an  ad-  two  small  diamonds  and  three  small  hearts, 

versary,  and  what  one  wins  the  other  loses.  five  spades  to  the  king,  ace  and  two  small 

By  mutual  agreement,  the  points  had  been  clubs.    The  dealer  won  the  first  trick  with  the 

raised  to  twenty-five  cents  at  the  bridge  table,  king  of  hearts,  made  six  tricks  in  spades,  upon 
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which  the  player  on  his  right,  who  discarded 
from  weakness,  let  go  two  clubs,  keeping  the 
ace  and  king  of  diamonds  and  his  hearts. 
When  the  dealer  led  the  club  queen,  the  king 
covered  and  the  jack 
fell,  so  that  Mr.  Bus- 
kirk  made  a  little  slam. 

"That  hand  turned 
out  pretty  well,  part- 
ner," he  remarked 
calmly  as  he  cut  the 
cards  for  the  next  deal. 
"  Of  course,  I  guessed 
you  had  something, 
and  I  thought  it  better 
for  the  concealed  hand 
to  declare." 

"Judging  fropi  re- 
sults, you  are  certainly 


the  partner's  com- 
ment. "If  they  open 
a  diamond  they  make 
five  by  cards." 

This  hand  tickled 
the  judge  so  much 
that  he  tried  to  explain 
to  the  lame  man  how 
the  discard  had  lost 
four  tricks.  The 
cripple  took  his  cane 
out  of  his  mouth  and 
thanked  him  very 
much,  regretting  that 

he  did  not   quite  see  "BiUy  hete  y«?' 

the  point,  but  that  he 
believed  bridge  must  be  a  veryinterestinggame. 

Some  of  Mr.  Buskirk's  opening  leads  were 
certainly  calculated  to  excite  admiration  it  one 
may  measure  the  merit  of  a  beginning  by  a 
successful  ending.  The  player  on  his  right 
having  made  it  no  trump,  Mr.  Buskirk 
promptly  doubled;  holding  six  clubs  to  the 
ace  king,  three  sp^es  to  the  jack  and  two 
small  cards  in  each  of  the  red  suits. 

The  dealer  redoubled,  holding  four  clubs  to 
the  queen  nine,  four  spades  to  the  queen  jack 
ten  and  the  ace  king  queen  of  both  red  suits. 
Mr.  Buskirk  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  re- 
doubled, which  made  the  well-dressed  man 
behind  him  gasp.  The  dealer  redoubled 
again,  whereupon  dummy  protested  and 
wished  to  avail  himself  of  the  rule  permitting 
a  player  to  object  to  doubling  beyond  a  hun- 
dred points  a  trick.  The  dealer  immediately 
offered  to  assume  the  responsibility  and  in- 
formed Mr.  Buskirk  that  he  could  proceed  if 
he  wished  to. 

After  thanking  the  dealer  for  his  generosity 


he  did  redouble,  and  the  dealer  then  thought 
he  had  bad  enough,  the  odd  trick  being  worth 
three  hundred  and  eighty-four  points,  or  a 
hundred  and  ninety-two  dollars  to  him,  as  he 
was  taking  both  ends. 
To  the  astonish- 
ment of  both  the  well- 
dressed  man  and  the 
gambler  who  stood  be- 
side him,  Mr.  Buskirk 
did  not  lead  his  club 
suit,  but  started  with 
the  jack  of  spades, 
Dummy  laid  down 
three  small  spades,  five 
of  each  red  suit,  and 
no  clubs.  Third  hand, 
who  was  the  player 
from  the  Racquet 
Club,  won  the  first 
trick  with  the  king  of 
spades  and  then 
stopped  to  do  a  little 
thinking.  The  judge 
nudged  the  lame  man, 
who  was  falling  asleep, 
and  whispered  that 
the  leader  must  have 
made  one  of  those  rot- 
ten short-suit  Ofwn- 
ings. 

Finally,    after    due 

consideration    of    the 

dummy's  cards,  third 

he  inquired  uftly  hand    returned    the 

jack  of  clubs. 

The  dealer  covered,  with  the  queen  nine 

and  two  small  in  his  hand.     Buskirk  won 

with  the  king  and  at  once  led  another  spade. 

Third  hand  won  this  and  led  the  ten  of  clubs 

without  hesitation,  as  if  the  situation  were 

now  clear  to  him.    The  ten  held,  so  he  led 

the  trey,  and  Buskirk's  ace  and  seven  picked 

up  the  dealer's  nine  and  four,  making  four 

more  club  tricks;  two  by  cards  against  the 

declaration. 

The  well-dressed  man  took  out  his  hand- 
kerchief and  wiped  his  forehead,  looking 
round  him  in  a  dazed  sort  of  way,  as  if  to  as- 
sure himself  that  it  was  all  real.  The  lame 
man  removed  the  cane  from  his  mouth  long 
enough  to  look  up  at  the  Judge  and  ask  quietly: 
"Was  that  a  good  play  then?"  The  judge 
was  too  astonished  to  answer.  He  was  wait- 
ing for  the  comments  of  the  players  them- 
sebes.     Mr,  Buskirk  was  the  first  to  speak: 

"Nothing  like  taking  a  chance,  partner," 
he  remarked,  breezily.  "The  moment  he  re- 
doubled I  knew  he  had  my  suit  stopped  and 
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that  you  must  come  through  him.    Lucky  ing,  ^*  is  that  if  I  could  guess  like  that  fellow  I 

guess  that,  though,  to  put  you  in,  but  it  was  would  spend  Jthe  rest  of  my  life  in  Wall  Street." 

the  only  suit  in  which  I  had  a  card  that  would  To  the  end  of  the  voyage  it  was  the  same 

show  you  I  did  not  want  the  suit  returned,  story.     Mr.  Buskirk  had  struck  his  gait.     Not 

Glad  I  guessed  it  right."  more  than  once  in  five  times  did  he  guess 

"As  I  remarked  before,  you  are  certainly  a  wrong  and  not  onte  for  five  minutes  did  he 

wonderful  guesser,"  was  the  smiling  comment  cease  to  be  the  talk  of  every  bridge  player  on 

of  the  Racquet  Club  man  as  he  spread  the  the  boat. 

cards  to  cut  for  another  rubber,  in  which  he  Having  profited  to  the  extent  of  some  two 

got  the  cotton  broker  for  a  partner,  the  Consul  thousand  dollars  by  his  skill  as  a  guesser,  com- 

falling  to  Buskirk.     The  Consul  wanted  to  bined  with  his  accurate  play,  Mr.  Buskirk  was 

make  it  fifty  cents  a  point;  but  Buskirk  ob-  in  a  liberal  mood  when  he  walked  down  the 

jected.  gangplank  in  New  York,  and  he  handed  his 

"Not  that  I  am  afraid  of  the  result,  part-  less  fortunate  acquaintances  a  hundred  doDars 
ner,"  he  said,  smiling;  "but  I  never  play  for  each  as  a  consolation  after  they  had  assured 
more  than  twenty-five.  We  are  only  playing  him  that  his  game  was  dead  square, 
for  amusement  anyway,  and  I  would  just  as  Throwing  his  portmanteau,  rug,  and  hand- 
soon  play  for  two-and-a-half."  A  remark  bag  into  a  cab  he  drove  up  to  the  Gilsey 
which  made  the  two  gamblers  simultaneously  House,  and  registered,  after  shaking  hands 
look  up  at  the  ceiling.  with  the  clerk. 

Having    finished     dealing,     Mr.     Buskirk  "  Billy  here  yet  ?"  he  inquired  softly, 

picked  up  his  cards  and  found  that  fortune  "Just  went  up  to  his  room.    Had  an  acci- 

had  favored  him  with  six  diamonds  to  the  ace  dent  while  he  was  away,  eh  ?    Broke  his  leg, 

king   queen,    three    very    small    hearts    and  or  just  sprained  it  ?" 

spades    and    one   little   club.    He   promptly  "Only  a  sprain.    That'D  be  all  right  in  a 

passed  it,  and  dummy  made  it  hearts,  holding  day  or  two.    What  number  is  he?    I'll  go 

six  to  the  ace  king  jack,  three  small  spades  right  up  and  see  him." 

and  four  small  clubs.  On  opening  the  door  of  Billy's  room,  he 

The  adversaries  made  three  spade  tricks  found  the  young  man  busy,  with  the  assist- 
and  the  king  of  clubs'  right  oflF  the  reel.    The  ance  of  the  head  porter,  in  removing  a  clumsy 
next  club  the  dealer  trumped.     He  discarded  iron  brace  from  his  right  leg. 
dummy's  two  remaining  clubs  on   his  own  After    a    cordial    handshake    Buskirk    re- 
winning   diamonds    and   then   led   a  trump,  marked: 
dropping   the   queen    and    making   four   by  "Billy,  you  did  fine." 
cards,  just  enough  to  go  game.  "Thanks,    awfully,    old    man.    The    only 

"Lucky  I  did  not  make  it  an  original  dia-  thing  that  bothered  me  was  when  some  one 

mond,"  remarked  Mr.  Buskirk,  cheerily.     "I  spoke  to  me,  and  I  had  to  take  the  cane  out 

hate  a  diamond  at  the  score  of  love-all,  and  I  of  my  mouth  before  I  had  signaled  up  the 

guessed  you  must  have  something  better."  whole  hand.    The  judge  was  a  perfect  nui- 

"  As  your  former  partner  has  remarked  upon  sance  that  way." 

several  occasions,"  replied  the  Consul,  "you  "You  did  fine,  Billy.    I  had  to  laugh  at 

are  a  wonderful  guesser."  the  way  you  kept  on  practising  the  signals 

The  lame  man  looked  up  at  the  judge  and  with  the  head  of  your  cane  all  day  long.    The 

smiled,  with  a  gleam  of  intelligence  in  his  face,  only  place  I  got  stuck  was  when  you  pulled  it 

"  So  it's  a  guess  game,  is  it  ?    I  always  out  so  far  I  didn't  know  whether  my  partner 

thought  bridge  was  very  scientific."  had  the  nine  of  clubs  or  the  ten.     But  you  did 

"All  I  can  say,"  answered  the  judge,  laugh-  fine,  Billy." 
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ONE   of   the  most   extraordinary   insti-  borhood,  where,  almost  every  evening,  a  cer- 

tutions  in  this  country  is   the  Jerry  tain  hero  of  those  parts  who  was  called  Jack 

McAuley  Mission.     For  it  lifts  men  the  Rat,  entertained  late  audiences  by  biting 

and  women  out  of  the  lowest  gutters  of  human  off  the  heads  of  live  rats, 
degradation  and  sets  them  again  on  their  feet 

in  the  world  of  usefulness.     It  performs  the  A  Convenion  in  Sing  Sing  Friton 
miracle  of  .the  new  life. 

Two  things  the  church  has  to  do — no  more,  Here,  in  a  dilapidated  old  building,  Jerry 

no  less.     One  is  to  inspire  the  individual  man  McAuley  and  his  wife  opened,  in  1872,  the 

with  faith  in  God,  the  other  is  to  draw  all  first  of  the  now  well-known  type  of  rescue 

men  together  in  a  more  friendly  and  democratic  missions.    As  a  boy  Jerry  never  had  a  chance, 

relationship.    The  old  formula,  love  of  God,  Everything  was  against  him.    He  had  grown 

love  of  fellow  men,  expresses  the  whole  range  up  in  the  worst  possible  environment,  where 

of  the  activities  of  the  church.   Some  religious  his  heroes  were  thieves  and  his  instructors 

institutions,  like  the  Jerry  McAuley  Mission,  were  drunkards:  an  environment  which  still 

emphasize  individual  regeneration,  others,  like  exists  in  New  York  for  thousands  of  boys  and 

Christ  Church,  emphasize  social  reconstruc-  young  men.    Naturally   he  became   both   a 

tion.  The  two  types  are  presented  here  in  con-  thief  and  a  drunkard,  and  being  of  a  daring 

trast:  the  one  lifts  men  individually  out  of  the  nature  he  soon  attained  wide  notoriety  as  a 

gutter,  the  other  also  seeks  to  remove  the  gutter,  river  pirate.    Before  he  was  twenty  years  old 

Which  is  the  more  necessary?  he  haxi  reached  the  natural  result  of  such  a 

The  McAuley  Mission  is  in  Water  Street  be-  career  and  had  been  sentenced  to  Sing  Sing 

low  the  Bowery,  and  almost  underneath  the  huge  prison  for  fifteen  years  and  six  months.     A 

Manhattan  end  of  the  old  Brooklyn  Bridge,  rude  preacher  of  that  day  was  "  Awful'*  Gard- 

The  inmiediate  neighborhood,  which  at  one  ner,  a  former  prize-fighter  and  tough  whom 

time  was  one  of  the  very  worst  on  Manhattan  Jerry  had  known  as  a  boy.     Gardner  came  to 

Island,  has  now  been  partiaDy  built  up  to  ware-  preach  to  the  prisoners  at  Sing  Sing,  telling 

houses,  but  not  far  away  are  still  to  be  found  the  his  own  story  in  his  own  way.    It  was  a  rough 

poorest  sort  of  poor  homes  and  some  of  the  sort  of  personal  conviction  that  he  had:  and 

worst  of  saloons.     When  the  churches  began  he  knew  the  life  of  the  men  before  him.   Jerry 

their  flight  northward  years  ago,  deserting  the  was  touched,  and  his  conduct  and  life  were 

poorer  people,  this  part  of  the  city  was  left  immediately  changed,  so  much  so  that  he  was 

the  prey  to  every  devil  of  the  slums.     It  was  pardoned  by  Governor  Dix. 

a  district  without  religion,  without  even  hu-  When  he  left  the  prison  he  had  no  place  to 

manity.    Dozens  of  saloons  and  dives  were  go  except  to  his  old  haunts  in  the  Bowery  and 

to  be  found  in  every  block.   Kit  Bums's famous  no  friends  to  look  after  him:  and  not  un- 

" rat-pit"  was  a  popular  resort  of  the  neigh-  naturally  he  fell  victim  again  to  the  environ- 

227 


228  The  American  Magazme 

ment  into  which  he  was  so  heartlessly  cast,  who  attend,  than  in  the  nature  of  the  religious 

For  months  he  was  a  riotous  drunkard,  worse  expression.    But  there  are  deep  realities  here, 

than  he  ever  had  been  before.     One  night  he  too,  if  we  are  willing  to  look  for  them, 

overheard  a  missionary  preacher  talking  with  Walk  into  the  small,  narrow,  stuflFy  hall 

a  woman:  he  said  that  he  heard  only  one  word,  of  the  McAuley  Mission  any  night  of  the  year 

the  name  of  Jesus:  and  he  decided  again  to  re-  and  you  will  find  the  seats  filled  with  the  last 

form.    He  went  with  the  missionary  that  night  and  lowest  dregs  of  humanity — men  who  are 

and  signed  the  pledge,  but  the  next  day  he  thieves,  ex-convicts  and  drunkards.      Every 

found  it  no  easier  to  earn  a  living  honestly  sort  of  humanity  indeed,  from  the  university 

than  he  had  before — for  he  had  no  training  man  downward,  may  here  be  found:  they  have 

and  no  knowledge  of  an  honest  life.    Nor  did  all  reached  the  last  equality  of  degradation, 

he  have  a  single  friend  who  knew  how  to  make  Around  on  the  walls  you  will  see  lettered  some 

a  living  except  by  stealing.    After  a  day  or  of  the  most  striking  promises  from  the  New 

two  of  trial  the  Bowery  again  overwhelmed  Testament.    In  front,  on  the  platform,  sit  a 

him  and  he  deliberately  abandoned  his  idea  number  of  men  and  a  few  women,  with  the 

of  reforming  and  set  out  with  a  companion  leading  musician  at  the  piano.   The  air  is  not 

on  a  marauding  expedition.    By  chance  the  fresh,  not  at  all  fresh:  it  could  not  be  with  such 

two  met  the  missionary,  who  said:  an  audience  of  rags  and  dirt  and  drunkenness. 

"Jerry,  where  are  you  going?"  Nor  are  the  sights  and  sounds  pleasant  to 

"  I  can't  starve,"  said  Jerry  sullenly.  fastidious  senses.    But  wait,  we  are  at  the  very 

"Jerry,"  said  the  missionary,  "come  with  bottom  of  the  ladder:  and  there  are  significant 

me.     I  will  pawn  this  coat  before  I  will  see  things  here  too,  things  well  for  aU  of  us  to  know, 
you  starve." 

Jerry  looked  the  coat  over  and  saw  that  it  Where  Dmnkarda  Come 
would  not  bring  fifty  cents  at  the  pawn-shop. 

Then  he  said:  What  do  all  these  men  come   here  for? 

"If  you  think  enough  of  me  to  do  that,  PU  Well,  they  come  for  various  reasons,   com- 

die  before  I  steal."  paratively  few  directly  for  religious  purposes. 

It  is  a  cold  night  and  they  have  no  place  to 

The  First  Rescue  NReaion  sleep,  SO  they  come  in,  homeless  and  drunken, 

for  a  chance  to  rest  for  a  little  while,  where  it 

From  that  moment  he  began  the  hard  up-  is  warm.     Once  a  week  they  are  fed  liberally, 

ward  struggle.     Five  different  times  he  feU  and  every  night  a  few  of  them  receive  tickets 

and   became   riotously  drunk,   but   he  kept  entitling  them  to  a  lodging-house  bed.    Sordid 

doggedly  at  it  and  finally  succeeded.     Four  business  it  seems,  doesn't  it  ?  A  common  crit- 

years  later,  after  he  had  thoroughly  schooled  icism  is  that  these  missions  are  a  mere  en- 

and  tested  himself,  he  started  his  little  mission,  couragement  to  vagrancy. 

At  first  he  met  every  sort  of  ridicule,  oppo-  But  are  the  motives  which  draw  many  of 

sition  and  persecution;  at  one  time  hot  coals  the  people  into  the  rich  up-town  churches  so 

were  thrown  out  of  a  window  upon  him,  but  he  fundamentally   different  ?      I   wonder,    is   it 

continued  every  night  to  tell  his  story  to  the  better  to  go  to  church  to  seek  social  connections, 

crowds  of  "bums"  and  toughs  who  gathered  or  business  relationships,  or  to  exhibit  a  new 

in  his  small  room.     It  was  the  simplest  kind  bonnet,  than  it  is  to  go  to  church  for  a  comed- 

of  story  of  individual  salvation  through  faith  beef  sandwich  ? 

in  God.  Anyway,  for  whatever  purpose,  these  poor 

Ever  since  then  the  meetings  have  continued,  and  ragged  men  are  here,  and  no  one  can  tell 
not  Sundays  only,  with  a  closed  church  during  what  is  going  on  in  the  souls  under  these  rags, 
the  rAiainder  of  the  week,  but  every  day  in  any  more  than  one  can  tell  what  is  going  on 
the  year  with  the  mission  open  from  early  underneath  the  gorgeous  raiment  at  St.  Bar- 
morning  until  late  at  night.  Jerry  died  years  tholomew's  Church.  If  all  the  worldly  were 
ago,  but  his  work  has  gone  around  the  world,  turned  into  the  streets,  I  wonder,  would  the 
the  idea  of  the  rescue  mission  having  been  Fifth  Avenue  temple  fare  better  or  worse  than 
adopted  in  scores  of  cities.  the  slum  mission? 

I  wish  to  give  as  clear  an  idea  as  possible  Many   curious   and   significant   differences 

of  what  such  work  means  and  to  what  extent  exist  between  the  methods  of  the  McAuley 

it  is  effective,  or  ineffective.    To  some  of  those  Mission  and  those  of  the  prouder  churches, 

accustomed  to  the  soft  surroundings  of  up-  Here  no  one  preaches  to  anyone  else.    No 

town  religion,  a  mission  of  the  slums  is  repel-  one  argues  any  dogmas  or  creeds:  there  is 

lent,  not  less  in  the  character  of  the  people  almost  no  sort  of  ceremony  practiced. 


--^       I '  y 
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Down  here  people  have  learned  deep  things  and  intimately.    He  can  give  them  life.    One 

out  of  life  itself .    They  have  been  shaken  down  night,  when  I  was  there,  I  heard  a  Bowery 

and  tried  out.    What  they  want  is  not  books  man  named  Chris,  tell  his  story.    Like  Jerry 

or  doctrines  or  advice  or  churches;  all  these  McAuley,  he  had  grown  up  on  the  Bowery,  a 

superficial  things  they  have  spent  out  with  street  waif.    In  a  city  of  boasted  schools  he 

their  money  and  got  beyond.    Any  religion  had  grown  up  without  knowing  how  to  read  or 

that  touches  them  has  got  to  live,  and  show  write.     "  When  they  put  me  in  at  one  door  of 

visible  works:  there  is  no  other  way  around  it,  the  school,"  he  said,  "I  ran  out  at  the  other." 

or  about  it.  He  was  a  thief  and  a  drunkard:  he  had  often 

been  arrested:  but  finally  he  had  stumbled  by 

SiofieM  Told  ai  the  Mimion  chance  into  the  mission  to  get  something  to 

eat.    There  his  life  was  changed.    His  story, 

And  so  the  religious  service  at  the  McAuley  told  with  the  Bowery  twang,  and  dealing  with 
Mission  is  made  up  almost  exclusively  of  pages  places  in  the  Bowery  familiar  to  all,  and  re- 
out  of  the  book  of  common  life.  It  is  story-  lating  the  particulars  of  his  own  resurrection 
telling — ^true  stories,  stories  like  that  of  the  from  death,  was  tremendously  impressive, 
blind  man  who  said:  ''One  thing  I  know.  He  has  now  learned  to  read,  and  he  has  a  good 
that,  whereas  I  was  blind,  now  I  see."  Is  position  where  he  makes  an  honest  living  for 
there  any  more  convincing  evidence  ?  So  they  the  first  time  in  his  life.  As  he  told  his  story 
get  up  in  the  Mission,  men  who  are  cleanly  he  reiterated  again  and  again: 
dad,  who  look  dean,  and  tell  what  has  hap-  "This  is  a  reality.  This  is  true." 
pened  to  them,  personally.  The  stories  are  Every  night  many  men  come  "forward  for 
much  alike,  for  the  human  experiences  which  prayers " — which  heaven  knows  they  need — 
lie  behind  them  are  much  adike.  There  is  but  most  of  them  are  imposters,  known  to  be 
always  the  bed-rock  of  conscious  and  utter  imposters,  who  come  merely  on  the  chance 
failure:  there  is  always  the  real  evidence  of  of  getting  a  bed-ticket,  or  a  dime,  or  a  sand- 
salvation.  "The  diflFerence  between  the  au-  wich — and  yet  from  among  these  abject  men, 
diences  down  here,  and  those  in  uptown  some  are  reached  and  lifted.  Nothing  im- 
churches,"  one  of  the  workers  said  to  me,  "  is  pressed  me  more  than  the  infinite  patience 
that  these  men  know  they  are  sinners:  uptown  exercised  with  these  men.  The  leaders  watch 
they  don't  know  it."  for  the  veriest  spark  of  the  new  life  that  they 

Here  is  a  somewhat  typical  story  I  heard  at  may  fan  it  into  flame, 

the  McAuley  Mission:  "You  have  to  exercise  great  patience,"  I 

"  I  came  in  here  two  years,  six  months  and  said  to  Mr.  Wybum. 

ten  days  ago,  a  drunken  wretch.     I  was  down  "Yes,"    he    replied,    "someone    exercised 

and  out.    I  had  no  hope  left.     I  felt  here  that  great  patience  with  me  twenty  years  ago  when 

Jesus  Christ  had  the  power  to  save  me  when  I  came  in  here  a  hopeless  drunkard — or  I 

I  could  not  save  myself.     I  surrendered  to  him.  should  not  be  here  to-night." 

Since  then  my  life  has  been  changed.     I  am  They  never  give  up,  these  leaders,  nor  do 

no  longer  a  slave  of  drink.    I  have  a  job  and  they  reject  any  man,  no  matter  how  hopeless 

a  good  living.     I  have  become  recondled  with  he  may  seem:  for  have  they  not  had  miracles 

my  family,  and  I  stand  here  to-night  to  show  in  their  own  lives?  They  act  on  the  motto: 
what  religion  can  do  for  a  man." 

It  is  impossible  to  give  a  true  conception  of  Moti  Wretched— Mott  Welcome 
these  stories,  because  a  mere  report  of  what  is 

said  cannot  convey  the  earnestness  and  sim-  "The  most  welcome  are  those  who  are  the 

plidty  with  which  the  words  are  spoken.  most  wretched." 

Carping  criticism  may  say  what  it  will  about  S.  H.  Hadley,  one  of  the  former  leaddts  of 

such  a  story,  but  it  cannot  touch  that  man.  the  Mission,  himself  a  reconstructed  drunkard. 

He  knows  what  he  has  got,  and  those  wretches  once  said: 

who  hear  him — do  they  not  understand  inti-  "We  love  the  drunkard  because  he  is  a 

mately  what  he  has  suffered  ?  And  do  they  not  drunkard,  and  because  nobody  else  does  love 

also  long  blindly  for  the  power  he  has  won  him.     ...    He  is  asked  no  questions,  no 

for  himself?  promises  are  exacted,  he  has  no  rules  to  ob- 

Every  one  connected  with  the  Mission,  from  serve  except  the  one  rule  of  order.    He  is  not 

the  superintendent,  John  H.  Wybum,  down,  lectured  on  his  past,  he  is  not  exhorted  to  lead 

has  had  the  same  sort  of  experience:  he  is  on  a  a  better  life  in  the  future.   He  is  loved,  treated 

common  plane  of  life  with  the  men  who  crowd  kindly,  and  joins  in  prayers  night  and  morning 

the  little  room :  he  can  touch  them  directly  and  attends  the  meetings.  Although  it  is  essen- 
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tially  a  religious  institution,  religion  is  not  had  finally  been  cast  up  among  the  other 

forced  upon  him;  he  is  neither  watched  nor  human  wreckage  upon  the  Bowery.    A  year 

suspected.    He  is  treated  as  a  brother.    He  is  ago  he  had  come  into  the  Mission  drunk, 

puzzled   and   don't  know  what  to  make  of  His  life  was  changed:  he  had  been  taken  into 

it.     Sometimes  he  comes  to  the  conclusion  he  the  little  circle  upstairs,  he  had  helped  as  a 

has  a  'graft*  and  proceeds  to  work  it  for  all  cook — for  these  men  are  willing  to  do  any- 

it  is  worth.     He  steals  whatever  he  can  lay  his  thing  in  getting  hold  again — and  now,  after  a 

hands  on  and  clears  out.     Sooner  or  later  he  year,  he  told  with  husky  voice  of  his  exp)eri- 

is  driven  back  again  by  hunger,  as  the  only  ence,  including  the  news  that  he  had  been 

place  where  he  can  find  food  or  shelter.     On  reconciled  with  his  family  in  Scotland,  and 

his  return  he  is  met  with  the  same  welcome,  hoped  to  go  home  again  soon.    And  there  was 

the  same  kindness.    There  is  no  word  of  re-  real  rejoicing  over  the  good  fortune  of  this 

proof  or  scolding.    Again  and  again  he  may  rehabilitated  man. 

show  the  cloven  foot,  but  in  the  end  he  finds       I  wish,  indeed,  I  had  space  here  to  narrate 

that  in  the  missions  founded  by  Jerry  McAuley  more  of  these  stories  of  struggle,  reconstruc- 

there  is  a  stock  of  love  and  patience  not  to  be  tion  and  human  helpfulness,  and  to  tell  more 

exhausted.    That  here,  if  not  elsewhere,  the  of  the  men  I  met,  but  I  cannot  here  find  the 

spirit  of  the  founder  of  Christianity  lives  and  space.     Nor  can  I  speak  of  the  splendid  activi- 

moves  and  endures."  ties  of  other  missions  and  churches  which  are 

And  the  leaders  and  workers  of  the  McAuley  struggling  with  the  problems  of  the  poor  and 
Mission,  like  the  Catholic  priests,  are  always  the  outcast:  the  work  of  such  men  as  Elsing 
at  their  work.  Mr.  Wybum  lives  with  his  of  the  De  Witt  Memorial  Church,  Bates  of  the 
family  in  the  rooms  over  the  Mission,  and  he  Spring  Street  Church,  Cocks  of  the  Church  of 
makes  a  home  and  a  rallying  place  both  for  the  Sea  and  Land,  Dowkontt  of  the  Mariner's 
the  men  who,  having  been  converted,  volunteer  Temple,  and  others.  Whenever  I  went  down- 
night  after  night  to  help  with  the  work,  and  for  town  to  see  this  work  I  always  came  away 
the  struggling  new  converts.  I  took  dinner  hopeful,  impressed  with  the  feeling  that  I  had 
with  the  group  one  evening;  it  included  some  touched  something  that  was  real:  an  inspira- 
half  dozen  men  with  their  wives  and  children,  tion  that  I  seldom  felt  when  I  went  to  the  great 
Every  man  there,  and  some  of  them  were  now  churches  up -town. 

prosperous  business  men  in  New  York  City,        The  point  I  wish  to  make  most  emphatically 

had  gone  through  the  fire  of  just  such  ex-  is  that  here  in  this  Mission  of  the  slums,  among 

periences  as  I  have  described.   Many  of  them,  the  lowest  of  the  low,  is  demonstrated  again 

in  gratitude,  devote  practically  all  the  spare  and  againthe  power  of  a  living  religion  to  recon-  . 

time  of  their  lives  in  helping  the  Mission  work,  struct  the  individual  human  life.   And  it  appar- 

not  only  giving  what  money  they  can,  but  ently  makes  not  the  slightest  difference  whether 

giving  themselves  in  personal  service  night  the  man  is  an  unlettered  Chris  or  a  university 

after  night.  graduate,  the  power  of  reconstruction  is  the 

''If  you'd  been  saved  from  what  I  have,"  same.     Once    grasped,    such    religious    faith 

said  one  of  the  men,  "  you'd  be  willing  to  give  changes  the  whole  world  for  the  man  who 

something  in  return."  grasps  it.     It  cures,  as  it  did  in  apostolic  times, 

both  bodies  and  souls,  and  it  produces,  more- 

The  Friendliest  Place  in  New  York  over,  a  singularly  simple  and  brotherly  rela- 
tionship  among  those  •  who   are   reached,    a 

Another   man   told   me   of   his   well-to-do  desire  to  serve  one  another.     It  is  no  affecta- 

earlier  life,  of  his  ambitions  and  of  his  final  tion  which  causes  these  men  to  refer  to  one 

downfall.     When    he   finished    his   story    he  another  as  "Brother."    They  are  brothers, 
paused,  and  then  added,  looking  around  the       I  have  endeavored  thus  to  give  a  picture  of 

small,  plainly  furnished  room:  one  of  the  best  types  I  know  of  that  sort  of 

"This  is  the  friendliest  place  in  New  York."  religious  work  which  emphasizes  the  salvation 

One  night  I  attended  an  anniversary.  When  of  individual  souls.    And  yet  one  cannot  with 

a  convert  has  stood  fast  for  a  year,  he  has  an  open-mindedness  study  the  McAuley  Mission 

anniversary.     For  the  first  time  he  leads  the  and  others  like  it  which  are  doing  an  honest 

meeting,  and  he  tells  his  story  at  length  for  work,  without  coming  away  full  of  the  gravest 

the  first  time.     I  attended  the  anniversary  of  doubts  and  questionings.    All  of  the  surround- 

a  young  Scotchman  named  Andy.    He  had  ings  of  the  honest  mission  (how  much  more 

been  brought  up  in  a  good  Scotch  home,  had  detestable    the   travesties   of   the    occasional 

become  a  drunkard  and  gambler,  had  been  fraudulent  Mission!),  all  of  the  misery,  the 

cast  off,  had  drifted  much  about  the  world  and  degradation,  the  abject  hypocrisy,  are  intensely 
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repellent  to  the  ordinary  man  or  woman.  By  thousands  upon  thousands  of  miserable  crea- 
tums  they  arouse  one's  scorn  and  wring  one's  tures  who  never  visit  the  missions  at  aU!  How 
deepest  sensibilities.  They  cry  out  for  one's  futile  the  church  seems  under  such  circum- 
compassion.  And  even  though  it  is  apparent  stances!  Is  it  any  wonder  that  the  clergy 
that  a  man  here  and  there  is  lifted  out  of  the  should  be  discouraged  ?  Is  it  any  wonder  that 
morass,  one  comes  away  from  such  a  mission  the  people  should  be  crowding  the  church  aside 
filled  with  a  conviction  as  deep  as  his  soul  and  looking  to  new  ways  of  producing  better 
that  in  some  way  the  whole  spectacle  of  horror  results  in  our  civilization  ? 
and  misery  is  grotesquely  and  irretrievably  More  than  this — far  more  than  this — con- 
wrong,  sider  even  the  five  per  cent,  saved  by  the 

For  how  can  such  things  be  in  an  age  which  Mission.    A  man  cannot  be  a  drunkard  or  a 

calls  itself  civilized  ?    Why  should  not  a  civil-  thief,  nor  a  woman  a  prostitute  for  one,  or  five, 

ized  nation  provide  a  better  school  of  training  or  twenty  years,  and  come  out  in  most  cases, 

than  the  Bowery  for  bold  and  original  boys  although  converted,  and  be  the  same,  strong, 

like  Jerry  McAuley?     Why,  indeed,  should  sure,  serviceable  man  or  woman  he  or  she 

there  be  any  Bowery  ?  Why  should  the  saloon  would  have  been  without  passing  through  such 

keeper  be  more  friendly  than  the  church?  horrors.     These  men  are  "saved:"  that  is. 

Why  all  these  potent  agencies  for  tearing  down  they  have  made  peace  for  themselves,  person- 

and  ruining  men  and  women,  and  why,  after  ally,  for  a  few  years,  but  as  a  general  rule 

having  ruined   tens  of  thousands  of  souls,  they  have  become  more  or  less  ineffective  as 

should  a  few  feeble  missions  be  maintained  human  instruments.    Society  has  helped  to 

to  drag  away,  here  and  there,  a  single  man  ruin  them:  society  must  bear  the  loss, 

from  out  of  the  wholesale  wreckage?  Much  the  same  generalization  applies  to 

Over  and  over  again  the  men  saved  at  the  every  great  revival  of  religion.  Mighty  en- 
missions  have  the  same  experience  that  Jerry  thusiasm  is  stirred  up.  Men  are  brought  to  a 
McAuley  had.  A  man  is  converted  and  then  realization  of  God,  they  acquire  a  new  faith, 
goes  back  into  the  hell  of  his  old  environment,  they  feel  kindly  toward  aU  people — ^but  when 
In  the  Bowery  his  old  companions  await  him,  they  go  out  into  the  world  again,  and  try  to 
every  visible  thing  conspires  against  him,  and  practice  that  brotherhood  of  men  which  is 
nine  chances  in  ten  he  falls  again.  A  few,  a  the  only  visible  proof  of  the  love  of  God,  and 
very  few  wiD,  indeed,  win  their  way  into  the  to  live  by  the  Golden  Rule,  they  find  them- 
new  atmosphere  and  the  friendly  influence  of  selves  in  that  Bowery  which  is  the  business 
the  little  upper  rooms  like  those  of  Mr.  Wybum  world,  or  that  jungle  which  is  political  life — 
at  the  McAuley  Mission,  but  the  most  will  go  where  the  laws  that  prevail  are  the  laws  of  the 
out  again  to  mean  and  dirty  homes  and  lodging  jungle — ^strife,  envy,  covetousness — everything 
houses,  and  a  heart-rending  search  for  work,  to  promote  hatred,  little  to  promote  love.  Is 
with  the  ever-enticing  and  friendly  saloon  it  any  wonder  that  most  of  the  converted  soon 
always  ready  to  appease  their  despondency,  become  "backsliders?"  The  conditions  of 
If  one  of  them  by  remote  chance  should  seek  the  world  suffocate  the  religious  spirit, 
the  new  environment  of  an  uptown  church,  This  brings  me  to  the  second  type  of  religious 
what  do  you  suppose  would  happen  to  him?  work  which  I  wish  to  present  in  this  article — 

I  made  inquiries  among  many  missions  as  the  t3rpe  which  has  come  to  the  conclusion  that 

to  the  proportion  of  men  and  women  coming  an  effort  must  be  made  to  reach  and  cure  the 

to  the  missions  who  were  permanently  con-  cames  of  degradation,  as  well  as  to  save  a  few 

verted.     Of  those  only  who  "come  forward  of  the  victims.    In  this  new  vision  of  useful- 

and  ask  for  prayers" — a  smaU  proportion,  of  ness  the  priest  is  only  following  the  doctor, 

course,  of  those  who  attend — from  one  to  ten  For  years,  typhoid  fever,  for  example,  meant 

per  cent.,  according  to  the  estimates  of  various  wholesale  death  except  for  a  few  individuals 

experienced   workers,    are   "saved"   or   con-  plucked  out  of  danger  by  costly  and  drastic 

verted  permanently.      Five  per  cent,  would  measures.    Now  the  doctor,  having  investi- 

probably  be  a  liberal  estimate.     In  other  words,  gated  causes,  demands  that  the  water  miles 

for  every  five  men  rehabilitated  among  those  away  in  the  hills  be  filtered,  and  the  wells  of 

who  "inquire,"  ninety-five  go  on  downward  the  distant  milk-man  be  cleansed.  The  doctor 

into  a  very  real  hell  of  degradation.    While  has  learned  that  most  physical  diseases  are 

religion  is  feebly  getting  at  five  men,  our  civili-  due  to  social  neglect  and  while  still  prepared 

zation  is  hopelessly  ruining  not  only  the  ninety-  to  treat  desperate  cases  with  amputation  or 

five  others  who  "inquire"  but  the  hundreds  drastic  medicines,  the  main  work  of  the  medical 

upon  hundreds  who  come  to  the  missions  and  profession  lies  now  in  the  realm  of  prevention 

do  not  "go  forward,"  to  say  nothing  of  the  and  hygiene.     It  is  social  work. 
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But  the  church  learns  more  slowly!    It  is  took  a  keen  interest,  especially  in  the  Sunday 

so  cumbered  with  traditions,  so  worldly,  so  School.    Money  was  contributed  liberally  and 

divided  within  itself,  so  fearful  that  by  means  preaching  was  steadily  maintained, 

of  some  new  truth  which  God  gives  to  men  And  yet,  at  no  time  in  its  history  did  the 

He  will  somehow  abolish  Himself!    The  priest  church  have  more  than  four  hundred  and  fifty 

often  lacks  the  faith  of  the  doctor!    He  may  members,  out  of  an  immediate  neighborhood 

see  that  the  spreading  disease  of  unbrother-  with  a  population  of  from  15,000  to  20,000 

liness  has  its  origin,  in  large  measure,  in  the  people.    As  a  vital  or  commanding  influence 

injustice  of  modem  industrial  and  business  upon  the  common  daily  lives  of  these  swarming 

conditions,  which  grind  down  the  poor  and  thousands  it  was,  of  course,  hardly  more  than 

the  weak,  the  children,  the  women,  the  for-  negligible.     How  could  it  be  otherwise  ?  Even 

eigner — ^but  how  falteringly  he  strikes  at  these  the  earnest  volunteer  workers  who  came  down 

causes,  how  he  palliates  with  excuses,  how  he  from  Fifth  Avenue  once  a  week  knew  and 

avoids  the  direct  issue!     Often,  he  not  only  could  know  next  to  nothing  at  all  about  the 

fails  to  demand  changed  conditions,  but  he  buyings  and  sellings,  the  births  and  the  marry- 

becomes  the  chief  apologist  for  the  mainte-  ings  and  the  buryings,  the  hopes,  and  fears, 

nance  of  the  present  evil  environment!  and  joys  which  make  up  the  great  part  of  the 

But  churches  here  and  there  have  begun,  lives  of  these  working  people.     They  lived  in 

seriously,  the  task  of  changing  social  environ-  a  wholly  foreign  sphere.    Two  or  three  admir- 

ment.     I   shall  describe   the   Christ   Presby-  able  paid  workers  were  on  the  ground  all  the 

terian  Church  as  one  of  the  best  examples  time,  but  among  the  crowding  thousands  of  the 

I  know  of  this  new  sort  of  religious  activity.  population  of  the  neighborhood  a  few  women 

Christ  Church  is  afl&liated  with  and  sup-  and  a  busy  pastor  count  for  comparatively 

ported    largely    by    the    Brick    Presbyterian  little. 

Church,  one  of  the  most  notable  of  the  rich  I  am  saying  these  things  not  in  criticism  of 
churches  of  the  Fifth  Avenue  district.  It  is  Christ  Church:  I  am  merely  pointing  out  con- 
on  the  West  Side  of  New  York  City,  in  Thirty-  ditions  more  or  less  common  to  all  New  York 
sixth  Street,  near  Eighth  Avenue,  in  a  neigh-  church  work — conditions  of  which  the  clergy 
borhood  occupied  exclusively  by  wage-earners,  themselves  have  been  the  sharpest  critics, 
clerks  and  small  shop-keepers,  largely  German  Out  of  the  conviction  that  the  old  Christ 
by  extraction,  with,  recently,  a  rapid  incrowd-  Church  was  not  the  power  in  the  community 
ing  of  a  poorer  population  of  Italians  and  that  it  should  be,  that,  indeed,  it  was  losing 
Negroes.  Christ  Church,  like  so  many  other  its  hold  on  the  common  lives  of  men,  grew  the 
small  churches  in  New  York,  had  its  begin-  new  Christ  Church — a  seven-day  church — 
nings  in  a  Sunday  School.  One  Sunday  after-  the  work  of  which  I  wish  here  to  consider, 
noon,  more  than  fifty  years  ago,  a  group  of  No  essentially  new  ideas  were  adopted  by 
earnest  young  men,  one  of  whom,  John  E.  the  Brick  Church  in  the  reconstruction  of  this 
Parsons,  a  distinguished  lawyer  and  a  director  branch  of  its  work.  It  was  the  result  of  a 
of  the  Sugar  Trust,  is  still  living,  went  down  wide-spread  spiritual  unrest,  both  inside  and 
among  the  working  people  and  gathered  in  a  outside  of  the  churches,  which  was  expressed 
^roup  of  boys  from  o£F  the  streets.  The  school  here  in  a  social  settlement,  there  in  more 
grew.  Mr.  Parsons  was  for  years  its  superin-  scientific  charity  organizations,  and  in  many 
tendent — a  position  more  recently  held  by  his  other  social  and  civic  activities.  It  was  a  part 
son,  Herbert  Parsons,  now  congressman  and  of  the  present  ethical  revival.  Dr.  Rainsford 
political  leader  in  New  York  state.  A  church  and  Dr.  Judson  had  shown  the  way  toward  the 
was  finally  organized  and  a  large  building  of  institutional  church,  and  they  in  their  turn 
the  old  type  was  constructed.  By  the  old  had  learned  much  from  the  social  settlements, 
type  I  mean  a  Sunday  Church,  open  one  day  The  new  Christ  Church,  then,  is  an  institu- 
in  the  week  for  religious  services,  and  closed  tional  church.  That  is,  besides  its  places  for 
for  the  most  part  during  the  remaining  days  Sunday  worship  and  Bible  schools,  fully  half 
of  the  week.  of  its  building  is  .devoted  to  various  social  and 

But  for  the  times  it  was  considered  a  reason-  neighborhood  purposes,  with  rooms  for  clubs, 

ably  good   work:   hundreds   of  churches   in  classes    and    amusements.    And    it    is   open 

New  York  City  to-day  (and  elsewhere)  are  seven  days  in  the  week.     In  short,  it  is  an 

stiU  slumberously  conducting  Sunday  churches  effort  to  reach  and  serve  more  of  the  people  of 

and  are  apparently  at  ease  ,in  Zion.    Indeed,  the  neighborhood,  to  touch  them  on  more  sides 

there  was  more  interest  in  this  Mission  than  of  their  lives,   and  to  influence  them  more 

in  most,  for  a  few  volunteer  la)rmen,  men  like  continuously. 

Mr.  Parsons,  William  D.  Barbour  and  others.  Three  men  of  vision  inspired  and  made 
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possible  the  constr 
the  new  church — t 
cessive  pastors  of  t 
Church.  Dr.  He 
Dyke  began  the 
was  continued  thr 
brief  pastorate  of 
D.Babcocl£,and  it 
pleted  by  W.  R.  i 
the  present  ministe 

Many  of  the  oldi 
missions  were   p 
cheap  afiairs,  buiL 
principle  that  aim 
thing  was  good  en 
the  poor,  but  in  1 
spects  Christ 
Church  is  a  bel- 
ter, more  beau- 
tiful, and   more 
commodious 
building   than 
the     mother 
church.     When 
Dr.  Richards 
first  went  to  see 
it   alter   it   was 
completed,  he 
said: 

"The  best 
thing  about  this 
place  is  that  it  is 
heller  than  any- 
thing we  have 
got  ourselves."  is  drilled  regularly.     To  provide  for  the 

The  building  has  been  op«n  now  for  four  amusement  which  human  nature  will  have  (in 
years,  an  able  leader,  the  Rev.  James  M.  Farr,  the  saloon,  if  not  in  the  church)  there  are  bil- 
has  been  in  charge  of  it,  and  while  its  activities  liard  tables,  a  bowling  alley,  a  shooting  gallery, 
have  not  been  as  extensive  or  as  costly  as  those  a  gymnasium  and  baths,  and  a  room  tor  games, 
of  St.  George's  or  St.  Bart  hole  mew's,  they  have  In  the  summer,  excursions  to  the  country  are 
been  developed  with  enlightened  energy.  constantly  being  organized.      A  considerable 

I  think  no  one  could  visit  either  the  church  library  is  prorided  and  the  books  are  widely 
house  on  a  week  day,  or  see  the  Sunday  School  used  in  the  neighborhood.  The  McAlpin 
on  Sunday  with  eight  hundred  children  in  literary  society  and  the  Glee  Club  give  plays 
attendance,  without  being  greatly  impressed,  and  other  entertainments,  including  social 
There  is  life  here!     The  church  is  open  all    dances. 

day  long — open  longer  than  ihe  public  schools,  A  catalogue  of  activities  such  as  this  seems 
and  more  days  in  the  weck^bul  not  open  as  dry  enough  and  It  cannot,  of  course,  convey 
long  as  the  saloons  and  nickel  theaters,  cigar  the  cheerful  .sjHrit  of  association  and  helpful- 
stores  and  candy  parlors,  which  are  to  be  found  ness  that  pervades  the  work.  The  church 
in  numbers  everywhere.  A  schedule  of  ac-  provides  an  outlet  into  the  finer  and  pleasanter 
tivities  in  the  entrance-hall  gives  one  an  things  of  life  for  an  over-worked  people  whose 
impressive  idea  of  how  the  days  are  filled,  low  wages  and  poor  homes  give  them  few 
and  of  the  variety  and  extent  of  the  work  opportunities.  It  gets  them  together,  it  lets 
attempted.  Two  large  kindergartens  are  held  them  see  something  of  the  t>eople  from  uptown, 
in  the  morning  for  some  ninety  little  chil-  and  belter  than  that,  it  lets  the  people  from 
dren.  Older  children  and  young  people  are  uptown  see  something  of  them:  it  lends  to 
organized  in  dubs  and  classes  which  meet  at  awaken  that  sympathy  between  man  and  man 
various  hours  during  the  wecL     Instruction  is    which  is  the  fundamental  nole  of  democracry. 


234  The  American  Magazine 

Dr.  Farr  says  that  one  of  the  chief  purposes  vironment  of  life  easier  by  ministering  to  the 

of  the  work  is  simply  to  make  people  happy:  sick.    Christ  Church  maiotaiiis  a  clinic  with 

to  give  them  a  greater  interest  in  life.  a  physician  on  hand  at  stated  times,  and  a 

."Happiness  makes  for  religion,"  he  says,  visiting  nurse  is  constantly  employed, 
"quite  as  much  as  religion  makes  for  hap-  A  tuberculosis  class  similar  to  those  which 
piness."  I  described  in  a  previous  article  is  also  main- 
Youthful  activities,  which  once  spent  them-  tained  with  success.     Some  of  the  patients  find 
selves  in  destructive  and  lawless  amusements  a  place  to  rest  out-of-doors  on  the  roof  of  the 


now  have,  in  such  instilutions,  an  organized  church.     I  saw  a  group  of  them  there,  wrapped 

outlet — organized    clubs,    oi^anized    classes,  in  rugs,  sitting  in  steamer  chairs  and  looking 

organized  sports,  organized  gymnastics.   Since  mosl  comfortable. 

the  settlements  and  inslilulional  churches  have        While  statistics  do  not  convey  an  idea  of  the 

appeared  in  the  large  cities  the  old  gangs  of  spirit  which  animalcs  this  work,  it  is  interesting 

hoodlums  which  formerly  menaced  the  poorer  to  know  thai  a  staff  of  17  salaried  workers,  five 

parts  of  the  cily,   have  almost  wholly  dis-  men  and  twelve  women,  are  employed  to  do 

appeared.     Such  work  prevents  at  least  some  the  work,  and  there  are,  besides,  about  175 

of    the    conditions    which    produced    Jerry  volunteer   workers,    mostly   in    the    Sunday 

Mc.Auley.  school,  who  give  occasional  service. 

Illness  among  the  poor  is  one  of  the  in-        Here,  then,  is  an  effort  to  reach  and  improve 

fiuences  which  tend  to  produce  hopelessness  the  social  life  of  the  neighborhood  which  is, 

and  deterioration;  an  institutional  church  can,  of  course,  lacking  in  institutions  such  as  the 

therefore,  do  much  toward  making  the  en-  McAuley  Mission.    So  far  as  it  goes,  and  up 


Arthur  E.  Ryerson  John  H.  Wyburn 

with  his  wife  and  children  Superinlendent  of  the  McAuley  Mission 

A  toldiei  of  the  Boer  W>r,  he  fell  tn  the  loweit  Twenty-one  yean  aeo  Mr.  Wybum  was  a  hope- 

itagei  of  degradalion  and  became  a  drunken  out-  less,  ngged  drunkard,  a  han^r-on  nf  the  Bowery 

ea«t  without  home  or  frienda.     in  1907  he  came  •alooni.     He   woi   converted   at   the   McAuley 

totheMmion,  hialifc  waichangedandhehainow  Miinixi  and  hat  been  for  yeaf  connected  with 

regained  hia  family  and  ia  materially  proiperoua  Minion  work 

to  the  extent  of  its  capacity,  It  is  undoubtedly  of  the  building  every  day  in  the  week,  and  there 
a  great  influence  in  its  community;  it  tends  to  are  2,500  names  on  the  roll,  representing  1,000 
leven  the  hard  lump  of  unfriendliness  and  to  families.  And  yet,  compared  with  the  swarm- 
give  a  vital  meaning  to  religion.  ing  populalion  of  the  neighborhood,  this  num- 

Not  for  a  moment  would  I  say  anything  that  ber  is  small,  indeed.     A  single  nickel  theater 

wouH  hinder  or  injure  such  progressive  work  around  the  comer  attracts  two  or  three  times 

in  any  way;  and  yet,  if  we  are  to  understand  as  many  people  every  day  as  all  the  free  attrac- 

the  problem  which  to-day  confronts  the  church  lions  of  Christ  Church  put  together — and  as 

in  New  York  we  must  inquire  just  how  far  for   (he   saloons,    they    have    not    lost    their 

the  institutional  church  has  now  reached  in  its  popularity!     The  people    reached  are   nearly 

tremendous  task  of  changing  the  environment  all    of    .\raerican    or    German    stock;    prac- 

of  the  people  of  the  poorer  neighborhoods.  tically  none  of  the  thousands  of  Italians  and 

On  the  strictly  ecclesiastical  side — that  is,  Negroes  of  the  neighborhood  are  touched  in 

if  we   measure   by  statistics — Christ    Church  any  way. 

has  shown  little  progress  in  four  years.     Us  I  am  not  giving  these  facts  in  any  spirit  of 

membership  has  increased  only  from  about  criticism,  or  arguing  that  Christ  Church  could 

500  to  536,  while  its  Sunday  School,  with  an  or  should  do  more  than  it  is  doing.     1  am 

enrollment  of  1,000  pupils,  always  an  enlhu-  merely  trying  to  give  an  idea  of  the  immensity 

siastic  work,  has  with  difRculty  been  main-  of  the  problem,  and  the  strength  of  the  opposing 

tained  at  its  full  strength.     On  the  other  hand,  forces. 

the  social  activities  have  reached  an  increasing  The  church  is,  indeed,  trying  to  touch  Hfe 

number  of  people,  and  have  helped  in  some  in  new  ways,  but  as  yet  even  the  institutional 

degree  to  feed  the  religious  senices  and  the  activities  touch  only  a  little  fringe  of  it,  inspire 

Sunday  School.     Over  500  people  make  use  oramuseor  train, onlyaveryfewoftheswarm- 
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A  convert  of  the  McAuicy  Mission  Edward  C.  Mercer 

A  young  New  York  business  man  who  became  Began  drinking  while  a  student  at  the  Universit; 

a  victim  of  both  drink  and  drugs.     After  being  of  Virginia.     After  his  graduation,  his  downbll 

in  hospitals  for  drunkards,  he  nnally  visited  the  nai  rapid,  he  alienated  his  friends,  his  wife  had 

McAiiley  Mission.      "I  heard  many  men  tell  to  leave  him  and  he  became  an  outcast  in  New 

theii stories," he  says,  "and  in  the  aftermeeiing  York.     Converted  at  the  Mission,  he  has  since 

I  went  forward  with  about  tvrenty  others  and  been  engaged  in  Y.   M.   C.   A.   work,   chiefly 

began  to  lead  a  Christian  lite  "  among  men  in  the  colleges 

ing  population.     The  church  scarcely  touches,  such  circumstances  is  it  any  wonder  that  the 

as  yet,  the  vital  problents  of  everyday  life  of  play  of  the  clubs  and  classes  at  the  church, 

the  neighborhood — the  buying  and  selling,  the  not  to  speak  of  the  religious  sen-ices,  seem 

work,  the  play,  the  deepest  hopes  and  fears  and  distant  and  unreal  ?    Why  should  they  bother 

joys  of  the  people.     And  these  are  the  things  with  them?     It  is  all  right  for  the  children,  but 

which  tear  down  or  build  up  the  life  of  indi-  does  il  help  to  meet  (he  tremendous  grown-up 

vidual  men  and  women.  problems  of  employment,  or  the  incalculable 

Moreover,  (he  work  of  the  church  is  largely  worries    and    alarms    of    unemployment,    of 

wilh  children;  a  work,  indeed,  necessary  to  be  paying   rent,   of   buying  food    and    clothing? 

done,  and  of  the  highest  value.     But  upon  What  has  the  church  to  offer  in  Ihe  way  of 

coming  of  age  most  of  the  young  people  drift  changing  such  condilionsas  those  presented  in 

away;  and  rarely  return  to  the  influence  of  the  the  following  sober  report  of  the  Tenement 

religious  activities.    Neither  Christ  Church  nor  House  Commission  of  New  York  ? 

any  other  gets  and  holds  many  men,  especially  "  The  tenement  districts  of  New  York  are 

in  the  poorer  parts  of  town.    Though  the  insti-  places  in  which  thousands  of  people  are  living 

tutional  churches  do  make  a  few  lives  happier  in  the  smallest  space  in  which  it  is  possible  for 

and  more  hopeful,  the  great  mass  of  the  people  human  beings  to  exist — crowded  together  in 

must  stiU  live  in  the  most  sordid  surroundings;  dark,  ill- ventilated  rooms  in  many  of  which  the 

they  must  work  long  hours  at  low  wages,  and  sunlight  never  enters,  and  in  most  of  which 

-  the  slightest  accident  precipitates  them  below  fresh  air  is  unknown.     They  are  centers  of 

the  poverty  line.     Life  is  a  daily  struggle  for  disease,  poverty,  vice  and  crime,  where  it  is 

bare  maintenance,  not  only  for  the  men  but  a  marvel  not  that  some  children  grow  up  to  be 

for  many  of  the  women  and  children.    Under  thieves,  drunkards  and  prostitutes,  but  that 
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John  R.   McConica 

A   collcg< 

■-bred   man    who    became  a    Bowery 

"bum," 

living  on  crusti  from  ash  barrels.     In 

the  winter 

■  of  1885  he  stumbled  half-dranken  into 

the  Missio 

<n  wearing  an  old  linen  duster  with  snow 

packed  inl 

:o  his  broken  shoes.    He  was  converted 

ind  has  Ml 

ice  been  a  profound  influence  for  good 
1  Norfolk,  Va.,  where  he  lives 

William  O.  Lonssdorf 
For  twenty  years  a  dninkardj  converted  at  the 
McAuley  Mission.  "Mr.  Wybum,"  he  says, 
"told  me  of  his  experience  and  how  God  had 
saved  him  from  a  drunkard's  life  and  that  there 
wat  hope  for  me  too.  I  have  never  wanted  a 
drink  from  that  day  to  (his."  He  is  now  in  busi- 
ness in  New  York  City,  contented  and  ptosiwring 

SO  many  should  ever  grow  up  to  be  decent  and  dren.     Can  any  religion  really  live  that  does 

self-respecting.     All  the  conditions  which  sur-  not  apply  itself  frankly  to  every  side  of  human 

round  childhood,  youth  and  womanhood  in  life — business,    industry,    baijting,    tenement 

New  York's  crowded  tenement  quarters  make  houses,  land  owning,  in  short  the  whole  of  life  ? 

for    unrighteousness.     They   also    make    for  Or  can  the  church  recover  from  its  present 

disease.     There  is  hardly  a  tenement  house  in  decadent  condition  until  it  strikes  to  the  very 

which  there  has  not  been  at  least  one  case  of  roots  of  social  conditions? 
pulmonary   tuberculosis  within   the   last   five        In  one  small  but  significant  department  of 

years,  and  in  some  houses  there  have  been  as  its  work  Christ  Church  actually  strikes  down 

great  a  number  as  twenly-lwo  difTcrent  cases  into  a  real  problem  of  (he  tenements:  coal, 

of  this  terrible  disease.  It  has  a  message  of  helpfulness  about  coal. 

"The  most  terrible  of  all  the  features  of  Coal  is  ordinarily  sold  to  poor  families  by  the 
tenement  house  life  in  New  York,  however,  basket  and  the  profits  to  the  dealers  are  ex- 
is  the  indiscriminate  herding  of  all  kinds  of  tortionate:  it  is  one  way  of  bleeding  the  poor. 
people  in  close  contact;  the  fact,  that,  mingled  So  Christ  Church  has  a  coal  club  of  about 
with  the  drunken,  the  dissolute,  the  improvi-  one  hundred  women  who  pay  in  len  cents  or 
dent,  the  diseased,  dwell  the  great  mass  of  more  a  week.  The  club  buys  its  coal  in  quan- 
ihe  respectable  workingmen  of  the  city  with  titles  and  each  member  is  assigned  her  par- 
their  families."  ticular  share,  thus  eliminating  the  extortionate 

The  plain  fact  is,  the  church,  even  the  in-  small  dealer.    The  club  is  wholly  self-support- 

stitutional  church,  is  still  content  with  a  re-  ing:  a  thoroughly  democratic  institution.    A 

ligion  that  is  a  thing  apart,  that  concerns  only  little  common  good,  a  little  brotherliness  has 

small,  superficial  things,  that  deals  with  chil-  here  crept  into  the  coal  business  of  the  West 
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so  lar  as  it  goes.     Ihcy  are  willing  to  pay  a 

large  proportion  of  the  expenses  of  mainte-  of  superficiality.  It  no  more  reaches  the  real 
nance,  or  even  all  of  the  expenses;  they  are  life  of  the  rich  than  it  reaches  the  real  life  of 
willing  that  the  institutional  churches  should  the  poor.  For  example,  on  Easter  Sunday 
be  finer  than  their  own  churches;  they  will  I  visited  four  of  the  richest  churches  in  the 
even  go  down  and  help  with  the  clubs,  classes  Fifth  Avenue  district.  I  never  saw  before 
and  Sunday  Schools.  In  ail  these  superficial  such  a  gorgeous  crowd,  such  evidences  of 
things,  in  (he  singing  and  praying,  they  are  wealth,  so  many  automobiles,  so  much  ex- 
willing  to  co-operate;  but  thai  is  as  far  as  they  pensive  dressing — such  elaborate  displays  of 
have  got  at  present.  There  the  co-o[)eration  flowers,  such  cosily  music, 
stops  short!  It  was,  indeed,  a  great  and  splendid  show — 
When  it  comes  to  extending  their  religion  a  show  both  outside  and  inside  the  church — 
to  a  co-operation  in  business  and  politics,  to  a  time  when,  for  once,  it  was  fashionable  to 
banking  and  land-owning — why,  no,  that  can-  go  to  church. 

not  be.  For  "business  is  business" — and  re-  "Easier,"  said  the  New  York  Times  on  that 
ligion  must  be  kept  out  of  it.  They  have  a  Sunday  morning,  "promises  to  be  celebrated 
groping  idea  that  the  church,  if  it  is  to  sur-  with  unusual  impressiveness  throughout  this 
vive,  must  command  the  lives  of  working  men  cityto-day.  .  .  .  Never,  according  to  the 
(how  much  we  have  heard  of  "The  Church  florists  and  milliners  have  there  been  more 
and  the  Working  Man,"  "The  Church  and  the  extensive  preparations.  .  .  .  Forty  per 
Foreigner,"  and  so  on),  but  they  are  not  them-  cent,  more  flowers  have  been  sold  this  year 
selves  willing  to  let  religion  command  their  own  than  were  sold  last  season, 
lives.  They  worship  with  the  working  man  "The  women  will  wear  foulards  and  cash- 
and  then  turn  around  and  charge  him  an  meres  in  mauve,  mahogany  and  brown,  the 
exorbitant  rental  for  the  home  he  lives  in,  gowns  will  be  cut  in  the  Moyen  age  style,  the 
they  take  fat  profits  on  the  necessaries  of  life,  Gne  of  (he  gown  not  being  at  the  waist  line, 
they  work  women  and  little  children  long  hours  but  eight  inches  below — about  half-way  be- 
at low  wages — and  9ut  of  the  proceeds  they  tween  the  waist  and  the  knees.  Peach  basket 
live  luxuriously,  while  the  workingman  scrapes  hals  will  be  discarded  for  the  new  Paris  style." 
along  miserably  in  his  tenements.  No,  it  is  And  for  the  men,  too,  if  was  a  great  cele- 
not  real— this  religion.     It  is  "Brother"  only  bration. 

on  Sunday:  and  the  masses  of  grown  men  and  "Waistcoats,"  continues  the  Times,  "will 

women  in  poor  neighborhoods  know  it.    They  be  of   khaki   tan,   or   even  of    a    plain    sky 

prefer  the  honest  openness  of  the  saloon,  the  blue.     Ascot  ties  will  be  worn  with  high  hats, 

frank  cheapness  of  the  nickel  theater,  where  The  ties  will  be  a  shade  darker  than  the 
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business  of  the  church.     Even  when  he  gives 

drag  men  here  and  there  from  the  gutter,  but  money  he  rarely  makes  a  genuine  sacrifice." 
the  gutter  itself,  the  gutter  of  unbrotherliness,        It  is  only  when  the  poor  devils  downtown 

of  the  oppression  of  the  weak  and  the  luxury  in  the   McAuley  Mission   "surrender,"  and 

of  the  strong,  still  engulfs  its  thousands  and  admit  religion  to  the  whole  of  their  lives,  that 

carries  them  down  to  ruin.     Much  of  the  they  are  reconstructed:  and  the  rich  devils 

reconstructive  power  and  vision  is  outside  the  uptown  can  achieve  reconstruction  in  no  other 

churches,  not  inside;  it  is  found  in  settlements,  way.     Nor  can  the  church  be  saved  by  giving 

charity  and   civic  organizations   and   among  a  little  money  for  missions,  nor  by  going  down 

socialists.  to  the  woridng  man  on  Sunday:  it  must  be 

I  asked  a  man  who  has  gained  wisdom  all  or  nothing. 


When  I  Went  to  Boarding 
School 

By  OLIVE    HIGGINS   PROUTY 

AuChor  of  "  Wben  EUk  Came  " 

With  Illustrations  by  J.  C.  Chase 


I  GOT  home  trom  dancing-school  about 
ten  o'clock  that  night.  Juliet  Adams 
always  brings  me  along  with  her  in 
their  closed  carnage,  and  drops  me  at  our 
house.  I  remember  I  was  particularly  full  of 
good  feeling  that  Saturday  for  I  kissed  Juliet 
good-night, — a  thing  I  seldom  do, — and  ran  up 
the  steps  just  overflowing  with  happiness  as  I 
called  back  to  her,  "Good- 
night, see  you  at  church. " 

I  was  never  more  cheerful 
in  my  life  for  I  little  guessed 
that  a  tragedy  awaited  me 
just  inside  the  house.  The 
moment  I  pushed  back  the 
portiere  between  the  hall 
and  the  sitting-room  and 
laid  eyes  on  my  family  all 
sitting  about  doing  nothing, 
I  knew  somethii^  was 
wrong.  Father  was  not  in 
his  big  chair  at  his  roll-top 
desk,  the  twins,  Oliver  and 
Malcolm,  were  not  drawn 
up  by  the  center  table  study- 
ing by  the  student  lamp,  my 
older  brother  Alec  was  not 
out  making  his  Saturday 
night  call,  and  strangest  of 
all,  Ruthie,  the  youngest  of 
us,  was  not  in  bed. 

"What's  the  matter?"  I 
asked  in  the  first  breath, 
frightened  dreadfully  by  the 
strangeness  of  it  all.  ' 

"Nothing,   Lucy,"   said 
my  father  quickly  and  gently.     "Take  your 
things  off  and  come  in. " 

But  I  didn't  stir,  only  gripped  tighter  hold  of 
the  portiere  and  gasped,  "  Something  has  hap- 
pened to  Tom  I"  so  sure  I  didn't  even  have  to 
ask.    Tom  is  the  oldest  of  us  and  lives  out 


West,  and  we're  awfully  proud  of  him.  We'd 
any  of  us  die  rather  than  to  have  anything 
happen  to  Tom! 

I  suppose  I  must  have  gone  perfectly  white 
for  one  of  the  twins  blurted  out  in  their  frank, 
brutal  way,  "Oh,  say!  don't  get  so  everlast- 
ingly excited.  Let  go  your  grip  a  little. 
Tom's  hale  and  hearty  for  all  we  know.  So's 
every  one  else.  Do  cool 
off." 

Ruthie  giggled.  She  al- 
ways giggles  at  the  twins 
and  I  knew  then  that  all  my 
horrible  fear  had  been  for 
nothing.  The  angry  color 
rushed  back  into  my  face. 

"Smarties!"  I  flung  back 
at  the  twins  with  all  my 
might. 

"Oh,  Lucy!"  I  heard 
father  murmur,  and  I  saw 
Alec  drop  his  eyes  as  if  he 
were  ashamed  of  such  an 
outburst  from  his  sixteen- 
year-old  sister. 

"I  don't  care!"  I  went 
right  on,  "  why  don't  some 
of  you  speak  up  and  tell 
me  what's  the  matter? 
Why  is  Ruth  not  in  bed  ? 
And    the    twins,   why   are 

they " 

"  It  is  all  about  you/"  the 
other  twin  interrupted  in  a 
txluuited  on  the  pbno-trool       son  of  triumphant  way. 

"  Me  ?"      I    gasped. 

"What  in  thunder " 

"Oh.  Lucy!"   father  again  murmured. 
"Well,  what,"  I  continued,  "have  you  all 
been  saying  about  me?"  And  I  sank  down  ex- 
hausted on  the  piano-stool. 
Father  cleared  his  throat  and  every  one  else 
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was  quiet.     I  knew  something  important  was  began,  "  homely  as  a  hedge  fence, "  I  went  on, 

coming.     "  Lucy, "  father  said,  "  we  think  the  glorying  in  every  word,  "  but  let  me  tell  you  two 

time  has  come  for  you  to  go  away  from  home  for  children,  if  I  spent  my  time  primping  before  the 

a  little  while. "    He  stopped  a  moment.     "  We  glass  and  mincing  up  and  down  on  Saturday 

want  you  to  go  to  boarding-school. "     It  hit  me  afternoons  before  Brown's  drug  store  like  Miss 

like  a  hard  baseball  and  I  couldn't  have  spoken  Elsie  Barnard, "  I  fired,  looking  straight  at  Mai- 

if  I  were  to  have  died.     So  father  went  on  in  his  colm  and  bringing  the  color  to  his  face,  for  she 

sure,  unfaltering  way.     "  I  have  been  consid-  was  his   "  special, "   "  or  Doris  Abbot,   Mr. 

ering  it  for  some  little  while  and  now  as  I  talk  it  Oliver, "  I  added  and  Oliver  blushed,  too,  and* 

over  with  the  others, — ^we  always  do  that,  you  looked  down,  "you  two  wouldn't  have  any 

know, — I  am  clearer  than  ever.    We  have  de-  stockings  mended  or  any  buttons  on  your  coats, 

cided  that  Miss  Brown's,  on  the  Hudson,  is  the  or  any  lessons  either,  for  you  know  without  me 

most  advisable  place  to  send  you.     I  have,  to  explain  every  little  thing  you  Jlre  awful 

therefore,  communicated  with  Miss  Brown  and  dunces! " 

a  telegram  announces  to  me  to-day  that  a  va-  Father  said,  "  Oh,  come,  Lucy,  let  us  not 

cancy  allows  her  to  accept  you,  late  as  it  is.  quarrel, "  and  Ruth  went  over  and  sat  on  the 

Aunt  Sarah  is  willing  to  come  and  take  your  arm  of  Oliver's  chair, — she  always  sides  with  the 

place  here,  and  as  the  term  has  already  opened  twins, — and  my  older  brother,  Alec,  just  looked 

I  am  waiting  now,  only  for  your  careful  and  hard  at  his  magazine. 

womanly  consideration."  I  think  he  must  There  was  a  long  silence,  and  then  I  got 
have  seen  the  horror  in  my  face,  for  he  added  up  and  walked  over  to  Alec.  I  took  the  mag- 
gently,  "  you  needn't  decide  to-night,  Lucy,  azine  out  of  his  hand.  I  was  calm  now  and  I 
Think  it  over,  and.  in  the  morning  your  duty  said,  "  Alec,  what  do  you  think  about  my  going 
will  seem  clear  to  you. "  away  ?  " 

I  have  heard  of  people  whose  hair  grows  gray  He  looked  up  and  smiled  his  kind,  tired 

in  a  single  night.     If  I  had  been  a  little  older  I  smile  at  me.     Then  he  took  my  hand,  but  I 

think  mine  would  have  turned  snow-white  dur-  drew  it  away  quickly,  and  turned  and  sat  down 

ing  that  single  speech.    Boarding-school  had  on  the  arm  of  the  Morris  chair  in  which  he  was 

never  been  intimated  to  me  before.     I  had  been  sitting  with  my  back  straight  at  him.    His  kind 

away  from  home  only  twice  in  my  life  and  then  voice  came  to  me  from  oyer  my  shoulder, 

only  for  a  week.     Both  times  I  had  about  died  "  Well,  Lucy, "  he  said  quietly,  "  you  see 

of  homesickness.     I  would  as  soon  be  sen-  you've  been  working  so  hard  for  us  all  here  so 

tenced  to  prison  or  to  death.     The  silence  after  many  years  that  I  think,  too,  you've  earned  a 

father  finished  was  awful.     One  of  the  twins  little  vacation.     You've  been  such  a  splendid 

broke  it.  mother  to  us,  such  a  perfect  little  housekeeper, 

"We  didn't  know  anything  about  this  until  that  now  I'd  like  to  see  you  less  hard  worked, 

to-night.     But  we  think  father's  dead  right, "  We  don't  want  to  cheat  you  of  your  girlhood, 

began  Malcolm  importantly.     "You  see,"  he  We  want  you  to  have  all  the  good  times  and 

said,  "  we  want  our  sister  to  be  as  nice  as  any  gayeties,  and  clothes,  and  things  like  that,  that 

other  fellow's  sister. "  other  girls  have. " 

"Don't  you  little  sister  w€,"  I  managed  to  Ah   yes.     I   saw  finally.     Even  Alec  was 

murmur,  dead  as  I  was,  for  the  twins  were  a  ashamed  of  me.    He  tried  to  cover  up  the 

year  younger  than  I  and  I  couldn't  bear  their  truth  with  his  gentle  words,  but  I  was  no  goose 

superior  ways.  not  to  know  they  all  thought  me  an  "  awkward 

"  Well,   anyhow,   Lucy, "  said   Oliver,   the  gawk "  and  were  sending  me  away  like  an  old 

crueler  of  the  twins,  "  you  haven't  got  the  right  dented  spoon  to  be  polished  at  the  jeweler's, 

hang  of  fixing  yourself  up  yet.     You  go  around  When  Alec  paused  he  put  his  arm  over  in  front 

with  Tom-boys  like  Juliet  Adams  and  some  of  me  so  it  lay  in  my  lap.     And  suddenly  the 

others  I  might  mention  that  fellows  haven't  any  sobs  seemed  to  rise  in  my  throat,  pressing  after 

use  for.     High  school  is  all  right  for  us,  but  no  each  other  as  if  they  were  anxious  to  get  out  into 

siree,  not  for  you.     Some  girls  get  the  knack  all  the  air,  and  I  rose  quickly,  pushed  Alec's  arm 

right  at  home,  but  look  at  yourself  now!   You  away,  and  left  the  room,  for  they  mustn't  see — 

wouldn't  think  a  girl  of  sixteen  would  twist  her  Oh,  no — they  mustn't  see  me  cry!     I  meant  to 

feet  around  a  piano-stool  like  that. "     I  twisted  go  to  my  bed -room  and  have  it  out,  but  instead  I 

them  tighter.     "  Even  Toots, "  (that's  Ruthie)  rushed  to  the  kitchen  and  buried  my  face  for  a 

he  went  on,  "  seems  to  carry  herself  more  like  a  minute  in  the  roller-towel.     Then  before  I  let 

young  lady. "     Ruth  giggled  at  Oliver's  last  myself  give  way  I  drew  the  dipper  full  of  cold 

remark,  and  I  came  back  to  life.  water  and  swallowed  those  sobs  back,  forcing 

"  I  may  be  plain  and  awkward  and  gawky, "  I  them  with  the  strength  of  Samson.     I  knew  my 
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sudden  departure  would  leave  an  uncomfort-  told  them  I  would  if  I  ever  caught  them  at  it 

able  sensation  in  the  room  back  there,  and  I  again. " 

wouldn't  have  had  one  of  them  think  I  was  "  Good  Bobbie,  you'd  keep  us  straight  if  you 

emotional     So  after  a  minute  Iwent  back,  could,  wouldn't  you?" 

They  could  all  see  for  themselves  there  wasn't  a  "  No,  no,  don't  say  that    I  tell  you  it's  only 

tear  in  sight.    Standing  in  the  doorway  facing    hate  I  feel,  and " 

them  all,  this  is  what  I  said,  my  voice  hard  as  He  put  his  hand  over  my  mouth.     "  What 

metal,  "  Father,  my  trunk  and  myself  will  be  shall  I  do  to  you  ?"  he  laughed,  then  added  in  a 

ready  at  noon  on  Monday."  businesslike  sort  of  way,  '^Good-night,  I  just 

When  I  closed  the  door  to  my  room  that  came  in  to  leave  you  this.    Your  tuition  will  be 

m'ght  I  did  not  cry,  although  my  throat  ached  paid  for,  of  course,  but  I  know  when  you  get 

with  wanting  to.    As  I  drew  my  curtain  and  there  there'll  be  lots  of  extras,  girl's  things,  you 

looked  out  into  the  dark  night,  I  thought  of  know,  that  you'll  want,  so  this  will  help. "    He 

Juliet  Adams  sleeping  peacefully  like  a  child,  dropped  a  piece  of  paper  in  my  lap  and  was 

and  I  realized  how  little  she  knew  of  sorrow,  gone  before  I  could  look  up.     I  unfolded  the 

When  the  big  clock  in  the  hall  struck  twelve,  I  paper  and  saw  a  check  dancing  before  my  eyes 

was  kneeling  before  my  bureau  stacking  my  for  one  hundred  dollars!  I  gasped,  for  I  knew 

underclothes  in  neat  little  piles,  ready  for  the  very  well  we  were  as  poor  as  paupers  in  spite  of 

trunk.    How  little  I  knew  that  what  I  then  our  big  house  and  stable,  empty  now  as  a  shell, 

thought  my  pretty  ninety-eight  cent  m'ght-gowns,  I  knew  father's  business  was  about  as  lifeless  as 

long-sleeved  and  high-necked,  would  about  die  the  stable  and  that  Alec  alone  stood  by  him, 

of  shame  for  their  plainness  before  the  beauti-  trying  to  give  a  little  encouragement.    Good 

ful  lace  and  French  hand-embroidery  repre-  Alec!  I  fled  after  him.    He  was  just  groping 

sented  at  midnight  spreads  at  school.     I'm  his  way  up  the  stairs  to  his  third-floor  room.     I 

glad  I  didn't  know  then  that  even  my  clothes  caught  him,  and,  very  unlike  my  even  tem- 

would  hate  to  belong  to  me.    I  was  piling  my  perament,  put  my  arms  about  him  tight, 

gloves  into  a  box  when  there  came  a  soft  knock  "  Oh,  Alec, "  I  said,  "  it  isn't  the  money,  it's 

at  the  door.    Alec  came  in,  in  his  red  and  gray  you, "    Then  I  added  like  a  great  idiot,  "  Oh, 

bath-towel  bath-robe.  I  will  try  to  be  worth  something  when  I'm 

"Not  in  bed  yet?"  he  said  gently,  and  came  away — and  be  good — ^and  all  you  want  me  to 

over  and  sat  down  near  me  on  the  floor  with  his  be. "    And  then  because  I  hated  to  pose  as  any 

back  against  the  wall,  his  knees  drawn  up  al-  kind  of  an  angel,  I  turned,  and  fled  back  to  my 

most  to  his  chin  and  his  arms  clasped  about  room  and  locked  the  door, 

them.  He  sat  there  for  a  moment  silently  and  I  I  don't  know  how  to  explain  my  impres- 

grimly   folded   gloves.    Then,    "Good   stuff,  sions  of  that  boarding-school.     Of  course  in 

Bobbie!"   he  said  Anally  and,  oh,  so  gently,  my  heart  of  hearts  I  did  have  dreams  of  making 

" good  nerve!"  beautiful  new  bosom  friends, — every  girl  has,  1 

I  turned  and  looked  straight  at  him.  "No  guess, — of  bringing  home  hosts  of  charming 
Alec, "  I  said,  "  there  isn't  anything  good  about  girls  like  Edith  Campbell,  an  awfully  popular 
it.  It's  horrid  feelings  and  hate  that  makes  me  older  girl  in  our  town,  and  of  visiting  them, 
go. "  He  looked  away  from  me  as  he  always  Alec  had  said  when  he  had  driven  me  down  to 
does  when  he  doesn't  approve,  but  he  put  his  the  depot  that  last  day  behind  dear  old  Dixy, 
hand  a  moment  on  my  shoulder  and  I  was  glad  "  Go  slow,  Bobbie,  and  know  the  best  girls. " 
of  that  touch.  I  turned  on  him  frantically  and  "  Of  course, "  I  had  replied,  just  pop-full  of  con- 
said,  "  Alec,  you  are  the  pnly  one  in  this  whole  fidence,  for,  you  see,  I  hadn't  an  idea  how  near 
house  I  love,  you  and  father,"  I  added,  for  we  right  the  family  were  about  me.  I  hadn't 
all  reverence  father.  "You're  the  only  one  dreamed,  back  there  in  the  old  family  sideboard, 
who  is  kind  and  thoughtful.  I've  tried  to  do  what  a  dented,  tarnished  old  spoon  I  really  was. 
my  duty  in  this  house  by  you  and  the  others.  But  I  discovered  it  soon  enough  when  I  found 
but  I  guess  I  haven't  succeeded.  Now  I'm  myself  planted  down  suddenly  among  a  whole 
going  away,  and  I  don't  care  what  becomes  of  show-window  full  of  dazzling  platinum-set 
Ruth  and  the  twins, — only — ^Alec,  don't  let  jewels.  Why,  those  girls  paid  about  as  much 
Ruth  go  out  to  the  Country  Club.  She  is  attention  to  me  as  to  the  bedpost  or  the  window 
pretty  and  the  older  men — why,  your  friends —  curtain, — at  least  the  girls  that  I  aspired  to, — 
talk  to  her  and  make  her  vain,  and  hold  her  and  as  for  being  friends  with  me,  I  might  as 
on  the  arms  of  their  chairs.  Don't  let  her  well  have  been  a  Hindoo  or  a  slum-girl  from 
go!  And  the  twins — I  haven't  told  on  them  New  York.  I  caught  right  on  to  the  difference 
yet — but  they're  smoking.  They're  dead  the  first  night  I  arrived.  You  should  have 
scared  of  me  for  fear  I'll  tell  father,  and  I  seen  the  silver  brushes  and  combs  and  powder- 


I  could  ga  a  gtimpie  of  Gibriclla  in  ihe  gliu  before  me 

boxes  on  their  bureaus,  and  the  walls  covered  fonJei  doing  my  hair  tor  the  night,  pulling  it 

with  college  banners,  and,  oh,  stacks  o(  silver  straight  back  from  my  forehead,  as  1  always 

frames    filled   with    regular  men's   pictures!  did,  and  fixing  it  in  one  long  tight  braid.     I 

While  1 — why,  I  didn't  know  a  soul  but  high-  could  get  a  glimpse  of  Gabrietla  in  the  glass 

school  boys, — great  awkward  creatures  like  the  before  me.    She  was  a  vision  in  a  flowing  pink 

twins.    Those  girls  were  years  ahead  of  me.  silk  kimono  with  white  birds  on  it.     She  had 

They  were  finished  young  ladles  at  seventeen,  her  hair  fluffed  up  on  top  and  tied  with  a  wide 

all  fitted  up  by  fond  doting  mothers,  1  suppose,  pink  taffeta  ribbon,— she  actually  slept  in  it, — 

while  poor  forlorn  Cinderella  in  this  story,  and  little  pink  shoes  on  her  feet.     I  didn't  turn 

didn't  see  a  sign  of  a  good  fairy  floating  about,  around  for  I  didn't  want  her  to  see  the  peeled 

The  first   night   my  room-mate,    Gabriella  freak  I  was, — so  I  said,  pretending  to  look  for 

Atherton, — I  thought  it  was  a  lovely  name, —  something  in  the  top  drawer,  "I  guess  I  won't 

asked  me  to  a  "kimono  spread."  to-night,  thanks.     I'm  awfully  tired."     And  I 

"  One  of  the  girls, "  she  said,  "  has  had  a  box  snapped  the  elastic  band  around  the  end  of  my 

from  home.     She's  asked  everyone  to  a  spread  braid, 

in  her  room.    Will  you  come?"  After  Gabriella  went  out  I  turned  out  the 

I  remember  I  was  standing  before  my  chif-  light  and  crawled  into  a  little,  narrow  white 
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bed.  I  didn't  go  to  sleep — just  lay  there  lis-  shark  or  grind  or  any  kind  of  a  seven  days' 
tening  to  the  muffled  laughter  and  chatter  at  the  wonder,  and  I  passed  notes,  when  I  could  find 
end  of  the  hall.  It  was  only  nine  o'clock  and  any  one  to  pass  them  to,  so  as  not  to  be  con- 
lights  were  not  due  to  be  out  until  ten.  I  hated  sidered  a  goody-goody  or  teacher's  pet.  I 
lying  there  wide  awake,  and  I  kept  wondering  tried  not  to  be  a  tagger  or  hanger-on,  or  to 
how  I  could  get  dressed  in  the  morning  without  enter  into  the  girl's  conversations  about  men 
letting  my  room-mate  see  all  my  plain,  ugly  and  the  theater  and  subjects  I  knew  nothing 
things.  Then  I  remembered  that  I  had  left  my  about.  But  from  the  start  it  was  absolutely  no 
common,  cheap  little  wooden  brush,  the  shellac  go.  I  tried,  dear  Alec, — heaven  knows  I  tried, 
all  washed  oflf  with  weekly  scrubbings,  on  top  — but  not  once  in  all  those  first  five  weeks  was  I 
of  my  chiffonier.  I  jumped  up  quickly  and  let  into  any  intimacy  or  secret  affair  of  the 
hid  it  in  the  top  drawer,  then  suddenly  I  turned  clique  I  longed  to  be  one  of.  You  know  a  diet 
on  the  light  and  sat  down  in  my  horrid  red  wool  of  humble  pie,  on  too  long  a  stretch,  doesn't 
wrapper,  and  wrote  something  like  this  to  Alec,  agree  with  me,  and  one  morning  after  an  aver- 
blubbering  and  dabbing  tears  all  through  it.  '  age  of  ten  insults  a  day  for  over  a  month,  little 

Japan  up  and  fought.     I  don't  want  to  go  into 

Dear  Alec,  the  details  of  the  immediate  cause.     It  wasn't 

I'm  here  safely.    School  is  great  and  rm  fine!!  j^uch.     I  simply  refused  to  help  Beatrice  Fox 

The  girls  are /ove/v  and  I  liKe  It  awfullv  well,    leant  .^i    •        x    .•            j  .   u  i        ^     i  •    ji         c     • 

write  long  for  I'm  due  at  a  "spread,"  so,  so  long,  ^^^h  her  Latm,  and  told  her  to  kmdly  refram 

until  I  have  more  time.     Tell  the  twins  I  send  my  from  asking  me  again,  because  I  was  no  meek 

love  and  that  when   they  are  a  little  older  and  are  Moses  to  be  imposed  upon.     Forgive  me.  Alec, 

in  CoUege  they  will  find  this  a  place  full  of  cork-  ^ut  after  that  I  became  a  regular  bunch  of  fire- 

mg  girls  who  would  not  consider  them  mere  babes-  ,                  ^.            i       •         «•  •   -.                     ♦ 

in-artas.  crackers,  spurtmg  and  gomg  on  mto  everyone  s 

Your  enthusiastic  Bobbie.  face  at  the  least  touch.  To  be  brief  and  con- 
cise, I  didn't  make  a  single  friend  at  boarding 

Then  I  went  back  to  bed  and  bawled  like  a  school  and  my  beautiful  dreams  proved  to  be 

baby  until  I  heard  Gabriella  at  the  door.  Some  the  merest  bubbles.     It  cut  me  up,  kind  of,  not 

other  girl  was  with  her  and  I  heard  her  say,  to  be  able,  after  all,  to  take  home  some  girk 

"Good-night,  dear,  "and  Gabriella  called  back,  that  would  make  my  family  proud  of  me.     I 

just  like  in  books  and  my  dreams,  "  Good-night,  had  been  so  cocksure.     But  don't  pity  me.     I 

sweetheart,"  then  I  ducked  my  head  down  had  no  intention  of  crying  over  spilled  milk, 

underneath  the  clothes  and  pretended  to  be  In  spite  of  the  friends  I  failed  to  make,  I  be- 

asleep  until  I  knew  my  room-mate  was  dead  to  came  grim  and  determine^,  about  the  polish, 

the  world,  when  I  opened  my  eyes  and  lay  If  there  was  any  real  metaS  down  underneath 

awake  until  almost  morning.  the  tarnish,  I  was  bound  That  that  family  of 

But  no  one  needs  to  think  that  I  was  home-  mine  should  see  it.     So  that  is  how  it  hap- 

sick.     Wild  horses  couldn't  have  dragged  me  pened  that  after  the  first  week  or  two,  I  began 

home.     I  was  bound  to  stick  it  out  or  die,  and  to  go  to  New  York  with  others  on  Saturday 

I  was  determined  not  to  be  a  little  goose  and  cry  afternoons.     The  other  girls  would  all  go  to  the 

my  eyes  out.     That  wouldn't  help  me  to  make  theater  and  the  chaperon  would  let  me  stay 

the  best  girls  my  friends,  and  I  didn't  mean  to  at  Chesterton's  or  McNulty  Bros'  until  after  the 

disappoint  Alec  if  I  could  help  it.     I  was  there  show,  when  she'd  come  and  call  for  me  and 

for  ^business  and  I  meant  to  accomplish  it.     I  meet  me  at  the  door.     I  didn't  buy  a  thing.     I 

kept  my  eyes  open  and  caught  on  to  all  the  just  looked  and  looked,  and  priced  and  priced, 

points  I  could.     I  noticed  my  clothes  were  and  "  tried  on "  when  I  had  a  nice  clerk,  and 

made  absolutely  wrong  and  were  entirely  in-  then  went  back  and  figured  and  made  deduc- 

appropriate.     My    skirts   should    have    been  tions.  For  every  cent  of  Alec's  one  hundred  dol- 

below   my   shoe- tops,    not   above.     My   hair  lars  was  going  into  clothes!  I  bought  a  manicure 

should  have  been  done  low  with  hairpins,  not  set  early  in  the  game,  had  my  nails  manicured 

bobbed  up  and  tied  with  a  black  ribbon  like  a  once,  and  then  did  the  trick  myself.     I  bought 

horse's  tail.     My  hands  should  have  been  soft  a  pompadour  for  fifty  cents,  and  after  strug- 

and  white  and  my  nails  shiny  as  a  china  plate,  gling  with  the  old  thing  for  about  two  hours  one 

I  took  in  the  fact  that  the  girls  used  exactly  as  afternoon,  decided  mine  was  an  Indian  beauty 

much  slang  as  I,  only  a  little  difiFerent.     But  I  (I  was  Minnehaha  once  in  some  tableaux  at 

got  so  I  could  turn  off  a  "dam"  as  neatly  as  any  home),   and  let  my  hair  remain  parted.     I 

of  them  and  pout  and  say  "the  devU"  pinning  bought  a  rhinestone  horseshoe  pin  for  $3.50  at 

down  my  belt,  for  I  found  the  way  to  keep  a  Chesterton's,  and  I  didn't  spend  a  cent  more 

belt  down  is  to  fasten  it.     I  flunked  in  class,  until  just  before  Christmas,  when  I  blew  in  the 

now  and  then,  so  they  wouldn't  think  I  was  a  whole  hundred. 
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It  was  scKin  after  Thanksgiving  that  I  began 
to  get  my  outfit  for  the  grand  impression.  One 
of  the  younger  teachers  had  good  taste  and 
helped  me  buy  a  suit  for  $35.00,  a  hat  $10.00, 
marked  down,  a  silk  dress  for  $25.00  at  Kirby 
&  Go's,  a  spotted  veil,  a  barette,  two  pairs 
of  long  white  gloves,  pumps  for  $4.00,  one  pair 
of  silk  stockings  for  $1.50,  and  so  on.     I  had 
$9.77  left   after 
I    had    bought 
my    last    pur- 
chase, a  lovely 
red    silk    waist 
for  traveling. 
My  suit   was 
dark   blue,   my 
boots  tan  with 
Cuban  heels,  and 
my  blue  hat  had 
two  red  quills  in 
it.     I    didn't 
wear  any  of  my 
things  at  school. 
What   was   the 
use  after  I  had 
so  failed!     I 
decided  to  save 
them  all  for  go- 
ing home. 

About  a  week 
before  vacation, 
my  last  and 
greatest  out- 
break at  board- 
ing-school oc- 
curred. I  was 
passing  through 
the  hall  to  my 
room  when  I 
heard  a  lot  of 
girls,  several  of 
the  little  clique 
I  once  so  longed 
to  belong  to, 
talking  and 
laughing  to- 
gether  in  their 

usual    mysteri-  ■•  1  hard  eveiy  wot 

OUSWay.  I  never  ilowand  distinctij, ' 

actually  stopped 

and  listened,  but  the  conversation  of  those  girls, 
who  were  still  strangers  to  me,  always  fascin- 
ated me,  and  I  do  confess  I'd  overhear  all  I 
could  without  being  dishonorable.  As  I  saunt- 
ered by  the  half-closed  door,  I  heard  a  girl  by 
the  name  of  Sarah  talking. 

"Well,"  I  heard  her  say  as  plain  as  day,  "I 
think  Miss  Brown  may  be  taking  her  in  on 
charity. " 


I  knew  they  were  talking  about  me  and  I 
stopped  stock  still. 

"Why,  she  hasn't  anything,  and  this  horrid 
place  is  probably  a  palace  to  her. " 
I  was  hot  at  that.     Palace  nothing! 
"I  think,"  said  a  little  Jewess  by  the  name 
of  Elsie  Cone,  "it's  lOO  bad  for  Gabriella.    I'd 
hate  to  have  such  a  room-mate  forced  on  me!" 
I   began   to 
boil. 

"Idon't  think 
Miss  Brown 
ougjit  to  take 
such  a  girl  in  at 
all,  and  make 
us  who  pay  a 
thousand  dol- 
lars a  year  be 
intimate  with  a 
person  we  never 
can  know  soci- 
ally," drawled 
Sarah.  "It's 
hard  on  her, 
too,"  she  fin- 
ished patroniz- 
ingly. 

"Oh,  don't 
mind  about  me," 
I  breathed , 
ready  to  ex- 
plode. 

"I'm  just 
tired,"  another 
girl  broke  in, 
"of  having  all 
the  teachers, 
and  Miss 
Brown,  too, 
talking  and  lec- 
turing to  us 
about  being  nice 
to  Lucy,  Lucy, 
Lucy  all  the 
time. " 

At    that    the 

color  rushed  to 

I fou  taid,"  I  began  my    cheeks. 

""T  "ngi'  ""iJ"  Shame,  pride 

and    choking 

rage  surged  up  in  me  in  a  flash. 

"And  the  pride  and  spite  she  shows  lately  is 
so  silly  and  absurd.  As  if  she  had  anything  to 
back  it  up!"  yawned  Sarah. 

"  I  know, "  went  on  the  little  Jewess, "  herfam- 

ilyisn'tmuch.   You  can  see  that.   Didyouever 

notice  the  row  of  old-fashioned  family  pictures 

on  the  back  of  her  chiSonier  ?  Thai  shows. " 

At  that  I  caught  my  breath.    My  dear  good 
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family!  And  without  waiting  to  hear  another  cabnly  opened  the  door  and  went  in.  Gabri| 
word,  I  flung  wide  the  door.  There  were  six  ella  was  standing  by  her  desk.  I  never  shal 
or  seven  girls  before  me,  crowded  together  in  a  forget  how  she  looked,  perfectly  white,  and 
bunch  on  two  couches  in  the  corner.  I  felt  my-  stariiig  at  me  horribly.  I  wondered  what 
self  grow  suddenly  calm  as  I  stood  there,  and  ailed  her,  for  she  couldn't  have  heard  my  out- 
no  one  uttered  a  sound.  The  only  disturbance  burst  on  the  floor  below. 
I  could  feel  was  my  hand  trembling  on  the  "  Gabriella, "  I  said,  "  w^hat  is  it  ? " 
door  knob.  "Oh,  Lucy,"  she  began,  then  sank  down  in 

"I  heard  every  word  you  said,"  I  began  slow  a  chair  by  her  desk,  leaned  forward  with  her 
anddistinctly,  **  every  single  word. "  Then  my  head  buried  in  her  arms  and  began  to  cry 
thoughts  seemed  to  collect  themselves  and  filed  dreadfully.  I  went  up  to  her. 
by  in  the  order  of  soldiers  on  parade.  **  I  don't  "  Gabriella, "  I  said,  sorry  for  her  somehow, 
care  a  straw  for  what  you  have  said,"  I  went  for  though  she  was  one  of  the. elect  clique,  she 
on,  "  I  feel  above  every  one  of  you.  It  makes  had  not  been  talking  about  me.  Anyway  she 
me  laugh  to  think  I  would  be  the  least  dis-  was  my  room-mate  and  at  least  she  let  me  see 
turbed  by  common  and  uneducated  Western-  her  cry.  "Please,  Gabriella,  tell  me  what  it  is. " 
ers,"  for  Sarah  lived  in  Montana.  "You  "Miss  Brown,"  she  choked,  "wants — " 
needn't  any  of  you  trouble  about  being  kind  she  stopped,  then  finished,  "you." 
to  me;  I  don't  want  it,  for  I  am  perfectly  Me?  I  groped  blindly.  Had  my  awful 
indifferent  to  every  one  of  you.  I  am  not  here  tirade  been  telegraphed  to  Miss  Brown's  oflict  ? 
on  charity,  and  as  for  the  pictures  on  my  chif-  Did  she  know  already  ?  I  couldn't  follow, 
fonier,  I  will  ask  you  to  keep  your  eyes  at  Things  were  happening  too  rapidly.  "Me, 
home."  I  knew  I  was  being  horrid,  but  I  was  Gabriella?"  I  said,  "what  for?  Please  stop 
fired  up  and  I  couldn't  help  going  on.  "My  crying  and  tell  me  more."  I  could  barely 
family  may  not  have  fashionable  photographs,  catch  a  few  words  among  her  violent  sobs, 
my  clothes  may  be  ugly  as  mud,  but  if  you  "My  father,"  she  began.  I  knew  Gabri- 
knew  who  my  oldest  brother  is,  if  you  knew  who  clla's  father  had  died  some  two  yearS  ago  sud- 
my  father  is! — if  you  knew! — but  I  wouldn't  denly  while  she  was  at  school.  "A  tele- 
deign  to  tell  you,  for  you  have  no  conception  of  gram — "  she  stumbled  on,  and  I  waited,  "your 

anything.     It  would  be  like  telling  monkeys    father " 

about  Abraham  Lincoln. "    They  stared  at  me  My  father! 

as  you  do  at  rearing,  stamping  horses  in  a  pa-  I  went  to  Gabriella  quickly,  put  my  arm 

rade,  meekly  from  the  sidewalk,  and  I  con-  about  her  and  leaned  my  head  close  down  by 

tinued,  "You  don't  know  about  anjihing  but  hers. 

clothes  and  theaters,  and  let  me  tell  you  once  "Listen,  Gabriella.    Be  quiet  just  for  one 

for  all  I  don't  want  anything  of  any  of  you."  minute  and  answer  me.     Did  you  say,  my 

I  stopped  a  moment,  and  Sarah,  wlio  is  rather  father?"  And  then  in  a  fresh  torrent  of  sobs  I 

of  a  leader  among  the  girls,  and  to  whom  I  heard  her,  "Yes." 

once  actually  aspired  to  be  a  friend,  opened  her  I  left  her  crying  there  and  went  down  through 

mouth  to  speak.     But  I  cut  her  off  short,  the  long  corridors  to  Miss  Brown's  ofl&ce.     I 

"Keep  still,"  I  said,  "don't  you  dare  address  passed  the  room  where  the  girls  were  gathered 

one  word  to  me. "     Oh,  I  wanted  to  do  some-  who  had  been  talking  about  me  without  notic- 

thing  insulting  like  stickily  out  my  tongue  at  ing  it.     I  even  passed  some  one  in  the  hall,  but 

them,  or  slapping  them.     But  instead  I  just  I  don't  know  who  it  was.     I  kept  thinking, 

said,  "And  don't  one  of  you  in  this  room  ever  "This  is  your  first  test.     Be  ready,  and  don't 

assume  to  speak  one  word  to  me  as  long  as  you  break. "     Miss  Brown  was  at  her  desk.     She 

live. "  started  a  little  when  she  saw  me,  then  smiled, 

Then  I  turned  and  stalked  out  of  the  room.  — how    could    she    smile, — and    said,    "Oh, 

I  went  straight  upstairs.     I  don't  know  how  I  Gabriella  found  you.     Close  the  door,  dear, 

could  have  said  anything  so  horrible  as  all  that  and  then  come  here. " 

and  I  almost  seventeen,  but,  somehow,  it  is  I  closed  the  door,  but  I  didn't  go  to  her.     I 

always  easier  for  me  to  roll  off  spiteful  things  didn't  want  her  tissue-paper  sympathy, 

than  anything  sweet  or  nice.     Poor  Alec  would  I  said  with  my  back  against  the  door,  "  You 

have  been  awfully  hurt,  and  father  would  have  can  tell  me  the  very  worst,  Miss  Brown.     I 

said,  "Oh,  Lucy!"  and  the  arrogant  t^^^ns  know  something  has  happened  to  my  father." 

wouldn't  have  wanted  to  own  me.     Only  my  She  didn't  hedge  any  more, 

dear  old  chum,  Juliet  Adams,  would  have  said,  "  Yes, "  she  said,  going,  as  I  liked  to  have  her, 

"Bully  for  you,  Bob!"  straight  to  the  point.     "He  is  very,  very  ill." 

When  I  reached  my  room  on  the  next  floor,  I  "  Does  that  mean, "  I  asked,   *'  that  he  is 
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— is — "  I  couldn't  say  it,  "  is  worse — ^than  very  or  two  girls  I  met  in  the  halls  avoided  my  eyes, 

iD?"   I  finished.  tried  somehow  to  escape  me.     Only  Gabri- 

"  No, "  she  replied,  "  your  father  is  still  alive,  ella,  who  had  had  sorrow  herself,  and  Miss 

I  have  had  three  telegrams  this  morning,  fol-  Brown  and  the  Latin  teacher,  whom  I  always 

lowing  close  upon  one  another.     It  is  his  heart,  hated,  saw  me  oflF.     I  begged  to  take  the  trip 

and  they  want  you  to  come  home  immediately."  alone,  and  Miss  Brown  finally  allowed  it. 

Then  she  added,  looking  at  me  firmly,  as  if  she  I  thought  of  everything  during  that  journey, 

were  upholding  me  by  the  hand,  "  It  is  a  long  and  the  more  I  thought,  the  more  I  trusted 

trip,   Lucy,  you  must  be  prepared  for  the  myself  to  think.     I  don't  know  what  made  me 

worst. "    I  didn't  answer,  and  she  turned  to  so  clear-headed  and  fearless,  but  Vd  run  my 

her  desk,  picked  up  a  piece  of  paper,  and  passed  thoughts  right  up  to  any  hard  truth  and  they 

it  to  me.     "  Read  it, "  she  said,  "  it  is  for  you. "  wouldn't   balk,    they'd   go    right    over.     My 

I  looked  down  and  these  words  greeted  me  like  mother  had  died  when  I  was  a  very  little  girl, 

dear  comforting  friends — "  Stand  up,  Bobbie.  So  this  was   the  first  sorrow  I  knew,  and  per- 

Be  brave.     We  need  you  to  be  strong — ^Alec."  haps, — oh,  I  faced  it  clearly  and  squarely, — 

It  was  just  as  if  my  dear  brother  Alec  was  sud-  perhaps  when  I  was  met  at  the  depot  they  would 

denly  there,  like  a  miracle,  in  the  room  beside  tell  me  that  I  had  come  too  late.     I  knew  now 

me,  and  oh,  now,  at  last,  I  would  not  disap-  I  wouldn't  give  way.    Some  great  wonderful 

point  him.     I  looked  up  at  Miss  Brown.  strength  was  in  me  and  I  wasn't  afraid  of  my- 

"When  is  there  a  train?"   I  asked  calmly,  self.     My  home-coming  was  very  different  from 

but  to  myself  I  was  saying  over  and  over  again,  the  one  I  had  planned,  and  when  we  drew  into 

"  Stand  up.    Be  brave.    They  need  you  to  be  the  familiar  old   station,    I   just   said,    "  Be 

strong."  strong" — and  I  knew  I  would. 

Miss  Brown  came  over  to  me,  and  I  must  say  Dr.  Maynard,  he's  a  young  doctor  and  a 

I've  always  liked  her  from  that  day  to  this,  friend  of  Alec's,  was  at  the  station  to  meet  me. 

She  didn't  say  anything  silly  or  soothing  to  me.  The  moment  he  got  hold  of  my  hand-  he  said, 

That  would  have  all  been  so  useless.     She  just  "  You're  in  time! " 

took  my  hand  in  a  man's  sort  of  way  and  held  it  "  I'm  glad, "  I  said,  but  somehow  I  couldn't 
firmly  a  minute  in  hers.  "  Your  brother  will  feel  any  more  joy  than  I  could  sorrow.  I  re- 
be  proud  of  you, "  she  said.  That  was  all,  but  member  in  the  carriage  I  asked  lots  of  straight- 
do  you  think  then  I  would  have  failed !  "  We  forward,  business  like  questions,  and  Dr.  May- 
will  go  up-stairs  and  pack, ".  she  added  im-  nard  answered  me  in  the  same  way.  There 
mediately,  and  I  followed  her,  bound  now  to  was  no  hope,  the  end  might  come  at  any  mo- 
control  myself  or  die.  ment.     When  he  stopped  before  our  door,  and 

I  don't  know  how  I  ever  got  started.     I  only  helped  me  out,  he  saifl,  "  Bobbie,  you're  a 

know  there  was  a  blind  half-hour  of  packing,  brave  girl.".   But  I  wasn't.     I  couldn't  have 

with  Miss  Brown  helping  me,  and  Gabriella  cried.     I  didn't  know  how. 

close  by  me  all  the  time.  Gabriella  couldn't  I  went  into  the  house.  I  found  the  twins  and 
seem  to  do  enough,  and  I  saw  her  tucking  some  •  Ruth  and  Aunt  .Sarah  all  in  the  sitting-room, 

of  her  own  most  treasured  things  into  my  suit  It  didn't  come  to  my  mind  then,  but  now  as  I 

case.     She  got  out  my  new  blue  suit  and  brushed  remember  it,  it  was  all  very  different  from  the 

it,  my  hat  with  the  red  quills,  and  on  my  red  waist  triumphant  entry   I   had  planned.     No  one 

I  saw  her  fasten  one  of  her  own  beautiful  pearl  jumped  up  to  greet  me,  and  my  new  suit,  and  tan 

pins.     I  knew  it  was  her  way  of  telling  me  how  shoes,  and  hat  with  the  quills  were  all  forgotten, 

sorry  she  was.     Every  little  while  she'd  burst  even  by  myself.     The  twins  came  forward  and 

into  fresh  crying,  and  once  she  said,  "  Oh,  I  am  kissed  me,  not  embarrassed  as  they  usually  are 

so  sorry,  I've  been  so  mean — but — oh,  I  hope,  but  scarcely  realizing  it.     They  didn't  say  a 

oh,  I  hope  you'll  come  back,  Lucy. "    But  I  word,  just  kissed  me  and  turned  their  sad  faces 

didn't  care  now.     It  was  too  late,  and  all  my  away*     Ruth  lay  prostrate  on  the  couch.     She 

thoughts  were  with  my  family  who  needed  me.  didn't  stir  at  sight  of  me  and  I  went  up  to  her 

I  gathered  their  dear  pictures  together  in  a  pile  and  kissed  her  on  her  forehead.     At  that  she 

and  put  them  in  my  suit  case,  father's  picture,  buried  her  face  and  began  to  sob.     Aunt  Sarah 

too,  but  I  didn't  trust  myself  to  look  at  it.  looked  as  if  she  had  been  crying  for  weeks. 

Dear  father — but  I  didn't  dare  let  myself  think  She  sat  quietly  rocking  by  the  west  window, 

just  at  first.     I  felt  in  the  air  that  all  the  girls  and  her  big  dyed-out  blue  eyes  were  swimming 

knew  my  news  about  as  soon  as  I  did.     Of  in  tears,  brimming  over  and  running  down  her 

course  they  didn't  come  near  me.     Even  if  I  wrinkled  face.     It's  something  awful  to  me,  to 

had  been  popular,  they  wouldn't  have  come,  see  a  grown  person  cry.     It's  like  an  old  wreck 

Sorrow  somehow  builds  up  a  wall,  and  the  one  at  sea,  and  I  just  couldn't  kiss  her.     Every- 


"  Stand  up,  Bobbie.      Be  bnve.  We  n«d  you  to  be  Mroog  " 

body  so  horrible  and  silent  and  dismal  was  while  we  three  waited  silently  until  father 

worse,  somehow,  than  death,  and  just  for  a  should  wake  up.     I  wasn't  frightened.     It  all 

moment  I  stood  kind  of  helpless  in  the  middle  seemed  very  natural  and  none  of  the  heart- 

of  the  floor.  breaking  thoughts  that  came  to  me  all  during 

Then  the  door  into  the  library  opened  and  I  the  years  after  he  left  us,  came  to  me  then.     It 

saw  my  dear,  tired  patient  Alec,  and  suddenly  seemed  really  almost  beautiful  to  be  waiting 

his  arms  were  around  me  tight,  and  holding  me  there   until  father  should  wake  up.     When 

close,  close  to  him,  and  I  heard  him  munnur,  finally  he  opened  his  eyes    and    saw  me,  he 

"Good  Bobbie,"  and  oh,  if  I  can  hate  people  smiled    and   pressed  my    hand   a   very   little. 

awfully,  I  can  love  them,  too.     When  he  let  me  Then  he  spoke. 

go,  he  said  calmly,  "You  can  come  up-stairs  "Lucy!"   he  said,  and  after  a  long  pause, 

now,"  and   I   followed   him   to  my  father's  " Do  you  like  school ? "  he  asked,  just  as  natu- 

room.  rally  as  if  we  were  having  a  nice  little  talk 

Dr.  Maynard  led  me  to  the  side  of  the  bed  down-stairs. 

and  I  took  one  of  father's  dear  familiar  hands  "Oh,  yes,  dear  father,  I  do,"  I  answered 

in  mine.    Alec  sat  on  the  other  side,  and  for  a  firmly  and  surely,  and  he  pressed  my  hand 
348 
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again.  It  didn't  strike  me  so  very  deeply  then  He  looked  away  and  said,  "  Sure, "  in  a  voice 
that  my  last  word  to  my  father  was  a  lie,  but  that  tried  to  be  natural. 
afterward  I  used  to  cry  about  it  for  hours  and  Then  Malcolm  came  in.  His  eyes  looked 
hours.  big  and  frightened  but  he  had  himself  in  con- 
After  a  moment  my  father  turned  to  Alec.  trol.  "Malcolm,"  I  said,  *^ Oliver  says  you 
"Stand  by  the  business,  my  son,"  he  mur-  two  will  go  and  see  about  my  trunk.  It*s  dark 
mured.  out  now,  and  I'd  be  awfully  obliged. " 

And  without  a  bit  of  hesitation,  my  brother  "Course  we'll  go,"  Malcolm  replied  kind  of 

promised,  "  I  will,  father. "  unsteadily  and  we  none  of  us  said  one  word 

I  didn't  think  father  would  say  anything  about  father, 

more,  for  he  closed  his  eyes  again,  but  after  a  I  don't  know  what  was  the  matter  with  me, 

while  he  opened  them  and  I  saw  he  was  actually  but  I  honestly  didn't  seem  to  realize  anything, 

seeing  my  hat,  and  red  waist,  and  the  pearl  pin  I  was  just  a  soulless  machine.     I  wrote  notes, 

Gabriella  had  given  me.     He  smiled,  and  I  sent  telegrams,  received  people,  saw  about  a 

heard  him  murmur,  "Prettv."    That  was  all  black  dress  for  Ruth  and  Aunt  Sarah  and  mv- 

and  oh,  since,  I  have  been  so  glad  that  my  new  self,  sent  my  new  pretty  clothes  to  be  dyed, 

clothes  did  so  much  more  than  I  ever  hoped,  for  planned  good  nourishing  meals  for  the  family, 

that  was  the  last  word  my  father  said.     I  felt  went  on  errands,  and  picked  up  every  room  in 

his  hand  grow  limp  in  mine,  and  just  then  Dr.  the  house,  for  they  certainly  looked  awfully.     I 

Maynard  touched  me,   and   led   me  quietly  didn't   sleep   and   I   wasn't   hungry.     I   was 

away.     He  told  me  to  lie  down  on  the  bed  in  wound  up  pretty  tight,  I  guess,  for  it  look  me  a 

the  guest  room.     I  obeyed  him  and  when,  a  long  while  to  run  down.     Dr.  Maynard  gave 

little  later,  he  came  to  me,  I  knew  and  under-  me  powders  and  took  me  out  to  drive,  and 

stood.  would  shot  me  up  in  the  guest  room  with  the 

I  didn't  feel  the  awfulness  of  it  then,  nor  I  curtains  all  drawn  tight.     But  that  gave  me  the 

didn't  feel  the  least  inclination  to  cry.     I  lay  creeps.     Juliet  came  to  see  me  once  to  tell  me 

there  very  quietly  for  half  an  hour,  then  of  my  how  sorr>'  she  was,  I  suppose,  but  I  was  neither 

own  accord  I  got  up  and  went  down-stairs.  glad  nor  sorry  to  see  her.     I  remember  I  just 

I  found  Aunt  Sarah  by  the  window  still  cry-  said,  "Hello,  Juliet,  how's  basketball  and  high 

ing  without  the  grace  of  covering  her  tear-  school?"   Of  course,  my  oldest  brother,  Tom, 

stained  face.     The  twins  were  not  there.  Ruth  and  Elise,  his  young  wife,  came.     I  fixed  up 

jumped  up  when  I  came  in  and  clung  to  me  the  guest  room  good  and  clean  for  them  and 

frantically,  and  I  knew  they  all  must  know.     I  met  them  at  the  depot,  but  I  wasn't  glad  to  see 

spoke  to  Aunt  Sarah.  them. 

"Aunt  Sarah,"  I  said,  "u'Ay  do  you  sit  The  end  came  the  night  after  the  funeral, 

there  and  cry?"  It  hadn't  occurred  to  me  but  what  I  would  go 

"Heartless  girl,"  she  replied,  "have  you  no  back  to  boarding-school  after  Christmas.     We 

feeling,  no  tears?      Don't  you  know  that  your  were  all  sitting  in  the  sitting-room,  all  but  Aunt 

father  has  died?"   And  at  those  awful  words  Sarah,  who  was  lying  down.    Tom  and  Alec 

poor  little  Ruth  clung  to  me  still  tighter  and  were  discussing  all  sorts  of  plans,  and   Dr. 

burst  out  with,  "Oh,  send  her  away,  make  her  Maynard  was  there  too,  for  he  was  a  great 

go  off "  But  I,  who  could  not  seem  to  feel  friend  of  the  family.     I  wasn't  following  very 

sorrow^,  could  not  feel  rage  either,  and  all  I  said  closely,  but  suddenly  I  heard  Tom  say,  "Well 

was — "  Oh,  Aunt  Sarah ! "  — I  think  the  sooner  Aunt  Sarah  goes  home,  the 

Later  Alec  asked  me  to  go  to  Oliver,  and  I  better. " 

found  him  in  the  study.     He  was  crying  only  as  "Why,  who  then,"  I  asked  calmly,  "will 

a  boy  can,  I  guess,  who  isn't  very  used  to  it,  all  take  her  place  ?" 

uncontrolled,  and  oh,  so  broken.  He  was  sit-  Alec  looked  up.  "  W^hat  do  you  mean,  Bob- 
ting  in  the  window-seat.  I  went  over  to  him  bie?"  he  asked.  "You'll  be  here,  won't  you?" 
and  put  my  arms  right  around  him,  and  all  the  "Why,  I  shall  be  at  boarding-school, "  I  an- 
hate  in  my  heart  for  that  cruel  twin  rolled  right  nounced.  At  that  Ruth  suddenly  flopped  over 
away  when  I  felt  his  great  big  body  leaning  up  on  the  couch  and  began  her  usual  torrent  of 
against  me.     I  loved  him  just  as  if  he  were  my  crying. 

own  son  come  home.     I  sat  there  a  long  time  "Oh,  say,"  said  Malcolm,  "don't  let  her  go 

until  he  gradually  grew  quieter  and  quieter,  back,  Alec.     You  know  how  we  hated  Aunt 

and  when  the  storm  was  over  I  said,  just  as  if  Sarah.     The    whole    fall    was    rotten.     You 

nothing  had  happened,  "Oliver,  will  you  and  know  it  was." 

Malcolm  take  my  check,  and  go  to  the  depot  "Say,"  said  Oliver,  the  cruel  twin,  "don't 

for  my  trunk?  I  forgot  all  about  it. "  go,   Bobbie,   you've  got   some   duties  to   us. 
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haven't  you?  You  might  think  a  little  of  that. "        "Juliet,"  I  cried,  "Juliet,  I'm  not  going 

"I  wouldn't  go,  Bobbie,"  said  Tom  to  me.  back  to  boarding-school!  They  want  meherel 

And  Elise,  his  beautiful  wife,  patted  my  hand  I'm  so  happy  I  don't  know  what  to  do.     It's 

and  said,     "Stay  home.     They  need  you  so.  horrible  to  be  happy,  but  1  am,  I  am/"     And 

You  can  visit  us  for  vacations. "  then  it  all  struck  me  so  funny  to  be  happy  on 

And  dear  Alec  just  looked  at  me  across  the  such  a  day  that  I  laughed,  I  laughed  simply 

room.  dreadfully.    All   my   pent-up   feelings   burst 

Now,  finally,  I  thought  I  would  break  down  forth  then,  and  I  laughed  till  I  cried,     I  could 

and    cry.    They   wanted — oh,   finally, — they  hear  myself  laugh,  and  that  made  me  laugh 

wanted   me.     My   old    voice,    I  didn't   know  more,  and  then  Juliet  looked  so  queer  and 

whether  to  trust  or  not.  horror-struck  that  that  added  to  it.     Pretty 

"Well,"  I  said,  a  little  wobbly,  "I'll  think  it  soon  Mrs.  Adams  was  there  and  they  were  put- 
over,  "  And  as  soon  as  I  could  I  sneaked  out,  ting  cold  water  on  my  face,  which  struck  me  as 
saying  I  guessed  I  would  get  a  drink  of  water,  the  hugest  joke  I  ever  heard  of,  for  they  must 
I  went  into  the  little  back  hall  oS  the  kitchen,  have  thought  I  was  hysterical.  I  laughed  so 
took  my  golf-cape  that  was  hanging  there,  hard  that  actually  I  hadn't  enough  will  or 
threw  it  over  my  shoulders,  and  went  out-doors,  strength  left  to  stop  if  I  tried,  1,  who  am  usually 
It  didn't  seem  as  if  I  could  get  my  breath  in-  so  controlled.  I  got  down  on  the  floor  finally — 
side  the  house.  It  was  dark,  the  stars  had  and  then  I  don't  remember  any  more.  When 
begun  to  come  out,  and  I  went  out  of  the  back  I  woke  up  it  must  have  been  hours  later,  for  I 
gate  walking  as  hard  and  fast  as  I  could.  I  was  all  undressed  lying  quietly  in  Juliet's  bed, 
knew  I  must  do  something,  for  wicked  as  it  and  there  was  Mrs.  Adams  going  out  of  the 
seems  I  was  about  crazy  with  happiness,  and  I  door,  and  there — yes — there  was  Dr.  Maynard 
was  afraid  that  any  moment,  now  at  the  very  behind  her.  There  was  a  low  light  on  the 
last,  I  would  break  down  completely,  lie  down  table  by  the  bed  and  beside  it  sat  my  dear  stolid 
on  the  side  of  the  road  and  cry  and  cry.  I  Juliet.  I  thought  at  first  I  would  burst  out 
almost  ran  as  I  hurried  along,  and  all  the  time  laughing  again  to  see  her  sitting  there  with  her 
kept  saying,  "  Hold  on,  be  strong,  don't  let  go, "  funny  little  pigtail  braided  for  the  night,  and  I 
and  all  the  time  I  knew  the  storm  was  gather-  in  her  bed  getting  her  sheets  all  hot.  Just  then 
ing  and  I  was  losing  my  grip.    I  didn't  mean  to  she  looked  up. 

go  to  Juliet's  house,  but   suddenly  I  saw  it        "Want  some  water,  Bob?"   she  said  in  her 

looming  up  in  front  of  me  and  it  came  to  me  to  commonplace  natural  way,  and  she  came  over 

stop  and  tell  Juliet  my  beautiful  good  news,  and  gave  me  a  little,  holding  the  glass.     I  didn't 

So  I  hurried  to  the  back  door  and  burst  into  the  remember  anything  then,  only  that  it  was  nice 

kitchen.     The  Adams  cook  gave  an  awful  start,  to  have  old  Juliet  around. 

"  Good  Lord  1 "  she  said.  "  There  was  no  one  so  nice  as  you  at  school, 

"Hannah,"   I   asked,   and  my  voice  was  Juliet, "  I  said, 
strange  and  hoarse,  " where's  Juliet ? "  "I  guess  that's  a  merry  jest, "  she  replied  in 

"  At  dinner, "  gasped  Hannah,  staring  at  me.  her  usual  way.    She  took  the  glass  away,  and  I 

"  Tell  her  to  come  up  to  her  room, "  I  man-  heard  her  go  out  of  the  room,  I  lay  there  very 
aged  to  say,  and  in  our  quietly  and   watched 

usual  informal  way  1  the  dim  light  flicker- 

dashed  up   the   back  ing.  There  was  a  little 

stairs  to  Juliet's  room  clock  somewhere  that 

I   knew   so    well.     I  was    ticking    quietly. 

waited  impatiently  in  Then — oh    then — I 

the   dark,    and    in    a  came  back  to  life,  and 

minute  I  heard  Juliet  suddenly  the  thought 

poundingup  thestairs.  of  mydear,dearfather 

Then  I  saw  her  com-  came  to  me,    I  began 

ing    toward    me,   her  to  cry   softly  for  the 

napkin  in    her  hand.  hrst  time,  and  finally  I 

I  grabbed  her,  ..  fell  asleep. 


"Car  Coming!" 
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managers    occupied    the    remainder    of    the  abruptly;  (here  was  stirring  through  the  house; 

"hotel" — or,  to  be  accurate,  it  was  the  re-  boots  weredropped,  clumpety!  upon  the  floors; 

mainder  which  /  occupied.     The  front  piazza  the  kitchen  range  was  shaken;  the  alarm  clock 

was  just  oS  the   turnpike,  the  parlor  o£f  the  pealed    a    cynic's    morning    greeting    and    I 

piazza,  my  room  off  the  parlor.    The  chamber  leaped  from  my  bed. 

boasted  an  electric  light,  a  window,  a  chair,  a  1  dressed  rapidly,  and  went  outside.    The 

washstand  and  a  bed.     I  got  up  in  the  night  men  of  the  camp  were  trooping  through  the 

and  looked  to  make  sure  of  the  latter.    Yes,  doors,  talking  in  hoarse,  early-morning  voices, 

it  was  unmistakably  a  bed.    The  bowl  and  In  the  garage,  next  door,  lights  twinUed  and 

pitcher  which  I  had  thought  were  sticking  in  a  hammer  clinked.    The  headlights  of  sev- 
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eral  automobiles  glared  to  a  pure  sporting  event 
from  the  intersecting  road.  which  can  be  accomplished 
Cold  and  uncomfortable,  I  in  motoring.  The  track 
crossed  the  way  and  found  race,  with  its  monotonous, 
a  seat  on  the  steps  of  the  yet  dangerous,  merry-go- 
general  store,  which  already  round,  places  the  motor  in 
served  as  a  grandstand  for  a  position  for  which  it  was 
a  huddled  group  of  silent  not  intended,  and  the  man 
fur-clad  figures.  Gray  light  •  whodrives.it  in  great  peril, 
was  coming  in  the  sky;  the  Speed  contests  on  beaches 
shadows  oi  the  night  began  are  brief  and  not  partic- 
to  congeal  into  fences,  trees  ularly  useful,  though  they 
and  houses.  The  light  grew  represent  the  apotheosis  of 
and  grew,  turning  to  pink  speed.  Endurance  runs 
in  the  East.  The  head-  were  of  value  in  the  early 
lights  of  the  touring  cars  stages  of  Dtotoring,  but  they 
b^antolookself-coQsdous  do  not  offer  a.  severe  lest, 
and  absurd.  They  were  norakeensportinginterest. 
shut  off.     Day,  radiant  and                    ^_       _^^  The  contest  cannot  be  seen 

fresh,  was ^  '                                   asawhole;thereisnoactual 

Bang!  BANG!  Crash-  ''  winner,  as  many  cars  can 
Crack-Cr-r-r-flfft/  A  sud-  Yes,  ii  wn  unraLittkably  a  b«d  maintain  perfect  scores. 
den  cannonading  came  Hill  climbs  are  too  brief  to 
from  the  garage.  develop  weaknesses;  the  big  engine  in  the  light 
Crackle-crackle-crackle!  The  doors  swung  chassis  goes  up  the  hill  the  fastest,  but  gives  no 
open  and  two  gray  beasts  appeared.  They  proof  of  general  serviceability;  besides  which,  it 
sidled,  purring,  to  the  roadway,  shivered  with  is  a  not  uncommon  trick  to  "dope"  a  car  for 
the  cold,  pointed  their  flat  snouts  toward  hill  climbing.  Neither  an  automobile  nor  a 
Westbury,  and  with  a  sudden  bellow  and  horse  can  be  "doped  "for  sustained  road  work. 
belch  of  flame  and  smoke,  kicked  up  their  The  long-distance  road  race  is  at  once  the 
wheels  and  crashed  away  like  a  pair  of  play-  most  thrilling  and  most  rational  form  of  auto- 
ful  prehistoric  monsters.  In  a  moment  they  mobile  contest.  It  places  cars  in  competition 
had  melted  into  the  distant  landscape.  Morn-  under  the  conditions  for  which  they  were  de- 
ing  practice  had  begun.  signed.  The  long,  severe  test  proves  the 
qualities  of  car  and  driver. 
Of  the  thousands  who  go  in  motors,  the  Few  people  realize  the  strain  that  is  placed 
tens  of  thousands  who  go  by  rail,  the  hun-  upon  a  racing  car.  There  are  many  machines 
dreds  of  thousands  who  will  stay  up  all  night  which  could  be  driven  across  the  continent 
braving  cold  winds  and  rain  to  see  a  motor  and  back  successfully,  yet  could  not  possibly 
race,  how  many,  do  you  think,  would  undergo  endure  the  racking  that  a  road  rac«  of  several 
the  same  amount  of  wear  and  tear  to  witness  hundred  miles  would  give.  If  weaknesses 
any  other  form  of  entertainment?  Automo-  exist  they  are  sure  to  be  brought  out  by  the 
bile  racing  asks  much  of  its  votaries,  but  it  furious  and  sustained  pace.  One  of  the  weak- 
gives  them  much.  It  gives  them  more  sus-  nesses  of  early  American  cars  was  in  the  steel 
tained  sensations,  more  picturesqueness  and  of  which  they  were  constructed.  In  1905  the 
dramatic  value,  than  any  other  form  of  sport,  best  alloy  automobik  steels  could  not  be 
And  one  thing  more;  a  very  important  thing,  bought  in  the  United  States,  but  were  im- 
quite  separate  from  the  entertainment  feature  ported  for  use  in  certain  racers.  Ordinary 
— it  develops  the  breed.  steels  might  do  for  ordinary  work,  but  for 
Unlike  horse  racing,  automobile  racing  racing  the  highest  grade  was  none  too  good, 
needs  no  betting  feature  to  support  it.  Un-  In  1906,  however,  our  steel  men  awoke,  and 
like  certain  popular  games  it  is  free  from  made  the  alloys  so  necessary  in  high-grade 
roughness  and  brutality.  And  while  it  thrills  automobile  construction.  Once  obtainable 
us  through  and  through,  as  Roman  crowds  they  were  eagerly  taken  by  the  American  au- 
were  thrilled,  there  is  no  cruelty  in  it.  On  tomobile  manufacturers  for  use,  not  only  in 
the  contrary  it  performs  a  splendid  service  in  racers,  but  in  all  cars.  This  was  an  impot- 
helping  automobile  manufacturers  to  build  tant  stride  in  the  direction  of  making  Ameri- 
better  cars  for  you  and  me.  can  cars  as  good  as  any  cars  made  in  the 
The  long-distance  road  race  is  the  nearest  worU.     Do  not  forget,  then,  Mr.  Motorist,  as 
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you  pack  the  luncheon  hamper  in  your  ton-  less  than  a  minute.  Likewise  the  steel-studded 
neau,  and  set  out  for  the  Vanderbilt  Cup,  non-skid  tire  was  originally  a  racing  develop- 
that  that  same  cup  has  helped  to  make  your  ment.  All  of  the  devices,  produced  and 
own  car  what  it  is — a  car  (I  hope)  which  will  proved  through  racing,  have  become  the 
not  only  take  you  out,  but  bring  you  safely  heritage  of  the  average  motorist,  saving  his 
home  again;  a  car  with  stout  axles,  gentle  money,  his  temper  and  his  time. 
springs,  a  tough  yet  supple  frame,  and  strong  It  was  for  the  purpose  of  investigating  the 
young  gears,  which  find  their  work  so  easy  preparations  for  this  Roman  Holiday  that  I 
that,  instead  of  groaning  over  it,  they  singi  went  to  Jericho,  as  I  have  told  you.  Prepara- 
As  with  the  car,  so  with  the  tire.  Four  tions?  Fiddlesticks'.  Preparations  began  a 
tubes  of  vegetable  com]X>und  supporting  a  year — two,  three,  years  ago,  when  cars  were 
great  mass  of  metal  are  bound  to  wear  and  being  designed,  built,  tested,  altered,  experi- 
puncture.  Toughness  and  ease  of  replace-  mented  with;  when  drivers  were  being  watched 
ment  are,  therefore,  desirable  in  touring  and  and  picked  as  likely  ones.  The  selection  of 
necessities  in  racing.  In  the  early  days  of  the  course  and  the  building  of  the  grand- 
motor  racing,  a  tire  change  meant  a  most  stand  only  marked  the  commencement  of  the 
serious  delay  if  not  actual  defeat.  Replace-  end.  The  establishment  of  training  camps 
ment  was  accomplished  by  brute  force,  as  two  or  three  weeks  before  the  great,  ultimate 
many  men  working  as  could  be  crowded  Day  was  not  preparation — it  was  the  actual 
around  the  machine.  The  old  shoe  was  beginning  of  the  weeding  out — the  beginning 
hacked  ofl  with  knives,  the  new  one  jammed  of  the  real  Vanderbilt  Cup  racel  The  high- 
ways making  up  the  course  were  given  over 
~  -          .     ..  .        ^.j  ^^.^^ 
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tiating  tires;  another,  the  detach- 
able rim;  a  third  the  demountable 
rim  and  ready  inflated  tire  which 
may  be  changed  by  one  man  in 
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come  to  Jericho  at  all,  I  think;  for  I  respiration.  He  had  hardly  spoken  when 
abominate  the  early  morning  hours  and  "i6"  came  crashing  into  view,  made  the  turn 
was  confronted  by  a  week  of  them.  Some  on  two  wheels,  "straightened  out"  splendidly, 
one  asked  me  LE  I'd  like  a  cigarette.  I  and  was  gone.  She  was  followed  close  by 
was  about  to  open  my  eyes  and  sec  who  "i."  As  the  cars  passed  we  rose,  spontane- 
spoke,  when;  ously,  and  cheered.    There  was  no  response 

"CAR  COMING!"  from  the  black  figures  in  the  little  bucket  seats. 

There  was  a  stiffening  of  spines  upon  the  They  had  no  hands  to  spare  for  idle  waving, 
steps.  Over  the  hills,  behind  us,  came  the  no  eyes  to  rove  about  the  landscape.  Driver 
sound    of   motor-musketry.     Men    who    had    and  mechanic  have  their  work  cut  out  for 

them.     One  guides  and  operates  the 

"      ry 

k- 


i.»-»'"u. ,  two  pet  dinosaurs  returned  again, 

completing  a  second  lap,  and 
been  standing  in  the  road  hastened  to  cover,  slipped  purring  into  the  garage.  The  sun 
Watches  and  timing  pads  appeared.  Nearer,  was  above  the  horizon;  wagons,  with  drivers 
nearer  came  the  crackling.  It  grew  louder,  amusingly  alert,  appeared;  practice  was  over; 
louder;  then  stopped  short,  as  the  driver  "shut  above  all,  breakfast  was  ready. 
oft"  for  the  turn  at  Jericho.  A  moment  later  The  din  of  the  dining-room  suggested  a  late 
a  red  French  car  shot  into  view,  rushed  by  supper  rather  than  an  early  breakfast.  Rob- 
with  inside  wheels  following  the  gutter,  and  ertson  and  Florida  had  been  reciting  an  ad- 
flashed  away  toward  Westbury.  Almost  be-  venture  of  the  morning.  Everyone  was  laugh- 
fore  the  time  was  noted  down,  came  others — a  ing  and  talking  and  clattering  knives  and 
German,  snowy  white;  a  bright  red  Italian;  forks  and  cups  and  saucers  at  once.  It  made 
some  gray  Americans — so  thick  and  fast  that  me  think  of  breakfast  at  a  boys'  boarding- 
we  could  barely  catch  the  numbers  painted  on  school — even  the  "chinaware"  suggested  it — 
their  bonnets.  excepting  that  these  boys  were  older. 

More  crackling  from  over  the  hill.  .    .    .    "But  we  kept  right  in  behind  him. 

"Here  come  our  boysl"  cried  the  team  man-  He  was  scared  we'd  run  into  him — kept  look- 

ager,  rising  from  the  steps  and  looking  at  his  ing  back  over  his  shoulder.     Didn't  like  it  for 

watch.    "By  Jove,  they're  going  to  do  it  near  a  cent.    He  hit  the  bridge  about  sixty  and 

to  twenty,  flat,  190!"    As  a  mother  recognizes  jumped  way  up  in  the  air.    After  that  he 

the  laughter  of  her  own  child  at  play  with  turned  out  and  let  us  get  past." 

twenty  others,  he  knew  his  cars,  while  they  That  is  it;  they  turn  out  and  let  Robertson 

were  yet  a  mile  away,  by  the  noise  of  their  get  past.    If  they  don't  turn  out  he  gets  past 
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anyway.  It  is  his  genius  for  "getting  past" 
which  has  made  him  probably  the  most  suc- 
cessful American  race  driver  of  the  day.  In 
appearance  he  ts  a  strapping,  hajidsome 
youngster,  with  a  deep  chest  and  the  limbs  of 
a  Hercules.  His  skin  is  clear  and  ruddy;  his 
hair  light  brown,  wavy  and  close-cropped;  his 


featured  homeliness;  noble  homeliness  that 
commands  not  only  the  respect  but  the  affec- 
tion of  other  men.  Throughout  each  morning 
practice  and  the  race  itself  his  wife  and  baby 
watched  from  the  hotel  window.  The  racing 
driver's  wife  must  have  something  in  common 
with  the  soldier's  wife — and  something  more, 


eyes  frank,  blue  and  boyish.  Energy  and 
good  nature  hang  about  him  like  an  aura. 
His  smile  is  wonderiully  engaging  and  reveals 
a  set  of  strong  white  teeth  which  any  girl 
might  covet.  He  is  the  sort  of  being  one  pic- 
tures as  springing  out  of  bed,  fresh  and  ener- 
getic as  a  child,  on  the  moment  of  awakening; 
plunging  without  a  shiver  into  icy  water,  and 
singing  and  whistling  as  he  dresses.  Ah,  me! 
It  must  be  wonderful  to  feel  like  that!  Rob- 
ertson keeps  his  car  as  spick  and  span  as  his 
person,  and  it  is  interesting  to  note  (in  view 
of  the  fact  that  there  are  ordinary  chauffeurs 
who  refuse  to  wash  and  polish  their  machines) 
.  that,  though  there  were  twenty  men  on  hand 
to  help  him,  he  preferred  to  do  all  work  upon 
the  car  himself.  Through  the  long  tedious 
hours  that  followed  morning  practice,  he  and 
his  partner,  Ethridge,  labored;  cleaning,  ad- 
justing, testing,  "tuning-up"  the  racer.  When 
they  brought  her  in,  black  and  dirty,  from  the 
fresh-oiled  roads,  they  washed  her  off  with 
gasoline  before  removing  the  grime  from  their 
own  hands  and  faces.  One  might  paraphrase 
Gilbert : 


For  the  Vanderbilt  Cup  is  doubly  the  V.  C. 
of  American  motoring. 

Robertson  and  Florida — the  pilot  of  number 
"  I  "—were  indeed  "  fast  friends,"  and  like 
most  intimates,  were  rather  opposite  in  type. 
Florida  is  homely.  He  has  that  splendid  sort 
of  homeliness  that  Lincoln  helped  the  world 
lo   value   properly;   strong   homeliness;   big- 


for  she  not  only  sees  her  husband  go  to  battle, 
but  sees  him  as  he  fights  his  way  along.  Fancy 
the  feelings  of  Mrs.  Florida  as  she  waited  for 
"Jim"  to  come  around  again.  He  was  due, 
but  he  did  not  come.  What  was  the  matter? 
She  could  not  know  that  he  had  only  stopped 
to  change  a  tire.  And  fancy  her  hearing  that, 
just  at  the  finish  line,  he  had  collided  with 
another  car!  If  that  collision  was  a  shock  to 
me,  what  was  it  to  Mrs.  Florida,  even  though 
her  husband  was  not  hurt?  No;  If  I  were  a 
woman  I  should  chose  a  sedentary  grocery 
clerk  to  love,  honor,  obey  and  expect  home 
every  evening.  Florida's  accident  occurred 
through  no  fault  of  his  own.  He  has  a  well- 
deserved  reputation  as  a  safe  driver  as  well  as 
a  fast  one.  Robertson,  on  the  contrary,  is 
known  as  a  dare-devil — yet  he  came  through, 
unscathed,  to  victory.  He  is  the  sort  of  man 
who,  in  mediaevel  times,  would  have  been 
said  to  bear  a  charmed  life.  In  one  race  he 
wrapped  his  car  around  a  tree  so  thoroughly 
that  the  frame  had  to  be  sawed  in  two  to  get 
it  oS.     Yet  Robertson  was  not  hurt. 

Driving,  he  gives  one  the  impression  that 
he  is  a  madman,  crowding  his  car  to  her 
maximum  capacity.  Nevertheless  he  has  a 
head  and  uses  it.  His  reputation  as  a  "dan- 
gerous" driver  is  of  double  benefit  to  him,  for 
it  makes  him  a  popular  favorite  with  specta- 
tors, besides  making  less  experienced  and 
more  timid  drivers  fear  him.  He  is  one  to  be 
looked  out  for — turned  out  for. 

Imagine  yourself  driving  a  racer  at  eighty 
miles  an  hour,  taking  the  best  of  the  road  and 
preparing  to  shut  off  for  a  turn  a  mile  or  so 
ahead.     Your    mechanician   looks    over    his 
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As  he  donned  the  rubber  suit,  mask  and 
goggles  of  the  mechanician  there  was  a 
look  of  doubt  about  him.  He  was  like  a 
pensive  soldier  of  the  Light  Brigade  button- 
ing his  uniform  in  the  face  of  Balaklava, 
and  wondering  if  he  hadn't  got  himself 
into  a  rather  nasty  hole  by  enlisting  in  the 
army.  ■ 

Before  mounting  to  his  place  beside  Rob- 
ertson he  was  instructed,  briefly,  in  a  mech- 
anician's duties.  He  was  to  pump  a  certain 
pump  and  keep  a  certain  dial  hand  up  to  the 
mystic  figure  "4."  He  was  to  turn  a  brass 
handle  every  few  minutes,  and  press  some 
Other  brass  things  with  his  feet.  Once  a  min- 
ute he  was  to  turn  and  look  for  overtaking 
cars.    That  was  all.    He  got  in. 


In  fancy,  he  had  died  a  thousand  deaths 

shoulder;  then  he  leans  close  to  your  ear  and 
bawb:  "Here  comes  Robertson!"  Presently 
you  hear  the  bellow  of  an  engine  at  your  heels. 

"Right  up  behind  us!"  howls  your  mech- 
anician. 

Meantime  you  are  nearing  the  turn.  You 
feel  that  you  are  being  crowded  into  it  too 
fast.  You  hear  the  pursuing  engine  roar,  as 
Robertson  throws  his  clutch  in  signal:  "  Clear 
the  way!"  You  can't  take  the  turn  so  fast; 
yet  you  fear  to  shut  off,  lest  he  collide  with 
you.  His  front  wheels  are  within  five  feet  of 
your  rear  ones.  You  think  of  things  that  he 
has  done.  Perhaps  you  hear  him  yelling 
something,  in  a  voice  that  sounds  a  thousand 
miles  away,  what  with  the  wind  and  the  roar- 
ing of  the  engines.  You  have  heard  that  he 
threw  tools  at  men  who  interfered  with  him. 
You  hope  he  knows  that  you  don't  mean  to 
interfere.  The  turn  is  close  ahead.  He 
must  be  crazy  to  rush  at  it  like  this.  Will  he 
kill  himself,  or,  worse  yet,  kill  you?  Not  if 
you  can  help  it.  And  you  can  help  it,  by 
turning  out,  shutting  off  and  applying  brakes. 
As  you  do  so  a  gray  streak  shoots  to  your  left, 
skids  the  comer,  throwing  a  wait  of  dirt  into 
the  air,  and  in  another  moment  is  roaring  off 
into  the  distance.  It  takes  nerve  to  block 
Robertson.  It  takes  nerve  to  ride  with  him. 
There  was  one  man  whose  nerve  it  took — 
completely.     .     .     . 

A  newspaper  reporter  came  out  one  morn- 
ing to  make  a  circuit  in  the  racer.  He  was  a 
young  reporter,  youthful  and  innocent,  and  he 
wishal  to  get  a  story  that  had  color.  They 
brought  him  in  a  touring  car  in  the  dark 
hours.  It  was  his  first  nde  in  a  machine. 
("We  came  awfully  fast.     I  didn't  like  it!") 


His  but  to  do  and  die. 


With  a  rush  and  a  roar  they  were  off. 


Motors  lo  the  right  of  them, 
Motors  to  the  left  of  them, 
Motors  in  hack  of  them 
Volley'd  and  thunder'd; 
Stormed  at  with  smoke  and  smell. 
Boldly  they  rode,  and  well, 
Into  the  jaws  of  Death, 
Into  the  mouth  of  Hell 

"Not  for  five  hundred!"  exclaimed  a  sea- 
soned newspaper  man,  shaking  his  head  as 
they  vanished  in  the  distance. 

They  were  back  again  in  twenty  minutes, 
having  covered  23^  miles  at  an  average  speed 
of  about  68  miles  an  hour,  and  reached  So  in 
the  stretches.  Though  the  reporter  had  not 
died  in  fact,  in  fancy  he  had  died  a  thousand 
deaths.  He  had  died  on  straightaways  and 
curves,  died  in  ditches,  died  against  stone 
walls,  trees  and  telegraph  poles,  died  under 
the  machine,  beside  it,  and  hurtling  through 
the  air  above  it. 

"  Why,  we  hardly  missed  you,"  said  the  old 
reporter. 

The  victim  gave  him  a  dazed  glance  and 
turned  away  in  silence.  He  had  just  been 
snatched  from  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of 
Death,  and  did  not  find  things  funny.  He 
was  still  dazed  when  he  went  back  to  New 
York  in  the  touring  car — dazed  and  growing 
pale.  They  said  he  went  to  sleep  as  soon  as 
he  got  in,  this  time.  Though  his  face  lacked 
color,  his  story  didn't.  It  was  a  ten  days' 
wonder  along  that  now  almost  figurative 
"Park  Row"  which  means  newspaperdom. 
Here  is  a  paragraph: 
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For  an  instant  the  reporter  could  not  get  his  were   repaired   in   time  to   take   part  in  the 

breath;  he  braced  as  hard  as  he  could  against  the  race 

steel  foot-rest,  and  eripped  the  handle  behind  the  /-\'     1.1.        •  Ui.  ^u  j.  1.1.           •                        ^     ^ 

driver's  seat.    The  stalair  became  a  hurricane,  On  the  night  that  the  racing  men  met  at 

snapping  in  his  ears  with  a  sound  like  that  of  a  Garden  City,  for  final  instructions,  I  talked 

long  pennant  in  a  gale,  pressing  him  back  into  his  with  Strieker.     He  was  a  square,  solid  man, 

seat,  and  threatening  to  burst  his  goggles  inward,  q^j^t  and  seemingly  imperturbable.      Like  the 

Suddenly   he   remembered    the   pump-handle  \,        ,       .        j«           uiiju-lui. 

clutched  in  his  left  hand.    The  indicator  did  not  Other  foreign  drivers  he  looked  both  heavier 

point  to  four!    The  significance  of  this  he  did  and  older  than  the  average, 

not  know;  he  only  realized  that  he  had  been  "My  mechanician  kept  kicking  that  I  was 

negligent,  that  the  car  was  vibrating  terribly,  i^sj^g  time  on  turns,"  said  Strieker.     '^WeU, 

that  the  mdicator  trembled  violently,  as  though  y             j  u                 rLi           i.u  ^  t     •  u     i. 

warning  him  of  something,  and  that  the  speid  I  opened  her  up  a  little  on  that  Jericho  turn. 

was  hideous.     For  aU  that  he  knew  it  meant  I  got  going  too  fast,  that's  all.     .     .      .     They 

death  unless  that  indicator  was  brought  back  to  told  me  over  at  the  hospital  to-day  that  that 

^^^'    •    •    •  boy  would  live.     He's  a  good  boy;  III  have 

him  riding  with  me  again  before  long." 

Ah,  what  a  curse  lies  in  imagination!    And  Fortunately  for  *'that  boy,"  he  recovered 

what  a  blessing,  tool    That  boy's  peace  of  slowly.     He  was  not  well  in  time  to  ride  again 

mind  would  have  been  greater  had  he  known  with  Strieker,  who  survived  the  Vanderbilt 

that  to  stop  pumping  only  meant  to  stop  the  only  to  be  killed  a  few  weeks  later  in  practice 

car;  yet  his  story  would  not  have  been  so  for  a  track  race, 
vivid  by  one  half. 

As  the  reporter  drove  off  in  the  touring  car,  I  should  like  to  see  a  composite  picture  of 

Robertson  gave  one  of  his  characteristically  thirty  odd  American  drivers  and  mechanicians 

luminous  smiles.  who  took  part  in  that  race.     In  action  one 

"He  was  a  game  guy,  all  right!"  he  said,  gets  no  idea  of  them.     The  composite  left  in 

approvingly.  my  mind  shows  me  a  well-muscled,  wiry  figure 

Later,  when  Robertson  invited  me  to  make  somewhat  above  the  average  height,  and  aged 
a  circuit  with  him,  I  declined,  with  many  perhaps  twenty-five.  The  features  are  large 
thanks.  I  said  I  had  a  headache.  What  I  and  well  balanced,  showing  poise  and  deter- 
really  had  was  a  family.  mination.     It  is  the  picture  of  a  brainy,  brawny 

Justification  for  timidity  is  not  wanting,  as  boyish  fellow,  likely  to  be  a  picked  man  in  almost 
an  investigation  of  Accident  Insurance,  under  any  active  or  dangerous  sort  of  work.  Even 
the  head  of  "extra  hazards,"  will  convince  the  oldest  racing  drivers  are  still  young  men. 
you.  In  almost  every  race  someone  is  injured.  Perhaps  the  most  characteristic  thing  about 
Accidents  are  regarded,  even  among  the  them  is  a  tendency  to  heaviness.  Like  rail- 
drivers,  as  foregone  conclusions.  They  hope  road  engineers,  racing  drivers  take  on  weight 
for  the  best,  and  that  is  all.  It  is  track  racing,  with  years.  Fast  as  they  may  drive  they 
however,  which  claims  by  far  the  largest  per-  can't  outdistance  embonpoint.  However, 
cents^e  of  victims.  weight  seems  to  make  less  difference  with  the 

I  recall  only  one  accident  that  occurred  in  men  than  with  the  cars.    With  them  it  has 

practice  while  I  was  at  Jericho.     The  driver  been  an  all  important  matter.     The  very  deed 

who  sustained  it  told  me  afterward  that  Fate  of  gift  covering  the  Vanderbilt  Cup  specifies 

decided  matters  of  that  kind.    He  was  a  man  that   it   is  to  be  raced   for  by  automobiles 

named  Emil  Strieker,  and  he  made  the  turn  weighing  not  more  than   1,000  kilos  (2,204 

at   Jericho  too  fast,  one  morning.     Leaving  pounds).     This  is  1,000  to  2,000  pounds  less 

the  road,  his  car  bounded  over  a  two-foot  than  the  weight  of  the  average  good-sized 

ditch,  cut  down  a  pair  of  good-sized  trees,  touring  car.     Engine  dimension's  have  been 

traveled  several  hundred  feet  and  brought  up  unrestricted  in  all  Vanderbilt  Cup  races,  with 

against  a  heavy  wire  fence.     Strieker  and  his  the  result  that  automobile  designers  have  been 

companion  shot  out  of  the  machine  and  lay  free  to  carry  out  their  individual  theories  as  to 

senseless  in  a  field,  some  yards  away.    Even  engine  proportions,  and  the  interrelation  of 

before  the  racer  left  the  road,  our  team  manager  weight    and    power.     The    1908    Vanderbilt 

was  running  toward  the  place  he  thought  that  Cup  race  was  the  last  important  international 

they  would  strike.    He  knew  from  the  speed  event  run,  anywhere,  under  the  limited  weight 

with  which  they  had  passed  that  they  could  ruling.     A  tendency  has  sprung  up  in  Europe 

never   get  around  the  turn.    We  called   an  to  place  restriction  upon  engine  dimensions, 

ambulance  and  took  them  to  the  hospital,  and  to  alter  these  restrictions  from  year  to 

The  mechanic    had    a   fractured   skull,   but  year.     While  several  good  races  have  been 

Strieker  and  the  car  were  little  damaged.    Both  held  under  the  new  conditions,  several  failures 
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and  much  confusion   have  resulted  from   it.  oil    and    water  were   taken   from   the    tanks. 

Designers    are   apt    to    (lisagree   as   to    what  Still  overweight,  the  car  was  bathed  in  gaso- 

should  constitute  the  |)roi>er  limit  of  dimen-  line   that   every   particle   of   dirt    and   grease 

sion,  and  many  manufacturers  object  lo  the  might  be  removed.    Then  two  worried  racing 

heavy  expense  of  buildin;;  brand  new  racing  men  got  down  upon  their  backs  and  looked, 

cars  each  year,  for  what  they  consider  an  in-  prayerfully,  for  parts  which  might  be  spared. 

sufficient  reason.    The  Grand  PrLv  race  of  They  seemed  to  have  designs  upon  the  wheels, 

the   Aiilomobile  Clitb   dc   Fraiue   was    aban-  when,  late  in  the  afternoon,  I  left  the  place, 

doncd,  last  year,  for  lack  of  sufficient  entries  The  removal  of  floor-boards,  seat-cushtons 

under  [he  new  rules,  and  it  has  been  said  by  and  the  like,  at  the  time  weighing  was  not  al- 

some  (wrsons  that  France  actually  promul-  ways  permitted.     In  the  early  days  of  motor 

Katcd  the  rules  originally,  for  the  purpose  of  racing,  cars  were   required    to    go    upon  the 

discouraging  motor  racing — a  sport  in  which  scales   equipped    as    for    the    race.     The    Jn- 

she  used  to  lead,  but  has  lately  been  outdis-  genuity  of  a  French  driver  caused  this  edict 

tanced  by  Germany,  Italy  and  the  United  to  be  modified. 

Slates.    Those  who  support  this  theory  will  Finding    his    car    slightly    o\'enveight    he 

remind  you  that  the  very  word  "sport"  was  wished  to  remove  the  cushions. 

imported  into  France  to  till  a  void  in  the  vo-  "Certainly,"  said  the  judges.     "It  is  per- 

cabulary,  and  will  declare  that  the  French  mitted  to  remove  them,  but  they  must  not  be 

idea  of  sport  is  as  much  twisted  as  the  French  replaced.     One  must  ride  on  the  hard  boards." 

pronunciation  of  it.  Without  reply,  the  driver  took  the  cushions 

The  weighing-in  of  cars  for  (he  Vanderbilt  out,  and  the  car  was  weighed  in.     When  the 

race  assumed,  for  tlie  reasons  given  above,  a  driver  and  mechanic  api>eared  at  the  starting 

certain  solemn  dignity.     Was  it  not,  we  won-  line  the  cushions  were  sewn  to  the  seats  of 

dered,  the  last  performance  of  this  "ancient"  their    trousers.     After    that    the    rules    were 

rite  ?  changed. 

Most  of  the   cars   came   well  within   the 

limits;  interest  centered  on  the  several  which  The  dawn  of  the  day  l>cfore  tlie  race  found 

did  not.    These  were  pushed  off  the  scales  an  unwonted  crowd  at  Jericho.    Daylight  had 

and    "stripped"    still    further    than    before,  hardly  come  when  motors  began  lo  circulate 

Tools,  floor-boards,  extra  tires,  speedometers,  around    the    course.     Great    truck-loads    of 

seat   cushions  and  other  adjimcts  were   re-  canvas  cots  passed  by,  destined  to  turn  the 

moved.    Then    the    machines   were    pushed  parlors,  dining-rooms  and  kitchens  of  Long 

back  and  weighed  again.     AH  passed  the  test,  Island  farmhouses  into   something  like  field 

this  time,  save  only  one.     From  ibis  car  the  hospitals.     But  no  cots  were  endowed, 

■cry  life  blood  was  made  lo  flow.     Gasoline,  By  afternoon  a  solid   stream  of  cars  was 
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passing;  limousines,  touring  cars,  runabouts, 
"Seeing  New  York"  coaches,  electrics,  mo- 
torcycles, panting  "one-lungers" — every  sort 
of  vehicle  that  is  self  propelled.  Night  turned 
the  parade  into  a  flight  of  great  black  beetles, 
with  round  fiery  eyes.  When  our  heads  swain 
with  watching  them  we  got  into  a  car  and  be- 
came part  of  the  procession,  drifting  around 
the  course. 

No  one  who  has  been  to  a  Vanderbilt  Cup 
race  will  deny  the  charm  and  wonder  that 
builds,  builds,  builds,  through  the  preceding 
night.  There  is  something  hypnotic  in  it, 
something  strange  and  eerie  that  overcomes 
one,  like  a  fantastic  dream.  What  is  it? 
Everything!  The  isandwiches  and  shiny  bot- 
tles you  have  packed;  the  jockeying  for  places 
at  the  ferry;  the  rush  out  on  Long  Island, 
with  a  thousand  other  cars.  It  is  the  mystery 
of  the  night;  of  country  roads — ^roads  which 
were  desolate  last  night,  and  will  be  so  to- 
morrow, but  which  now  are  all  alive  with 
lights  and  whirring,  moaning,  honking  noises. 
It  is  unreal,  uncanny.  It  stirs  even  the  most 
torpid  imagination,  and  throws  the  orderly 
and  temperate  mind  headlong  into  a  De 
Quincey  drug  dream.  Had  he  but  seen  this 
night,  poor  stage-struck  Nero  hunting  for  sen- 
sations would  never  have  committed  the  crude 
atrocities  of  burning  Rome  and  playing  on  the 
fiddle! 

When  the  dawn  broke,  wet  and  gray,  there 
was  a  solid  jam  of  motors  in  the  road  at 
Jericho.  The  course  was  absolutely  blocked. 
There  were  wild  telephonings  for  troops  to 
dear  the  tangle  so  that  our  racers  might  be 
gotten  out  of  the  garage  and  taken  to  the 
starting  line.  A  damp,  haggard,  happy  mob 
was  everywhere. 


Soldiers  came  at  last,  and  with  them  some 
degree  of  order.  A  space  was  cleared  before 
the  garage,  and  a  narrow  lane  was  made  be- 
tween two  lines  of  autos.  At  last  the  doors 
swung  back,  disclosing,  dramatically,  the  two 
flat-snouted  racing  cars.  Led  by  a  run- 
about, in  which  a  hatless  gentleman  was  howl- 
ing wildly  for  more  room,  they  made  a  snarl- 
ing, barking  progress  down  the  line  of  cars. 
It  was  with  indescribable  relief  that  we  saw 
them  turn  at  last  into  a  comparatively  unob- 
structed crossroad  which  led  over  to  the 
grandstand. 

You  remember  the  story  of  Robertson  and 
"16";  their  splendid  race,  the  anxious  mo- 
ments in  the  last  lap,  and  the  driving  finish 
which  gave  them  victory  and  broke  the  pre- 
vious American  road  record  ? 

When  it  was  over,  Robertson  came  back  to 
camp  in  a  touring  car.  A  great  full-throated 
crowd  awaited  him  when  the  triumphal 
chariot  stopp>ed  before  the  garage.  Someone 
thrust  a  broom  in  the  victor^s  hands;  others 
lifted  him  to  his  feet.  He  stood  there,  grin- 
ning at  the  crowds,  his  eyes  half  shut  with  the 
wind  and  dirt  of  the  quarter  of  a  thousand 
miles  that  he  had  made  that  morning,  his  hair 
tousled,  his  face  and  hands  gray  with  grime. 

"  Speech !"  someone  called.  All  took  up  the 
cry. 

The  grin  never  left  his  face. 

"Speech!    Speech!" 

He  moved  his  lips  a  little.    Silence  fell. 

Then  the  team  manager  jumped  up  beside 
him. 

"  Tve  got  to  thank  you  all  for  him,"  he  said. 
"He  can't  speak  just  now,  because — ^well,  he 
ran  out  of  chewing  gum,  and  had  to  use  his 
tongue  instead." 


Buying  a  Man's  Arm 

By  the  Corporation  Lawyer  Who  Made  the  Purchase 

MISTER,  dese  things  go  hart  on  the  over  to  straighten  the  hide  with  his  left  hand, 
wimmin,"  said  the  man  facing  me,  The  machine  did  not  obey  the  lever,  the  cylin- 
and  I  thought  I  saw  tears  glistening  der,  armed  with  its  swiftly  revolving  knives, 
in  his  eyes.  I  know  his  voice  was  husky  and  came  upward,  and  in  a  twinkling  had  chewed 
deep  with  feeling.  I  am  not  a  tender-hearted  and  destroyed  his  arm  to  the  elbow.  The 
man,  but  I  wish  I  might  tell  you  how  and  why  surgeons  saved  part  of  the  stump  of  arm  which 
the  tone  and  manner  of  this  man  profoundly  remained.  There  are  the  plain  facts,  and  I 
affected  me.  know  it  is  such  a  common  tale  that  you 
He  was  a  Dane  and  had  been  in  this  coun-  marvel  why  anyone  should  repeat  it.  But 
try  but  a  year.  John  Dane  will  do  for  his  try  to  imagine  yourself  in  his  place  and  read 
name.  He  was  about  forty,  of  medium  how  society  dealt  with  him. 
height  and  slightly  built,  with  a  haunting  ex-  The  man  was  taken  to  the  hospital,  thence 
pression  in  his  eyes  that  Hamlet  might  have  to  his  home,  and  was  treated  by  the  em- 
had,  ployer's  physician.  His  wages  were  con- 
In  his  own  country  he  had  been  a  master  tinued,  and  within  six  weeks,  though  scarcely 
butcher  earning  the  equivalent  of  three  dollars  able,  he  returned  for  work  and  was  set  to 
per  day.  With  his  wife  and  one  child  he  had  piling  bark  in  the  yard.  I  asked  him  if  he 
come  to  America  in  the  hope  of  bettering  his  got  along  all  right,  and  he  said,  "Yes,  bud  it 
condition,  and  had  taken  the  first  work  offered  makes  my  shoulder  ache  sometimes."  For 
in  the  city  to  which  he  came.  This  work  was  an  instant  I  was  that  man  and  I  felt  the  pain, 
manual  labor  at  a  machine  used  in  a  tannery 

for  removing  the  hair  from  hides.     The  hides  The  Offer 
are  treated  in  vats  and  then  removed,  heavy 

and  dripping,  and  thrown  over  the  machine,  Matters  went  on  as  usual  for  a  few  months, 
which  is  in  the  form  of  an  inclined  plane  run-  then,  at  the  request  of  the  liability  company 
ning  down  and  away  from  the  operator,  which  insured  the  employer,  the  superintend- 
Back  and  forth  over  this  plane,  which  is  flexi-  ent  of  the  factory  asked  Dane,  in  a  matter-of- 
ble,  runs  a  knifed  roller,  revolving  rapidly,  course  way,  to  sign  a  paper  releasing  the  em- 
which  cleans  the  hair  from  the  hide.  This  ployer  from  all  liability  for  the  loss  of  the  arm. 
whirling  cylinder  is  controlled  by  a  lever  near  He  refused,  asked  for  time;  friends  had  advised 
at  hand,  which  stops,  starts  and  changes  its  him  not  to  do  so,  he  said.  The  liability  com- 
direction.  To  prevent  lapping,  which  might  pany  then  asked  for  a  full  investigation  by 
result  in  cutting  the  hide,  it  is  frequently  neces-  their  local  attorney.  The  investigation  and 
sary  to  use  this  lever  as  the  hide  is  being  report  were  made,  by  which  it  seemed  that 
scraped.  Dane   would   be   unable    to    show    anything 

wrong   with  the  machine,  and  that* the  em- 

The  Accident  ployer  would  have  two  defenses  which  would 

certainly  result,  under  the  law  as  it  then  stood, 

Dane  had  worked  at  this  machine  for  sev-  in  the  trial  judge  directing  a  verdict  for  the 

eral  months,  without  accident.     One  day  he  defendant,  viz.,  contributory  negligence   and 

saw  a  lap  in  a  hide  as  the  cylinder  came  up-  assumption  of  risk.   Then  at  the  threshold  of 

ward,  and  to  save  the  full  value  for  his  em-  the  case  the  machine  would  be  presumed  to 

ployer  he  reached  for  the  lever  and  so  set  it  be  perfect  and  the  employer  free  from    all 

that  the  cylinder  should  have  stopp)ed  and  negligence.     A  jury  of  his  equals  would  have 

started  downward  away  from  him.     As  he  did  nothing  to  say  about  the  matter, 

"o,  and  relying  on  its  proper  action,  he  reached  The   evidence   was   also   investigated,    the 
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friends  and  fellow  workmen  were  interviewed  would  surely  win  him  high  place  in  the  land  of 

and  statements  made  by  them  reduced  to  the  free  and  equal. 

writing.     Then,  it  being  the  policy  of  these  But  the  offer  was  rejected,  and  a  week  later 

concerns  to  buy  claimants  ofif  if  it  can  be  done  I  wrote  to  him  to  come  to  me  for  the  final 

cheaply  enough,  their  attorney  was  authorized  offer.     Meantime  the  liability  company  had 

to  pay  him  $350,  less  the  amount  already  ex-  used   the   last   arguments,   had   reduced   the 

pended  for  his  doctor^  hospital  billSf  and  wages  offer,  and    had    instructed   the   employer   to 

while  not  working.    These  items  amounting  threaten  Dane  with  discharge  unless  he  ac- 

to  $172.50,   it  left   the   magnificent   sum  of  cepted  a  settlement  promptly.     He  came  to 

$177.50  to  be  paid  to  this  man  as  the  net  me  again,  and,  hardening  my   heart,  as   be- 

price  of  his  arm.     The  period  of  pain  and  comes  a  ifaithful  corporate  servant,  I  told  him 

suffering  was  covered  by  the  offer,  you  will  bluntly  that  the  offer  was  now  $300,  which 

note,  so  that  he  was  paying  for  thaiy  not  alone  meant,   deducting    what    had    already   been 

with  blood  and  tears  but  with  dollars.  paid   out    for   him,   that    he    would   receive 

$127.50.  I  thought  he  paled  slightly  as  I 
The  Price  Marked  Dawn  spoke  to  him,  and  as  he  sat  with  face  half- 
averted  the  old  far-away  look  came  back  into 
I  am  the  lawyer  in  the  case,  and  I  confess  it  his  eyes  and  I  knew  that  it  meant  despair  and 
with  shame.  Even  then  I  was  almost  moved  defeat.  Fighting  back  emotion  I  said  in  my 
to  pity,  but  my  corporation  was  chartered  by  hardest  tones  (though  I  already  knew),  "  You 
the  law  and  knew  no  such  emotions  and  have  a  family,  haven't  you,  John  ?"  He  said 
countenanced  none  in  its  servants.  I  made  simply,  "Vife  an'  vun  child,"  and  then  he 
him  the  offer,  but  he  refused  it,  saying  that  he  added,  as  if  ashamed,  "Annuder  little  baby 
had  seen  a  lawyer  who  advised  a  suit,  offer-  coming  soon."  He  said  it  as  if  ashamed, 
ing  to  accept  as  his  fee  one  half  of  all  that  was  Yes,  but  it  was  hard  for  him  to  be  cheerful — 
recovered  (generous  soul!).  After  several  in-  one  arm  gone,  wages  reduced  (for  two  arms 
terviews,  at  each  of  which  he  was  sought  to  be  can  earn  more  than  one),  middle-aged  and  ig- 
impressed  with  the  uselessness  of  bringing  a  norant,  physique  weakened  from  the  accident 
suit,  he  offered  to  accept  $500  as  full  pay-  and  new  work — winter  deepening — discharge 
ment.  His  offer,  of  course,  was  laughed  at  threatened — dependent  wife  and  child.  Ah, 
most  scornfully  and  promptly  refused  as  ut-  surely  we  had  him  under  the  iron  heel,  and 
terly  absurd.  I  told  him  of  the  great  re-  who  could  chide  him  for  not  appearing  to 
sources  of  the  company,  the  attorneys  paid  to  welcome  the  new  life  expected  in  his  house- 
fight  such  claims,  the  law's  delays  and  ex-  hold? 
pense.      He   did    not    know  of   the    liability 

company's  interest  and  supposed  the  settle-  The  Settiemeni—emd  the  Pity  of  It 
ment  would  come  from  his  employer.      He 

became   silent   and    reflective,   and    his  eyes  He  finally  accepted  the  sum  offered,  signed 

held  a  fugitive  gleam.     It  was  then  that  he  a  full  release,  and  his  personality  and  troubles 

said,  as   he   raised   his  face,    "Mister,   dese  passed  from  my  life,  but  I  cannot  blot  out  the 

t'ings   go    hart    on    the    wimmin,"    forgetful  impressions  made  upon  me  by  this  case.     It 

of  self  but  mindful  of  others'  wants.     I  knew  was  altogether  commonplace.   Hundreds  more 

that  in  those  eyes  he  saw  the  wife  and  child  at  touching  come  within  the  everyday  experience 

home,  anxious  and  hopeful,  to  whom  the  issue  of  adjusters  and  lawyers  had  they  the  hearts 

of  this  meeting  meant  so  much,  and  perhaps  to  feel  sympathy  and  the  courage  to  confess  it. 

he  saw  the  old  home  in  Denmark  and  the  But  I  wanted  some  one  to  know  this  simple, 

wrinkled  face  of  the  simple-hearted  mother  typical  instance  of  misfortune  which  came  to 

who  understood  and  loved.     He  was  dull  and  one  man  and  one  man's  family.     It  is  also 

ignorant,  illy  clad,  spoke  English  poorly  and  typical  of  the  methods  used  in  this  great  free 

smelled  of  the  tannery,  but  somehow  a  feeling  land  to  compensate  workers  whose  limbs  are 

for  the  man  rushed  into  my  heart,  and  for  a  sacrificed  on  the  wheel  of  modem  commerce 

moment  I  thought  I  understood  and  loved.  in  the  race  for  great  output  at  the  minimum 

I  had  read  his  thoughts  aright,  for  his  next  cost, 
words  were:  "Id  vill  dake  aboud  two  hundert  Others  have  called  attention  to  the  alarm- 
dollars  to  gid  us  bag  to  Denmark."  The  hun-  ing  number  of  accidents  to  our  workers,  and 
ger  of  his  heart  was  all  too  clearly  revealed,  they  are  certainly  not  decreasing  in  their  fre- 
and  I  thought  again  of  the  parents  who  saw  quency  or  horror.  Can  any  man,  whether  he 
him  leave  them  with  two  good  arms,  proud  of  goes  to  church  and  prays  to  God  and  talks 
the  strength  which  their  simple  minds  believed  about  the  Golden  Rule,  or  is  rough  and  rude 
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and  has  within  him  only  the  most  elemental  sigh  in  his  voice  as  he  rose  to  leave  me  and 

principles  of  justice,  approve  of  the  method  of  get  back  to  the  work  that  made  his  shoulder 

dealing  with  John  Dane?    The  story  is  true  ache,  for  his  last  words  were,  "No,  we  can't 

and  the  procedure  all  too  common.     A  Chris-  go  back  to  Denmark  now  if  we  had  the  fare 

tian  people  must  improve  this  terrible  condi-  money.     I  found  oud  since  I  wass  here  that 

tion  or  be  unworthy  of  the  name  and  of  their  cripples   can't   come    unless   dey    are    rich." 

heritage  of  freedom.     Whether  the  remedy  is  Meaning,  I  presume,  that  bonds  must  be  given 

in  new  and  fair  liability  laws,  compulsory  ma-  or  deposits  made  to  protect  the  country  against 

chine  inspection,  state  or  national  insurance,  the  danger  of  their  becoming  public  charges, 

pension  or  aid  insurance  or  relief,  or  other  Yes,  truly  he  had  abundant  cause  for  being 

means,  is  beyond  the  scope  of  this  article,  depressed.     In  this  land  of  freedom  and  hope 

Some  adequate  and  equitable  remedy  must  be  to  which  he  had  come  with  buoyant  heart  he 

found  for  the  horrible  consequences  flowing  had  been  driven  to  sell  one  of  the  arms  with 

from  the  accidental  injuries  to  the  workers  in  which  he  had  supported  wife  and  child  for 

this  accident  age.  $127.50.     In  the  name  of  God,  have  we  for- 

Those  who  do  not  believe  this  should  have  gotten  that  greatest  of  commandments,  "Love 

seen  John  Dane's  helpless  look  and  heard  the  one  another"? 


Tke  AJoptea  CkiU 

By  LUCINE  HNCH 

SKe  came  to  me  and  looked  into  my  tace 

And  round  tkere  ivLat  site  souglit. 

I  "waa  aJeep,  I  tbink.     But  telt  Iter  look. 

Out  ol  tke  \^^orld  fllie  clioae  but  me  to  be  ber  cbild 

Because  flbe  ivanted  me — no  otber. 

Sbe  paMed  tbem  by  "witb  pitying  gaze,  tbe  otber  sleeping  ones. 

But  over  me  sbe  bent  ao  long  diat  be — tbe  man  beside  ber — 

PuUed  at  ber  sleeve,  all  lovingly,  and  called  ber  back 

From  tbe  dim  "world  ^^bere,  face  to  face. 

In  silences  supreme,  our  spirits  met. 

^^  Tbis  one,^  sbe  said.     So  loiv  be  bent  to  bear. 

*^  Tbis  one  to  be  our  cbild.      Beloved,  tbis!^ 

And  tben  sbe  bid  ber  face  from  bim  and  me. 

My  oiv^n  poor  motber  bad  lain  do'wn  and  died 

For  very  joy  ol  me,  ber  son,  and  griel  tor  one 

Wbo  violently  left  life  after  my  Kfe  began. 

Her  lover  ivas  be  and  my  fatber.     I  can  claim  tbat — 

I  "was  tbe  cbild  of  love — no  lesser  tbing! 

And  now  again  tbe  cbild  of  love  since  sbe  bas  cbosen  me 

^Vbom  life  denied  a  cbild 

Across  tbe  space  between  our  souls 

Sbe  came  to  me,  "wise-eyed  and  empty-armed. 

And  made  my  life  ber  life  and  ber  life  mine* 

Because  sbe  w^anted  me— no  otber! 


M  argar  i  t  a's  Soul 

The  Romantic  Recollections  of  a  Man  of  Fifty 


By 
NGRAHAM   LOVELL 

With  Illustrations  by 
J.  Scott  Williams 


F  Synopsis:  In  an  out-of-ihe-»ay  spot  on  the  coast  not  far  from  New  York,  Margarita, 
a  very  beautiful  girl,  has  been  brought  up  in  ignorance  of  her  &lhct's  name  and  of  all 
knowledge  of  her  mother.  Here  she  has  lived  in  complete  seduiion  with  her  mysterious 
&ther,  and  a  devoted  but  likewise  mysterious  relative,  Heiter  Piynne,  and  a  half-witted, 
loutish  fellow  called  Caliban.  On  the  death  of  both  her  father  and  Hester  Prynne,  the 
goes  to  New  York  seeking  adventure,  and  her  first  encounter  is  with  Roger  Bradley, 
who  at  once  falls  in  love  with  her,  and  they  are  directly  married.  Winfred  Jemildg 
(known  as  Jerry)  is  Roger's  bc«l  friend  and  he  has  also  fallen  in  love  with  Margariu. 
Roger  and  his  wife  have  just  returned  to  Margarita's  old  home  after  spending  a  year  in 
Europe  and  it  is  here  that  their  child  is  bom.  Jerry,  who  is  recounting  these  reminis- 
ences,  has  also  been  abroad  where  he  has  been  trying  to  overcome  his  passion  for  his 
friend's  wife.      He  returns  now  from  England  where  he  has  been  dangerous!/  ill. 


Part  VI.     In  which  you  are  shown  the  river's  very  sources,  far  underground. 
I-A  GARDEN  GLIMPSE  OF  EDEN 


T  was  mid-August,  however,  before 
I  reached  that  part  of  America 
that  was  destined  to  mean  so  much 
to  me.  A  visit  to  Mrs.  Upgrove, 
my  mother's  old  friend,  extended 
itself  beyond  my  plans  largely  because  of 
the  pleasant  acquaintance  I  formed  there 
with  her  son,  then  Captain,  now  Major 
Upgrove,  one  of  the  most  charming  men  I 
have  ever  encountered.  Next  to  Roger  he 
has  become  my  best  friend,  incidentally  dis- 
proving a,  theory  of  mine  that  warm  friend- 
ships between  meo  are  not  likely  to  be 
formed   after  thirty.     Even  as   I  write  this 


chapter  I  am  looking  forward  to 

his  visit,  and  the  slim  Hawaiian 

girls    are   looking   forward,   too, 

I   promise  you,  with  wonderful, 

special  garlands,  and  smiles  that 

many  a  handsome  young  sailor  may  jingle 

his  pockets  in  vain  to  win! 

It  was  warm,  almost  as  warm  as  this  lan- 
guid, creamy  beach,  the  day  I  clambered, 
none  too  agUe,  over  the  thwarts  of  Caliban's 
boat  and  made  my  way  up  the  sandy  palh  to 
the  cottage. 

"I'm  afraid  the  fever  took  it  out  of  you, 
Jerry,"  Roger  said,  looking  hard  at  me,  anti 
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I  nodded  briefly  and  he  gripped  my  hands  a  ing  undertone,  a  murmurous,  organ  like 
little  harder.  music,  a  sort  of  maternal  fugue,  that  imitated 
"I'm  glad  you're  here,"  he  said.  and  dictated  at  once  that  formless,  elemental 
Through  the  dear  old  room  we  stepped  and  melody.  Even  as  we  stood  riveted  to  the 
out  the  further  door,  and  here  a  surprise  met  threshold,  the  sounds  echoed  in  the  air  above 
me.  The  straggling  grass  stretch  was  now  a  us,  seemed  to  descend  mystically  from  the 
rolling,  green  hedged  lawn,  quartered  by  very  heavens  themselves,  and  as  my  heart 
home-like  brick  paths.  Two  long  ells  had  swelled  in  me,  a  flock  of  pigeons  swept  down 
been  added  to  the  house  running  at  right  from  some  barnyard  eyrie  and  dropped  music- 
angles  straight  out  from  it  at  either  end,  mak-  ally,  in  a  cloud  of  gray  and  amethyst,  be- 
ing a  charming  court  of  the  door  yard  and  neath  the  pear  tree.  They  crooned  together 
doubling  the  size  of  the  building;  the  fruit  there,  the  woman,  the  child  and  the  birds,  and 
trees  had  been  pruned  and  tended;  an  old  truly  it  was  not  altogether  human,  that  har- 
grape  arbor  raised  and  trained  into  a  quaint  mony,  but  like  the  notes  of  the  pure  and 
sort  of  pergola^  a  strange  sight,  then,  in  healthy  animals  (or  the  angels,  maybe?)  that 
America;  a  beautiful  old  sun  dial  drowsed  in  guard  this  living  world  from  the  fate  of  the 
a  tangle  of  nasturtiums.  A  delicate,  dreamy  frozen  and  exhausted  moon, 
humming  led  my  eyes  to  a  group  of  bee  hives  "I — I  can't  get  used  to  it,"  said  Roger 
(always  dear  to  me  because  of  the  Mid  du  abruptly,  "it — it  seems  too  much,  somehow," 
Chamounix  and  our  happy,  sweet -toothed  and  we  turned  back  into  the  room, 
boyhood!)  and  near  a  border  of  poppies,  mari-  "It's  not  a  bit  too  much  for  you,  Roger!"  I 
gold  and  hardy  mignonette  a  great  hound  answered  heartily  (thank  God,  how  heartily!) 
lay,  vigilant  beside  a  large,  shallow  basket,  and  we  drew  deep  breaths  and  welcomed  Miss 
shaded  by  a  gnarled,  wistaria  clump.  The  Jencks,  in  irreproachable  white  duck — I  had 
basket  was  filled  with  something  white,  and  almost  written  white  ducks — and  talked  about 
as  we  stood  in  the  door,  a  woman,  dressed  in  my  momentous  health. 

trailing  white  with  knots  of  rich  blue  here  and  Miss  Jencks  had  abandoned  her  seaman's 
there,  came  through  a  green  gate  in  the  side  comforters  for  a  cooler  form  of  handiwork, 
hedge  and  moved  with  a  rich,  swooping  step  suspiciously  tiny  in  shape,  but  she  pursued  it 
toward  the  basket.  Behind  her  through  the  relentlessly  while  we  discussed  the  changes  in 
of)en  gate  I  saw  a  further  lawn  white  with  the  cottage;  the  gardens,  the  com  and  aspara- 
drying  linen,  and  a  quick,  pleasant  glimpse  of  gus  planned  for  another  season;  the  ducks 
a  brown,  broad  woman  in  an  old-world  cap,  quartered  near  the  fresh-water  brook;  the  tiny 
paring  fruit  under  an  apple  tree,  a  yellow  cat  dairy  built  for  her  over  the  spring;  the  brick 
basking  at  her  feet.  wall  for  Roger's  pet  wall  fruit;  the  piano 
The  white  clad  figure  leaned  over  the  dragged  by  oxen  from  the  village;  the  sail 
basket,  her  deep-brimmed  garden  hat  com-  boat,  manned  now  and  then  by  our  enthusi- 
pletely  shading  her  face,  hfted  from  it  a  astic  telegrapher;  the  wondrous  size  and 
struggling,  tiny  doll-creature,  with  a  reddish-  health  of  the  tiny  Mary, 
gold  aureole  above  its  rosy  face,  dandled  it  a  She  was  called,  as  one  who  knew  Roger 
moment  in  her  arms,  then  sank  like  a  settling  might  have  expected,  for  his  mother,  after  the 
gull  into  the  hollow  of  a  low  seat-shaped  old  tradition,  too,  that  gave  every  eldest 
boulder  near  the  wistaria,  fumbled  a  moment  daughter  of  the  Bradleys  that  lovely  name, 
at  the  bosom  of  her  lacy  gown,  and  while  I  No  bitter  obstinacy,  no  unyielding  pride  of 
held  my  breath,  before  I  could  turn  my  eyes.  Madam  Bradley's  could  alter  in  his  calm 
gave  it  her  breast.  It  pressed  its  wandering,  mind  the  course  of  his  duty,  and  I  never 
blind  hands  into  that  miraculous,  ivory  globe  heard  a  harsh  word  from  him  concerning  the 
(that  pattern  of  the  living  world),  and  through  matter.  Margarita  cared  absolutely  nothing 
the  dense,  warm  stillness  of  that  garden  spot,  about  it  and  never,  he  told  me,  expressed  the 
where  the  bees'  hum  was  the  very  music  of  faintest  curiosity  as  to  his  family  or  their  re- 
silence,   there  sounded,  so  gradually  that  I  lations  with  her. 

could  not  tell  when  the  first  notes  stirred  the  Soon  she  was  with  us,  dear  and  beautiful, 

soundlessness,  a  curious  cooing  and  gurgling,  with  only  a  tiny  lavender  shadow  under  those 

a  sort  of  fluty  chuckle,  a  rippling,  greedy  sym-  cloudy    eyes — misty    just    now    and    a    little 

phony.     It  was  not  one  voice,  for  below  the  empty,  with  that  placid  emptiness  of  the  nurs- 

cheeping  treble  of  the  sucking  mite  ran  a  low-  ing  mother — to  mark  the  change  that  my  not- 


They  crooned  logtcbec  there,  (be  v 


,  the  child  inil  the  blrdi 
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tionate  child;  and  as  I  held  it  in 

my    hands,    and    stared    at    the 
graceful  absurd  thing,  the  lonely 
camp  faded  before  me,  the  sizzling 
bacon,  the  rough  shelter,  the  whist- 
ling guide,  slipped  back  into  some 
inconsequential   past,,  and    I    lay 
again  on  the  sun-warmed  rocks, 
tching  a  yellow-headed  toddler  prying 
up  pebbles  from  the  beach,  to  pile 
:m  later   in   her   tolerant   lap.     Oh, 
irgarita!    Oh,  the  happy  days! 

II— HESTER  PRYNNE'S  SECRET 

!    remember  so  well  the  morning  of 
great  discovery.   It  was  one  of  those 
up,   rainy,   gray   days  when  happy 
iple  can  aSord  lo  realize  contenlment 
oors,  and  we  were  a  very  comfortable 
up  indeed:  Margarita  sorting  music, 
ger  drawing  plans  for  a  new  chimney, 
ss  Jencks  shaking  a  coral  rattle  for 
delectation  of  the  tiny  Mary,  who 
in  her  shallow  basket  under  the  lee 
;hc  great  spinning-wheel,  and  I  hug- 
ging the  fire  and  watching  them.     I  con- 
sidered Roger's  reforms  in  the  matter  of 
chimneys    too    thoroughgoing   for    the 
slender  frame  of    the  house   and  told 
him  so. 

"You'll  batter  the  thing  to  pieces," 
1  said;  "see  here!"  and  lifting  my  stick, 
graphing  messages  by  means  of  a  handker-  which  T  had  been  poking  at  the  baby  after  the 
chief  code.  Oflen  Margarita  would  come  irrelevant  fashion  of  old  bachelor  friends,  I  hit 
with  me,  embroidering  placidly  in  ihe  bow  of  out  aimlessly  at  the  side  of  the  fireplace  and 
the  boat,  under  her  wide  hat.  She  detested  struck  oneof  Ihebricksasmart  blowononeend. 
sewing,  and  refused  utterly  to  learn  any  form  It  turned  slightly  and  slipped  out  of  its  place, 
of  it,  to  Miss  Jencks's  sorrow,  but  had  in-  and  as  I  shouted  triumphantly  and  pulled  it 
vented  a  charming  fashion  of  embroidery  for  away,  I  displaced  its  neighbor,  too,  and  poked 
herself  and  worked  fitfully  at  tiny  white  but-  scornfully  at  a  third.  This,  however,  was 
terflies  in  the  comer  of  my  cambric  handker-  firm  as  a  rock,  as  well  as  all  the  others  near  it, 
chiefs — the  one  and  only  form  this  art  of  hers  and  with  a  little  excited  suspicion  of  some- 
ever  took.  It  became  a  sort  of  emblem  and  thing  to  come  I  put  my  hand  into  the  small, 
insignia  of  her,  and  Whistler,  who  began  com-  square  chamber  and  grasped  a  dusty,  oblong 
ing  to  them,  I  think,  the  year  after  thai,  or  bo.t,  of  tin,  from  the  feel  of  it. 
the  next,  made  much  of  this  fanciful  bond  he-  "Roger!"  I  gasped,  "look  here!" 
tween  them.  It  was  she  who  worked  the  "Well,  well,"  he  answered  vaguely,  "don't 
black  butterfly  ujwn  the  lapel  of  his  evening  pull  the  place  down  on  us,  Jerry,  that's  all!" 
coat  which  created  such  a  sensation  in  Paris  "But  Mr.  Jerrolds  appears  to  have  discov- 
one  season.  ered  a  secret  hiding-place,"  Miss  Jencks  ex- 

Once  while  shooting  in  the  Rockies  with  plained  succinctly,  and  then  they  both  stared 
Upgrove,  six  or  eight  years  ago,  I  pulled  out  at  me  while  I  drew  out  from  a  good  arm's 
an  old  buckskin  tobacco  pouch,  turned  it  reach  a  tin  dispatch  box,  thick  with  dust,  a 
foot  long  and  half  as  wide.  I  wiped  the  dust 
from  its  surface,  and  on  the  cover  wc  read 
(for  Roger  and  Miss  Jencks  were  at  my  elbow 
now,  I  assure  you!),  written  neatly  with  some 
sharp  instrument  on  the  black  japanned  sur- 


to-be-deceived    scrutiny 

soon  discovered.    We  left 
the  sleepy   ilary  slowly 
patroling  the  brick  walks  in 
a   pompous   perambulator 
propelled    by    a    motherly 
English  nurse  under  Miss 
Jencks's  watchful  eye,  and 
strolled,  in  our  customary  hat 
in-hand,  to  the   boat    house, 
low,  artfully  concealed  struclu 
all  but  hidden  under  a  Jag^ 
cliff,  and  faced  wherever  nee 
sary  with  rough  cobbled  sea 
sunk  in   wet  cement  and    he 
there.     The  right  wing  of  the 
stood  out  unavoidably  at  on 
against  the  sky-line,  and  Rog 
had  developed  a   surprising 
architecture  and  a  sort  of  rouf 
scape    gardening,    was    plann 
extension  of  the  artificial  sea- 
cover  this. 

He  worked  at  this  himself,  di 
with    sweat,    tugging    at  the 
while    Caliban    and   a  maso 
the  village  set  (hem  and  threw  sand 
over  the   wet   plaster    (Ihe    method 
which  we  decided  must  have  been 
adopted  by  the  builder  of  the  cottage), 
and  I,  too  weak  yet  lo  help  in  this 
giant's  play,  criticized  the  effect  from 
a  rowboat  outside  the  lagoon,  tele- 


hopefuliy  inside  out  in  the  search  for 
thimbleful,  and  discovered  in  a  corner  of  the 
lining  a  faded  yellow  alk  butterfly,  all  un- 
known to  me  till  then !  She  must  have  worked 
it  surreptitiously,  tike  a  mischievous,  afFec- 
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face,  the  name  Lockivood  Lee  Prynne.    With  **I  cannot  be  sorry  she  is  dying  if  I  bum  in 

shaking  fingers  I  lifted  the  lid,  which  opened  hell  for  it.     Hester  Prynne." 

readily,  then  recollecting  myself,  passed  the  Roger  and  I  stared  at  each  other,  the  same 

box  to  Roger.     He  glanced  curiously  at  Mar-  thought  in  our  minds.     I  had  imagined  many 

garita,  but  she  was  absorbed  in  her  music  and  things  about  the  mysterious  Hester,  but  never 

as  lost  to  us  as  a  contented  child.     He  held  that  she  bore  that  name,  as  a  matter  of  simple 

the  box  on  his  knees,  pushed  back  the  lid  fact.     The  connection  with  Caliban  had  been 

completely   and  lifted   the  top   paper  of  all  too  much  for  my  overtrained  imagination,  and 

from  the  pile.     It  was  badly  burned  at  the  heaven  knows  what  baseless  theories  I  had 

edges,  as  were  the  packets  of  letters,  the  col-  woven  around  what  was  at  best  (or  worst)  a 

umns  clipped  from  yellowed  newspapers,  the  mere  coincidence.     For  me  the  scarlet  letter 

legal-looking  paper  with  its  faded  seal  and  the  had  flamed  upon  what  I  now  know  to  have 

rough  drawings  on  stained  water-color  paper  been  a  blameless  breast,  and  in  my  excited 

that  lay  beneath  it.     It  required  no  highly  de-  fancy  a  stormy  nature  had  suffered  pictur- 

veloped  imagination  to  infer  that  the  contents  esque  remorse  where,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  only 

of  the  box  had  been  laid  on  the  fire,  to  be  a  deep  and  patient  devotion  had  endured  its 

snatched  away  later.  unrecorded  martyrdom  of  love  unguessed  and 

Miss  Jencks  and  I  were  frankly  on  tiptoe  unreturned.  So  much  for  Literature! 
with  excitement,  but  old  Roger's  hand  was  Next  came  two  folded  half-columns  from  a 
steady  as  a  rock  as  he  unfolded  the  stiff  yellow  newspaper,  one  containing  only  that  dreadful 
parchment  and  spread  before  us  the  marriage  list  of  the  dead  that  our  mothers  read,  white- 
certificate  of  Lockwood  Lee  Prynne  and  Maria  cheeked  and  dry-eyed,  in  the  war  time.  Op- 
Teresa — alas,  the  shape  of  a  fatally  hot  coal  posite  the  names  of  Col.  J.  Breckenridge  Lee 
had  burned  through  the  rest  of  the  name!  We  and  Lieut.  J.  Breckenridge  Lee,  Jr.,  were 
skipped  eagerly  to  the  next  place  of  handwrit-  hasty,  blotted  crosses.  The  other  half-col- 
ing,  the  officiating  clergyman  and  the  parish —  umn,  cut  from  another  and  better  printed 
for  the  form  was  English — but  disappoint-  sheet,  recorded  with  a  terrible,  terse  clearness 
ment  waited  for  us  there,  too,  for  the  same  the  shocking  deaths  of  the  aged  Col.  J.  B.  Lee 
coal  had  gone  through  two  thicknesses  of  the  and  his  son  Lieut.  J.  B.  Lee,  Jr.,  of  the  Con- 
folded  paper,  and  only  the  date,  Jan.  26,  186-,  federate  Army,  at  the  hand  of  his  son-in-law, 
broke  the  expanse  of  print.  The  initials  of  Capt.  Lockwood  Prynne,  who  was  defending 
one  witness  **H.  L."  and  the  Christian  name  an  encampment  of  the  Northern  forces  from 
*'  Bertha,"  of  another,  had  escaped  the  coal  on  a  skirmishing  party  led  by  the  rebel  officers, 
the  third  fold,  and  that  was  all.  Captain  Prynne  recognized  what  he  had  done 

Roger  drew  a  long  breath.  as  the  young  Lieutenant  caught  his  father  in 

**So  it*s  Prynne,  after  all,"  he  said  quietly,  his  arms  and  turned  to  stagger  back,   and 

and  unfolded  the  next  paper.  rushing  forward  had  endeavored  to  drag  them 

This  was  a  few  lines  of  writing  in  a  careful,  to  safety,  receiving  a  shot  himself  that  shat- 

not-too-well-formed  hand,  on  a  leaf  torn  from  tered  his  arm,  wounding  him  severely.     His 

an  old  account  book,  to  judge  from  the  rulings,  recovery  was  doubtful. 

**Sept.  24,  186-..    The  child  was  bom  at  Under  our  sympathetic  eyes  the  old  tragedy 

four   this   morning,"   it    said    abruptly.     **It  lived    again,    the    crisp,    cruel    lines    seemed 

may  not  live  and   she  can't  possibly.     The  printed  in  blood.     It  needed  only  the  letter 

Italian  woman  baptized  it  out  of  a  silver  bowl,  that  lay  beneath  to  make  everything  clear. 

It  is  a  dreadful  thing,  for  now  if  it  does  live  it  **Dear  Bob,"  the  letter  began  in  the  unmis- 

will  be  Romish,  I  suppose,  but  he  said  to  let  takable  neat  hand  we  had  read  on  the  top  of 

her  have  her  way,  so  it  had  to  be.     He  is  the  box,   **I  cannot  leave  you  without  this 

nearly  crazy.     He  will  kill  himself,  I  think,  word.     I  cannot  explain — my  brain  is  on  fire, 

He  knows  she  must  die.     It  is  named  after  I    think — but    tr}^    to    judge    with    lenience, 

her  mother  and  an  outlandish  lot  of  other  Blood  poisoning  set  in  and  my  father  died  in 

names  for  different  people.     As  soon  as  she  is  hospital  last  week.     On  his  dying  bed  I  swore 

dead  the  Italian  woman  is  going  back  to  Italy,  to  him  that  I  would  never  raise  my  hand 

I  shall  never  leave  him."  against  his  country.     I  can't  repeat  all  he  said, 

The  leaf  was  folded  here  and  several  lines  but  he's  right,  Bob,  the  South  is  wrong!     Se- 

badly  burned.     At  the  bottom  of  the  leaf  I  cession  is  wrong.     I  brought  the  body  home, 

could  just  make  out  one  more  line.  but  Mother  could  not  come  to  the  funeral. 
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She  is  not  at  all  violent,  but  she  will  never  be  transcribe  them  literally,  or  even  to  any  great 
the  same  again — she  didn't  know  me.  Bob.  I  length,  for  they  are  too  sad,  and  no  good  end 
can't  describe  how  pitiful  she  is.  Uncle  would  be  served  by  commemorating  to  what 
James  was  her  twin  brother,  you  know,  and  extent  that  fierce  furnace  of  the  Civil  War 
they  were  everything  to  each  other.  When  burned  away  the  natural  ties  of  kindred  and 
we  heard  of  Fort  Sumter  she  was  nearly  wild,  neighbor  and  home.  Enough  that  the  few  re- 
and  I  promised  her  with  my  hand  on  her  maining  members  spared  out  of  what  must 
Bible  never  to  fight  the  South.  I  meant  it  have  been  'a  small  family  cut  Margarita's 
then — my  friends,  my  home  and  you  all.  But  father  definitely  oflf  from  them,  in  terms  no  man 
I  would  have  got  her  to  release  me  if  I  could,  could  have  tried  with  any  self-respect  to  modify. 
But  she  couldn't  release  me  now,  and  I  would  His  father,  a  Northerner,  who  had  identified 
die  before  I  broke  that  promise,  the  way  she  himself  since  his  Southern  marriage  with  his 
is  now.  I  can't  stay  here.  I  couldn't  look  wife's  interests  and  kinsfolk,  had  lost  touch 
anybody  in  the  face.  I  wish  I  could  be  shot,  with  his  own  people,  and  a  few  death  notices, 
I  may  be,  yet.  I  am  going  to  Italy  to  see  about  slipped  in  among  the  letters,  seemed  to  point 
those  silk  worms  for  the  plantation  that  father  to  an  almost  complete  loneliness,  which  Roger 
was  interested  in.  The  war  can't  last  much  afterward  verified.  The  other  packet  held 
longer  and  it  will  be  something  to  do.  Mother  two  letters  only,  one  in  Italian  (which  Ian- 
is  well  looked  after  and  I  can't  stay  in  this  guage  I  learned,  after  a  fashion,  in  order  to 
country — it's  not  decent.  Can  you  write  to  read  it),  the  other  in  French.  The  Italian 
me.  Bob?  I  don't  ask  much — just  write  a  letter  was  not  only  scorched  badly,  but  so 
line.  What  could  I  do?  Write,  for  God's  blistered — one  did  not  need  to  ask  how — that 
sake.                    LoCKWOOD  Lee  Prynne."  parts  were  quite  illegible.     The  writer,  a  man. 

Below  this  signature,  in  a  different  hand,  evidently,  a  young  man,  probably,  conveyed 

was  scrawled:  in  satire  so  keen,  a  contempt  so  bitter,  a  ha- 

"I  return  this  letter.     I  have  nothing  to  say.  tred  so  remorseless,  that  it  was  difficult  to  be- 

"R.  S.  L."  lieve  it  a  letter  from  a  brother  to  his  sister. 

Alas,  alas,  the  pity  of  it!     The  gray  moss  Beneath   the   polished,    scornful   sentences — 

and  the  blue  forget-me-nots  grow  together  now  vitriol  to  a  tender  young  heart — surged  a  tem- 

over  many  a  nameless  grave,  and  Northern  pest  of  primitive  rage  that  thrust  one  back 

youth  and  Southern  maid  pull  daisy  petals  be-  into  the  Renaissance,  with  its  daggers  and  its 

side  the  sunken  cannon  ball;  but  the  ancient  smiles.     ^^IM  me  idl  you,  thefts  once  and  far 

scar  ploughed  deep,  and  old  records  like  this  a//,"  ran  one  sentence,  breaking  out  fiercely, 

have  heat  enough  in  them  yet  to  sear  the  *Uhat  there  is  but  one  country  on  earth  which 

nerves  of  us  who  trembled,   maybe,   in   the  can   shelter   you   and  that  villain — his   own! 

womb,  when  those  black  lists  of  the  wounded  There  I  scorn  to  put  my  foot  or  allow  the  foot 

trembled  in  our  mothers'  hands.  of  any  member  of  your  family,  but  let  him  or  his 

What    a    hideous    thing    it    is!     Can    any  victim  leave  it — and  so  long  as  I  live  my  ven- 

bugle's  screaming  cover  those  angixished  cries,  geance  shall  search  you  out  and  wipe  out  this 

or  any  scarlet  stripes  soak  up  the  spreading  insult  to  my  house,  my  country  and  my  church!'* 

blood?     Bullets   are    merciful,    my    brothers.  The  opening  page  was  missing  and  the  last 

beside  the  cruel  holes  they  pierce  in  hearts  one  was  badly  burned,  so  we  had  absolutely 

they  never  touched.  no  clue  as  to  the  family  name. 

Roger  laid  the  papers  and  letter  reverently  Roger  and  I  puzzled  out  enough  of  it  to 
to  one  side,  and  I,  who  had  been  reading  over  gather  vaguely  what  the  situation  must  have 
his  shoulder,  brushed  impatiently  at  my  eyes,  been,  and  when  we  read  the  second  letter  it 
(I  was  not  entirely  a  well  man  yet,  remem-  was  all  clear.  This  second  letter  was  burned 
ber!)  Below  the  newspaper  lay  a  signed  and  blistered,  too,  but  its  simple,  naive  repe- 
deed,  formally  conveying  a  parcel  of  twenty  titions,  its  tender  terror,  its  brave,  affection- 
acres  of  land,  carefully  measured  and  de-  ate,  persistence  left  little,  even  in  their  frag- 
•'  scribed,  to'Lockwood  Lee  Prj'nne,  his  heirs  mentary  condition,  for  us  to  guess.  I  will 
••^nd  assigns,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  legal  jar-  give  only  a  page  here  and  there, 
gon.     This  was  hardly  burned  at  all.  "/  have  tried  for  four  months  not  to  write, 

Of  the  two  slim  packets  of  letters  one  was  but  what  you  told  me  last  Itas  proved  too  strong 

badly  charred :  parts  of  it  fell  away  in  Roger's  for  me  and  I  must.     .     .     .     Oh,  my  dear  one, 

hands,  as  he  carefully  opened  it.     I  cannot  my  more  titan  sister  in  this  world,  how  could 
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you  have  been  permitted  this  deadly  sin?    It  countrymen  are  against  him^  and  that  he  must 

may  be  I  shall  be  damned  for  even  this  ont  let-  live  done  all  his  days.     Even  in  that  wild  land 

ter — my  only  one ^  for  you  must  not  write  again,  blasphemy  has  its  deserts,  then.     But  I  cannot 

Sister  Lisabetta  suspects  me  already,  and  asked  help  being  glad  for  you  that  his  kinswoman 

vie  last  week  why  I  should  talk  with  the  baker* s  will  be  your  servant,  for  you  are  ill  fitted  to 

daughter  so  secretly?    So  if  she  brings  another  grow  maize  with  tlie  painted  savages,  ma  plus 

letter  I  shall  tell  her  to  destroy  it.     Write  to  me  douce!     But  how  strange  that  ei'en  a  distant 

no  more^  relative  of  one  so  comme  il  faut  should  be  of  a 

Ah,  now  we  knew!     Strange  indeed  was  the  sort  to  do  this! 

blood    that    ran    in    Margarita's    blue-veined  ^^  Alas,  I  talk  as  if  I  were  again  of  the  world! 

wrist!     No    light    and    fleeting    passion    had  If  Raoul  had  not  died,  I  should  have  been.  .  .  ." 

brought  her  into  this  world.  Here  the  letter  was  blotted  beyond  recogni- 

**.     .     .     .     WJien  I  remember  that  it  was  I  tion   for  a  whole,   closely   written   page.     It 

who  brought  you  the  first  letter,  I  weep  for  must  have  been  tender  here,  and  one  sees  the 

hours.    God  forgive  me,  and  Our  Lady,  but  I  poor  Maria  fairly  kissing  it  to  pieces.     I  was 

thought  it  was  only  some  idle  nonsense  of  Sister  grateful  to  the  writer. 

Dolores — she   was   always   so   light,   Dolores!  **.     .     .     .     That  you  should  be  a  mother! 

They  have  sent  Iter  back  to  Spain — /  know  you  And  soon!    I  cannot  comprehend  it.     My  head 

loved  her  best!    Sister  Lisabetta  found  a  bit  of  swims.     Reverend  Mother  dreamed  of  you  so, 

your  gown  caught  on  the  cypress  tree.     How  suckling  it,  with  a  halo  around  your  head,  and 

dared  you  risk  your  life  so?    I  swore  I  knew  she  woke  in  terror  and  told  Sister  Elisabetta, 

nothing,  nor  did  I,  about  what  she  asked  me.  who  let  it  out.     The  devil  put  it  into  her  dream, 

The  Archbishop  came.     ..."  to  tempt  her.  Sister  Elisabetta  says,  for  she  was 

I  think  I  see  the  little  figure  slipping  from  always  too  fond  of  you.    She  fasted  three  days 

bough  to  bough  under  the  stars,  the  odor  of  and  one  heard  her  groaning  in  the  night — she 

all  the  vineyards  is  in  my  nostrils,  the  splash-  was  as  white  as  paper.     Oh,  Maria,  to  fed  it 

ingof  the  Convent  fountain  sounds  in  my  ears!  at  one's  breast,  tugging  there!    I  think  I  am 

**.  .  .  .  /  could  not  sleep  at  night  after  going  mad.  Never  write  again,  for  I  shall 
that  wicked  letter  of  how  yon  love  him — how  never  read  it,  nor  know  if  it  is  born.*' 
dare  you,  a  vowed  nun,  write  such  sinful  Truly  God  permits  strange  things.  And 
words?  ,  It  must  be,  as  they  say,  wrong  lo  pray  yet  celibacy  is  as  old  as  civilization,  and  the 
for  you!  Do  not  try  to  excuse  yourself  because  Will  to  Live  has  denied  itself  since  first  It  was 
your  brother  devoted  you  against  your  will —  conscious.  It  cannot  be  pished  and  pshawed 
you  were  happy  till  lie  climbed  the  tree  and  saw  away,  by  you  or  me'  or  another. 
you!  Only  ScUan  can  make  it  so  that  one  ".  .  .  .  /  will  get  this  to  the  baker's 
wicked  look  between  the  eyes  should  make  a  man  daughter,  and  then,  when  I  am  sure  it  is  gone, 
and  woman  mad  for — /  will  not  remember  that  I  will  confess  it  all,  and  whatever  penance  Rev- 
sinful  letter,  I  unll  not!    Maria,  thou  art  lost!''  erend  Mother  puts  upon  me,  I  shall  be  only 

And  so,  even  as  she  and  Roger  looked  and  glad.    It  may  be  I  shall  be  cut  off  from  Our 

could  not  look  away  and  never  after  Ipst  each  Blessed  Lord  longer  than  I  can  bear,  and  then 

other's  eyes,  even  so,  her  mother  looked  at  her  /  shall  die,  but  I  think  I  shall  be  forgiven 

lover  and  looking,  lost  (or  so  she  thought)  her  finally,  for  something  tells  me  so,  and  until  I 

soul !     The  wheel  turns  ever,  as  Alif  taught  me.  gave  you  the  letter,  that  day  near  the  fountain, 

".     .     .     .     What  good  can  such  a   mar-  I  cannot  think  of  any  very  great  sin,  can  you, 

riage  do?    No  Catholic  could  fnarry  you,  I  am  Maria?    We  were  always  good,  we  three.    But 

sure.     It  is  no  fnarriage.     Your  brother  wrote  now  I  am  alone,  for  they  will  nei'cr  let  Dolores 

you  the  truth,     I  do  not  wonder  that  you  will  back.     She  grew  so  thin — my  heart  ached  for  her . 

never  read  or  speak  an  Italian  word  again —  ^^  Adieu,  adieu — /  have  tried  to  hate  you,  as 

you  have  disgraced  Italy,    But  as  he  says,  you  I  ought,  but  your  gray  eyes  look  and  look  at  me 

are  no  true  Italian — your  English  mother  and  in  the  night,  and  I  feel  you  tapping  my  fingers 

her  Protestant   blood  lias   made  this   horrible  as  you  used  to  do — oh,  if  they  will  let  me  I  will 

thing  possible.    Her  death  was  a  judgment  on  pray  for  you  every  day  till  I  die,  and  Our 

you."  Lady  will  remember  that  you  were  always  good 

Oh,  these  cruel,  gentle  women!     And  on  until  he  looked  at  you! 

these  breasts  we  long  to  lay  our  heads!  '^For  the  last  time — 

**.     .     .     .     I  do  not  wonder  that  all  his  **  Your  Josephine." 


270  The  American  Magazine 


Under  this  letter  wap  hidden  a  crude  little  good  creature,  had  finally  yielded  and  allowed 

sketch  of  the  cloister-end  of  some  building  on  her  to  impart  the  outline  of  the  New  Testa- 

a  sheet  of  drawing  paper,  and  near  it,  just  ment  story  to  her  charge.     I  found  her  later, 

outside  a  high  wall,  a  fair  outline  of  a  thick  a  moist  handkerchief  crumpled  in  her  hand 

cypress.     There  was  nothing  else  in  the  box.  and  a  tiny  worn  leather  volume  on  her  lap. 

Nor  did  we  ever  learn  another  word  or  *4t  didn't  do,  then?"  I  inquired  sympa- 

syllable  of  the  life  of  those  two  in  their  lonely  thetically,  for  her  plain,  competent  face  was 

cottage.     Whether  Prynne  built  it  himself  or  more  disturbed  by  grief  than  I  had  ever  seen  it. 

hired  laborers  for  the  work  we  never  tried  to  **Mr.   Jerrolds,"  she  demanded  seriously, 

discover.     That  he  buried  himself  there  with  ^^do  you  think  she  has  a  soul?    Of  course  that 

the  passion  of  his  lonely  life,  that  these  flaming  is  wrong,"  she  added  hastily,  "and  I  should 

lovers,  cast  off  by  God  and  the  world,  thought  not  say  such  a  thing,  but  do  you  know  she 

both  well  lost  for  what  they  found  in  each  treats  it  just  like  any  other  story?    It  means 

other,  who  can  doubt  ?    The  love  she  inspired  nothing  to  her.     She  has  no  respect  for  the 

in  him  I  can  understand,  for  I  have  known  most  sacred  things,  Mr.  Jerrolds!"  ' 

her  daughter;  the  love  he  woke  in  her,  she  be-  **But    how    could    she    have,    dear    Miss 

ing  what  she  was,  I  do  not  dare  to  guess.  Jencks?"  I  urged  gently.     **They  are  not  sa- 

What  must  that  woman's  soul  have  been  ?  cred  to  her,  you  must  remember.     She  is  what 

What  storm  of  love  must  have  swept  her  from  you  would  call  a  heathen,  you  know." 

her  cloister-harbor — and  on  to  what  rocks.  Miss     Jencks     folded     her     handkerchief 

over  what  eternal  depths  I    Deal  gently  with  thoughtfully. 

her.    Church  of  her   betrayal!     Forgive   her  "Yes,  I  know,"  she  began,  "but  think,  Mr. 

sins,  I  beg  you,  for  she  loved  much.  Jerrolds,  think  how  gladly,  how  gratefully  the 

heathen  receive  the  Gospel !     I  shall  never  for- 

III— FATE  LAUGHS  AND  BAITS  HER  HOOK  get  how  the  missionary  described  it  that  dined 

with  the  Governor-General  once.     It  was  in 

I  find  to  my  surprise  that  these  rambling  Lent,  I  remember,  and  the  poor  man  re- 
chapters,  intended,  in  the  first  place,  as  a  sort  gretted  that  it  should  be,  he  had  eaten  fish  so 
of  study  of  Margarita's  development  under  steadily  in  the  Islands!  It  was  only  necessary 
the  shock  of  applied  civilization,  have  grown  for  him  to  tell  the  simple  gospel  story,  and  it 
rather  into  a  chronicle  of  family  history,  a  de-  won  them  directly." 
tail  of  tiny  intimate  events  and  memories  that  I  bowed  silently — it  was  at  once  the  least 

must  surely  disappoint  Dr.  M 1,  at  whose  and  the  most  that  I  could  do. 

urgent  instance  they  were  undertaken.  Mar-  "And  more  than  that,  Mr.  Jerrolds,"  the 
garita  was,  indeed,  at  that  lime,  a  fit  subject  good  woman  continued,  unburdening  herself, 
for  the  thoughtful  scientist,  and  hardly  one  of  clearly,  of  the  results  of  many  days  of  thought, 
her  conversations  with  her  friends  but  would  "look  at  those  wonderful  conversions  in  the 
serve  as  a  text,  for  some  learned  psychological  slums!  Look  what  this  Salvation  Army  is  do- 
dissertation.  But  it  would  have  been  hard,  ing!  The  Governor-General  used  to  say  they 
even  for  a  stony  savant^  to  dissect  that  ador-  were  vulgar  and  that  it  was  all  claptrap,  but 
able  personality !  The  points  that  I  had  in-  that  never  seemed  to  me  quite  fair.  W' e  must 
tended  to  discuss  are  lost,  I  find,  in  her  smile;  have  left  something  undone,  we  and  the  Dis- 

the  interest  of  her  relations  with  the  world,  as    senters,  Mr.  Jerrolds,  if  this  General  B h 

it  burst  upon  her  in  all  its  complications  and  can  reach  people  we  have  lost.  Isn't  that  so?" 
problems,  a  grown  woman,  but  ignorant  as  a  To  this- 1  agreed  heartily,  and  after  a  mo- 
savage  and  innocent  as  a  child,  is  as  nothing  ment  she  went  on. 

beside  the  interest  of  her  relations  with  us  "Why,  the  roughest,  vilest  men  weep  like 

who   formed   for   so   long   her   little   special  children  when  they  understand  Our  Lord's 

world.     However,  I  cannot  offer  my  scientist  sacrifice,  Mr.  Jerrolds,  and  what  it  did  for 

nor    his    distinguished    colleague,    Professor  them,  and  surely  if  they,  thieves  and  drunkards 

J s,  a  mere  tangle  of  personal  reminiscences,  and — and  worse,   can   be  so  touched,   Mrs. 

so  I  must  try  to  recall,  as  accurately  as  may  Bradley.     .     .     ." 

be,  the  circumstances  of  Margarita's  intro-  "Perhaps,"    I    suggested    as   gently    as    I 

duction   to   orthodox   Christianity.     At   Miss  could,   "it  is  just  because  Mrs.   Bradley  is 

Jencks's    earnest    petition   Roger,    who   had  neither  a  thief  nor  a  drunkard  nor  worse,  dear 

grown  really  attached — as  had  we  all — to  the  Miss  Jencks,  that  she  does  not  feel  the  neces- 


"  She  ipini  her  hemp  and 


sity  fi>r  weeping.  The  emotionalism  of  the 
cunvert  is  a  curious  thing,  and  the  sense  of  sin 
together  with  vague  memories  of  that  Story, 
connected  with  childhood  and  childhood's  in- 
nocence, may  produce  a  state  of  mind  respon- 
sible for  a  great  deal  that  we  could  hardly  ex- 
pect from  Mrs.  Bradley." 

"But  we  are  all  sinners,   Mr.   Jerrolds!" 
Again  I  bowed. 

"Surely  you  believe  this,  Mr.  Jerrold??" 
"I   should   not   care  for  the  task   of  con- 
vincing Mrs.  Bradley  of  it,"  I  replied  dex- 
terously. 


"That  was  the  trouble,"  she  admitted 
mournfully.  "I  told  her  about  Adam  and 
Eve,  but  she  said  that  whatever  Ihey  had  done 
was  no  affair  of  hers,  and  it  could  not  be 
wrong  to  eat  apples,  anyway,  she  told  me, 
they  were  so  good  for  the  voice." 

I  choked  a  little  here. 

"She  i^  very  literal,"  I  said  hastily,  "and 
the  apple  has  symbolized  discord  in  more  than 
one  mythology," 

"I  showed  her  that  beautiful  picture  of  the 
Crucifixion,"  Miss  Jencks  added  in  a  low, 
troubled  voice,  "and  do  you  know,  Mr.  Jer- 
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rolds,  she  refused  to  look  at  it  or  hear  about  I  know,  who  have  guessed  my  poor  secret,  and 

it  as  soon  as  she  understood!     She  said  it  was  who  wonder  that  I  do  not  ** console  m/feelf," 

an  ugly  stor>'  and  the  picture  made  her  hands  in  the  silly  phrase  of  the  day.     How  could  I  ? 

cold.     She  said  it  could  do  no  good  to  kill  The  twitter  of  the  Hawaiian  girls  is  like  that 

anyone  because  she  had  done  wrong.     *Re-  of   the   beach-birds   in   my   ears,  after  that 

ligion  is  too  bloody,  Miss  Jencks,'  she  said,  golden-ivory  voice! 

*I  do  not  think  I  Hke  it.     If  I  were  you  I       It  was  in  October,  I  think,  that  she  began 

should  try  to  forget  it.'     Isn't  it  terrible,  Mr.  to  grow  restless.     Roger  was  full  of  plans  for 

Jerrolds?"  the  coming  winter,  and  had  even  gone  so  far 

Poor  Barbara  Jencks!   You  were  an  Eng-  as  to  all  but  complete  the  formalities  of  rent- 

lishwoman  and  it  was  twenty  years  ago!  ing  a  house  in  New  York,  when  she  startled 

** Leave  thou  thy  sister  when  she  prays,"  us  all  by  inquiring  of  me  when  I  intended  to 

says  the  poet,  and  with  all  due  respect  for  his  start  for  Italy. 

presumable  nobility  of  intention,   it  is  cer-        "For  I  am  coming  with  you,"  she  con- 

tainly  the  easiest  course  to  pursue!     I  left  Miss  eluded  placidly. 
Jencks.  "I'm  afraid  not,  ch^rie,"  said  Roger,  "I 

She  followed  me  a  little  later,  however,  and  must  get  to  work,  you  know.     You  can  take 

told  me  that  she  was  not  entirely  without  lessons  in  New  York,  all  you  want." 
hopes,  for  Margarita  had  been  greatly  taken        "But  I  do  not  care  to  go  to  New  York," 

with  the  Revelation  of  St.  John  the  Divine,  she  returned  quietly.     "I  like  Paris  better, 

and  had  committed  to  memory  whole  chapters  There  is  no  baby,  now,  and  I  can  sing  a  great 

of  it,  with  incredible  rapidity,  saying  that  it  deal.     Jerry  can  take  me." 
would    make    beautiful    music.     That    very        "Mr.  Bradley  means  he  must  be  in  New 

evening  she  sang  it  to  us,  or  rather,  chanted  York  to  continue  his  professional  career,  dear 

it,  striking  chords  of  inexpressible  dignity  and  Mrs.  Bradley,"  Miss  Jencks  interposed,  "and 

beauty  on  the  piano — the  pure  Gregorian —  you  must  go  with  him,  of  course." 
by  way  of  accompaniment.     It  was  impos-        "Why?"  asked  Margarita, 
sible  that  she  could  have  heard  such  chords,        "  Because  a  wife's  place  is  by  her  husband," 

for  she  had  never  attended  a  church  service  in  said  Miss  Jencks,  after  a  pause  which  neither 

her  life  and  such  intervals  formed  no  part  of  Roger  nor  I  volunteered  to  fill, 
her  vocal  instruction.  "But  why?"  Margarita  inquired  again.     "/ 

Afterward,  I  read  Ecclesiastes  to  her,  and  cannot  do  Roger's  pro — ^professional  career!" 
she  did  the  same  thing  with  it,  saying  that  it        "No,    my   dear,    but    you   can    help    him 

was  the  most  beautiful  thing  she  had  ever  greatly  in  it,"  Miss  Jencks  instructed  placidly 

heard — she  did  not  care  for  Shakespeare,  by  (she  was  invaluable,  was  Barbara,  when  it  was 

the  way,  then  or  later.     Tip  Elder  came  to*  us  a  matter  of  proper  platitude,  which  flowed 

for  a  week  and  the  tears  stood  in  the  honest  from  her  lips  with  the  ease  of  water  from  a 

fellow's  eyes  as  Margarita,  her  head  thrown  tap — and  she  believed  it,  too!),  "a  man  needs 

back,  her  own  eyes  fixed  and  somber,  her  rich,  a  woman  in  his  home.     Her  influence " 

heart-shaking   voice  vibrating   like   a   tolling        "Yes,  I  know,  you  have  told  me  that  be- 

bell,  sent  out  to  us  in  her  lovely,  clear-cut  fore.     But  you  could  stay  with  Roger,  Miss 

enunciation  the  preacher's  warning.  Jencks,   and   be  that   influence,"   said   Mar- 

Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the  days  0}  thy  garita  sweetly,  "and  I  could  go  with  Jerry." 

youth,  while  the  evil  days  come  not.     .     .     .  Was  she  impish,  or  only  ingenuous,  I  won- 

Oh,  the  poetry  of  it,  the  ageless  beauty!  der?    One  could  never  tell. 

Or  ever  the  silver  cord  he  loosed,  or  the  golden       "How  about  the  baby  ?"  Roger  demanded 

bowl  be  broken.     .     .     .  cheerfully. 

Her  voice  was  grave,  like  a  boy's,  and  yet        "I  am  not  going  to  nurse  it  any  more,"  said 

how  rich  with  subtle  promises!     It  was  mel-  the  mother  of  little  Mary  quietly.     "Madame 

low,   like  a  woman's,  but  not  mellow  from  said  I  had  better  stop  it  now — it  will  be  better 

bruising — ^the  only  way,  Mme.  M i  told  for  my  voice.     So  it  will  not  need  me.     Dol- 

me  once.     Those  poor  women!  ledge  knows  all  about  taking  care  of  it." 

Then  shall  the  dust  return  to  the  earth  as  it        "But,  my  dear,  are  you  sure  it  will  be  good 

was:  and  the  spirit  shall  return  unto  God  who  for  Mzxy  not  to  nurse  her?    She  is  not  six 

gave  it.  .  months  old,   you   know,"   Miss   Jencks  sug- 

I  can  see  her  now     .     .     .     there  are  those,  gested  mildly. 


Mai^arita  leaned  hi 
round  chin  into  the  cu 
of  her  hands  and  gaze 
thoughtfully  at  her  mento 

"Then  why  do  you  ni 
nurse  her,  dear  Mi; 
Jencks?"  she  asked. 

At  this  Roger  and  I  le 
the  room  hastily.  I  ai 
unable  to  state  what  ii 
late  directress  of  the  Go< 
emor-General's  family  sai 
or  did! 

It  \vas  the  ne.it  day, 
remember,  that  I  wi 
called  to  New  York  c 
business  connected  wit 
my  mother's  small  aSairs, 
and  while  there  I  was 
greatly  surprised  and  not 
a  little  amused  to  receive  a 
telegram  from  Roger  ask- 
ing me  to  engage  passage 
for  himself,  Margarita, 
Miss  Jencks,  DoUedge  and 
the  baby,  on  my  own  boat, 
if  possible,  if  not,  to  change 
my  sailing  to  fit  theirs.  It 
is  -CTily  fair  to  say  that 
Sears,  Bradley  and  Sears 
had  recently  become  in- 
volved in  a  complicated 
lawsuit  of  international 
interests  and  importance, 
and  Roger  took  some  pains 
to  inform  me  of  the  \  ery  handsome  retaining 


S^ 


istalled  comforta- 
■mingly  in  the  Rue 
de  Roger  godspeed 
lannel  (I  could  tell 

of  his  shoulders 
d  plunge  into  the 
id  how  well  earned 

flying  trips  Paris- 
then  struck  south 
lent  on  a  private 

nothing  less  than 
'  possible,  of  Mar- 
,n  ancestry,  a  mis- 
I  to  say,  laid  upon 
ne,  as  she  knew 
lis  and  Roger,  a|>- 
parently,  cared  iess.     My  rea- 
sons for  undertaking  this  search, 
which  I  well  knew  might  prove 
endless   and    was  almost   sure 
to  be  long,  were  a  little  obscure, 
even  to  myself,  but  I  now  be- 
lieve them  to  have  sprung  prin- 
cipally   from    my    smoldering 
rage  against  Sarah  Bradley  and 
her  ugly  insinuations — a  subject 
I  have  not  dwelfupon  in  this 
narrative.     But  I  have  thought 
much  of  it,  and  I  believe  now 
that  my  vow  was  registered  from 
the  hour  of  the  finding  of  the 
dispatch  box  which  solved  one- 
half  of  the  problem. 

Sue  Paynter  was  of   great 
ilance  to  me  here,  and  by  judicious 


fee  which  his  knowledge  of  the  workings  of  tioningsof  Mother  Bradley  at  the  Conyent  and 
English  law  combined  with  his  proficiency  in  artfully  artless  suggestions  and  allusions  when 
French  quite  justified  him  in  accepting  in  with  the  other  good  nuns,  to  whom  she  was 
consideration  of  his  giving  the  greater  part  of  honestly  attached  and  whom  she  often  visited, 
his  time  to  this  case — a  case  almost  certain  she  actually  procured  for  me  a  few  vague  clews, 
to  drag  through  the  winter  and  require  his  breathless  rumors  of  those  tragedies  that  rear, 
presence  in  London  and  his  constant  corres-  now  and  then,  their  jagged,  warning  heads 
pondence  with  Paris.  above  the  smooth  pools  of  cloister  life.  News 
I  received  this  information  as  gravely  as  he  travels  fast  and  far  among  those  quiet  re- 
offered  it,  but,  to  use  his  own  phrase,  I  re-  treats;  some  system  of  mysterious  telegraphy 
served  my  decision  as  to  whether  the  lack  of  links  Rome  and  Quebec  and  New  York,  and 
that  same  international  case  would  have  kept  it  was  not  without  the  name  of  a  tiny  town  or 
the  Bradley  manage  in  New  York.  two  tucked  away  in  my  mind  and  at  least 

three  noble  families  jotted  down  on  the  inside 

IV— I  FIND  THE  SHELL  THAT  HID  OUR  PEARL  cover  of  my  bank  book  that  I  started  on  my 

wild  goose  chase. 

1  stayed  in  Paris  long  enough  to  see  Mar-  It  was  from  none  of  these,  however,  that  I 

garita  and  wee  Mary,  with  their  respective  got  my  first  clew,  but  from  the  boatman  who 
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took  me  out  at  sunset  for  the  idle,  lovely  hour  at  the  flight  of  flaming,  rosy,  flamingoes  that 

that  I  love  best  in  Italy  and  which  her  name  lighted   inland,  just   beyond  us,   miracles  of 

always  brings  before  me.     Rafaello  was-a  big,  flower-like  beauty. 

burned  creature,  beautiful  as  x^ntinous  and  as  *'From  Egypt,  excellenz^:  They  are  not  due 

simple  and  fijiithful  as  a  dog.     He  took  a  huge  till  November,  but  the  winter  will  be  cold  and 

delight  in  teaching  me  all  the  quaint  terms  of  they  started  early.     In  March  they  will  start 

his  fisher  dialect,  and  many  a  deep  argument  back.     Why?     How  should   I  know?    Who 

have  we  held,  I  gazing  into  the  burning  sul-  sends  the  wild  duck,  for  that  matter  ?     I  have 

phur  of  the  clouds,  he  with  mobile  features  seen  a  half-mile  of  them  at  one  flight  bound 

flashing  and  classic  brown  fingers  never  still,  for   this   place.     It   may   be   the   good    God 

while  he  expounded  to  me  his  strange,  half  warns  them  and  they  go." 

pagan,  half  Christian  fatalism.     He  was  of  "It  may  be,  Rafaello." 

the  South,  "well  toward  the  Boot   Heel,  si-  "But   then,    Excellenz',  does   he   send   the 

gnore,"   but  Love,  the  master  mariner,   had  brown  water  hens,  too,  and  if  so,  why  not  tell 

driven  him  out  of  his  course  and  brought  him  them  of  the  young  nobleman  whom  I  brought 

within  fifty  miles  of  Rome  to  court  a  fickle  here  to  shoot  only  last  week  ?     Is  it  likely  God 

beauty  of  the  hills,  whose  brother  had  come  did  not  know  I  would  bring  him  ?     Of  course 

down  for  the  wood-cutting  and  was  friendly  not." 

to  his  suit.  "Perhaps  they  know,  but  must  go,  never- 

"  These  marsh  people  are  a  poor  sort,"  said  theless,"  i  ventured,  and  we  were  silent  and 
Rafaello  contemptuously,  "Not  that  I  would  thoughtful.  Did  they?  Did  they  fly,  help- 
take  a  wife  from  them,  God  forbid!  Here  less,  to  their  death,  bound  by  some  fatal  cer- 
they  have  great  tracts,  with  buff'alo  and  wild  tainty?  Was  Alif  right,  and  is  it  written  for 
pig — yes,  I  have  seen  them  myself,  rooting  us  all? 

through   the   wild    oak — but    have   they   the  "That  young  Roman  was  very  generous," 

brains  to  invite  the  foreign  signori  to  hunt  Rafaello  resumed  after  a  while.     "A  few  more 

there  and  earn  fortunes  by  it?    No.     Have  like  him,  and  she  will  think  twice  before  she 

they  even  strength  to  cut  their  own  timber?  refuses  again.     How  I  bear  it,  I  can*t  tell. 

Again,  no.     They  lie  and  shiver  with  malaria.  Pettish    she    is,    certainly,    but    ohj~  signore, 

Not  that  they' are  not  a  little  better  now,"  he  lovely,  lovely,  like  *««  angiolin'I    It  was  from 

admitted,  shifting  the  sail  so  that  we  looked  a  nobleman — a  foreigner,  anyway,  I  suppose 

toward  the  headlands  of  Sardinia,  a  cloud  of  it  is  all  one — that  old  'Cina  got  her  money, 

lateens    drifting    like    gnats    between,    "now  Lippo  thinks.     He  hunted,  too,  Lippo  says, 

they  are  ploughing  on  the  plains,  the  boats^  and  'Cina's  brother  waited  on  him — he  came 

are  out,  the  bullocks  are  busy,  and  the  wind  is  from  these  parts.     He  took  her  brother  north 

putting  a  little  strength  into  the  poor  crea-  with  him  afterward,  and  well  he  did,  too,  for 

tures.     I  swear  the  best  man  among  them  is  not  many  good  Catholics  would  help  him  in 

an  old  woman  I  took  across  in  my  felucca  to  what  he  did,  and  that  brother  was  wicked 

pleasure, my  girPs  brother — she  tended  him  enough,  I  suppose.     She  has  little  enough  re- 

once  when  he  chopped  through  his  foot  near  ligion  herself,  the  old  woman — they  say  her 

her  hut  just  on  the  edge  of  the  hills.    Seventy  money  is  for  making  peace  with  the  church, 

years,  or  nearly,  and  tough  and  wiry  yet,  and  For  when  it  comes  to  the  last  rattle  in  the 

can  help  neatly  with  a  boat.     And  money  laid  throat,  Excellenz\  the  boldest  is  glad  of  a  little 

by,  too,  but  is  she  idle?    Never.     She  spins  help,"  said  Rafaello  knowingly, 

her  hemp  and  weaves  osiers  into  baskets  and  Night  was  on  us  now,  and  I,  well  knowing 

changes  them  for  goats'  hams.     That   with  that  the  air  was  poisonous  for  me,  could  not 

polenta  keeps  her  all  winter — and  well,  too.  bring  myself  to  order  the  boat  home.     There, 

She  is  very  close.     The  Ynoney,  no  one  knows  while  Perseus  burned  above  us  and  off  toward 

where  it  came  from."  Rome  Orion  hung  steady  as  a   lamp   in   a 

Thus  Rafaello  babbled  on,  steering  cleverly  shrine,  I  lost  myself  in  strange,  deep  thinking, 

and  suddenly  into  one  of  the  vast,  unhealthy  and  the  marshes  were  the  desert  for  me  and 

lagoons  that  shelter  so  many  of  the  winter  Alif  and  Rafaello  were  the  same,  and  I — who 

visitors  of  Italy — visitors  unrecorded   in  the  was  I  ?     What  was  I  ? 

hotels,  unnoted  by  the  guides,  but  of  greater  "The  Signore  sleeps?"  the  man  inquired 

interest  than  many  tourists.  timidly.     "I  think  it  is  not  good  to  sleep  here. 

I,  listening  idly  to  him,  caught  my  breath  Shall  we  go  back?" 
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*'I'm  not  sleeping,  Rafaello,  but  I  suppose  picture — good   money  for,  it,   too! — and   she 

we'd  better  turn.     I  heard  all  you  said.     And  "spat  in  his  face.     Perhaps  the  Signore  will  be- 

what  had  this  wicked  foreigner  done  ?"  lieve  that  ?" 

"He  stole  a  nun  out  of  a  holy  convent,  Ex-  Again  I  yawned. 

cellenz\*'  said  Rafaello  in  a  low  voice.  "Those    stories    mean    nothing,"    I    said, 

I  felt  my  heart  jump.  quivering  with  impatience^    "They  are  but  as 

"Near  here?"  I  asked,  as  carelessly  as  I  old  legends  without   names — and  dates  and 

could.  places.     Old  women  like  'Cina  never  can  give 

"Oh,  no,  far  away — I  do  not  know.     No-  those  names  and  dates  and  places.     They  do 

body  knows.     It  was  only  *Cina  and  his  sister  not  know  if  it  was  ten  or  twenty  or  fifty  years 

came  from  here.     Mother  of  God,  does  the  ago,  nor  if  the  man  were  Austrian  or  English, 

Signore  think  any   woman   born   hereabouts  or  the  woman  Italian  or  French  or  Spanish, 

would  have  blood  enough   for  that?    Look  Pin  them  down,  and  they  begin  to  make  ex- 

you,  Signore,  she  climbed  down  a  tree  and  cuses.     But  I  don't  know  why  we  discuss  it — 

went  with  him  in  the  night!     A  professed  nun!  it  is  not  very  interesting,  even  if  it  is  true. 

Oh,  no  doubt  she  is  burning  now,  that  one!  Nevertheless,  and  because  you  seem  offended. 

For  no  woman  need  take  the  veil,  that  is  plain,  Rafaello,  and  I  merely  want  to  show  you  that 

but  once  taken,  one  is  as  good  as  married  to  I  am  right,  I  will  cheerfully  give  a  good  Eng- 

God  himself,  and  then  to  take  a  man  after!  lish  sovereign  to  you  or  Lippo  or  the  old 

Oh,    no.     She    is    certainly    burning,"    con-  woman  herself,  if  she  can  so  much  as  tell  you 

eluded  Rafaello  with  simple  conviction.  the  name  of  this  famous  nun  and  the  name  of 

"But  I  thought  you  said  she  was  alive  and  her  seducer.     You  will  find  she  cannot,  and 

made  baskets,"  I  said,  persistently  stupid.  then,  since  I  am  willing  to  wager  something, 

"No,     no,     the     signore     misunderstands,  you  must  take  me  for  a  fishing-trip  free,  a 

That  is  'Cina,  who  went  with  her  when  they  whole  day,  in  the  felucca.     Is  it  a  bargain  ?" 

sailed  away,  being  sent  for  by  her  brother.  His  teeth  gleamed  as  he  swore  it  was  a  bar- 

The  wicked  one  died,  of  course,  and  'Cina  gain  and  I  watched  him  bustle  off  from  the 

came  back  with  all  the  money.     She  nearly  quay  with  an  excitement  I  had  not  felt  since 

died,  herself,  on  the  great  ship.     She  ate  noth-  my  recovery.     What  would  he  discover — for 

ing — not  a  bjte.  nor  a  scrap — for  four  days,  that  he  would  discover  something  I  did  not 

she  was  so  sick."  doubt.   What  was  Margarita's  mother?  Some 

"He  was  an  Englishman,  I  suppose?"  fisher  girl,  whose  father  had  won  an  English 

"No.     From  the  Signore's  country.     Not,  lady's  maid  with  his  flashing  smile?     Some 

of  course,  that  they  are  all  like  that,"  Rafaello  little  shopkeeper's  daughter?     Child,  perhaps, 

added  politely,  "but  the  truth  must  be  told,  of  some  sprig  of  nobility,  caught  by  a  pair  of 

he  was."  cool,  gray  English  eyes?    I  did  not  know,  but 

Now  it  was  that  my  studies  in  Italian  tem-  I  felt  certain  that  the  old  'Cina  did. 

jjerament   came   to   my   assistance   quite   as  I  cannot  linger  too  long  over  this  part  of 

strongly  as  my  knowledge  of  the  rough  fisher  my  story,  drawn  out  already  far  beyond  my 

patois.     The  Italian  must  not  be  questioned  idle  schema,  and  enough  is  said  when  I  tell 

nor  know  that  anything  of  interest  or  impor-  you  that  the  name  brought  me  by  the  child- 

tance   hangs   on   his   answer.     Even   as   the  ishly  triumphant  Rafaello  opened  my  eyes  and 

Oriental  he  must  be  handled  guilefully,  and  pursed  my  lips  into  an  amazed  whistle, 

it  was  with  a  guileful  yawn  that  I  dismissed  Our  little  Margarita!     Here  was  something 

the  subject.  to  startle  even  steady  old  Roger.     Only  a  few 

"It  takes  an  Italian  to  believe  that  wild  names  in  Italy  are  worthy  to  stand  beside  the 
story,  Rafaello,"  I  said.  "  I'm  afraid  your  old  splendid  if  impoverished  House  forced  by 
'Cina  was  teasing  Lippo.  It  all  sounds  fishy  pride  to  place  its  unwedded  (because  un- 
to me.     Are  we  nearly  in?    I  feel  cold."  dowered)  daughter  in  the  convent  that  needs 

"Indeed  no,  Signore,  it  is  the  truth.  (We  no  dot.  Obscure  in  financial  realms  alone,  it 
shall  be  in  in  eight  minutes  by  the  Signore's  required  little  search  to  put  my  finger  on  the 
watch.)  'Cina  will  never  again  speak  to  an  epitaph  of  that  brother  of  the  cruel  letter  (a 
Englishman  or — or  one  from  the  Signore's  Cardinal  before  his  death),  on  the  father's  pic- 
country.  It  is  a  vow.  She  would  die  first,  tured  cruel  face — he  scorned  to  eat  with  the 
Lippo  got  a  chance  for  her  to  stand  at  her  mushroom  Romanoffs! — on  the  carved  door 
spinning  for  a  crazy  Englishman  to  paint  in  a  posts  where  Emperors  had  entered  in  the  great 
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Italian  days,  even  on  the  gorgeous  sculptured  the  pure  strain  of  a  race  of  kings  that  was 

mantel-piece  sold  by  Margarita's  grandfather,  old  and  majestically  forgotten  ere  Romulus 

an  impetuous  younger  brother  at  the  time  of  was     dreamed     of!     Back,     back     through 

his  mad   marriage  w4th  an  English  beauty,  those  mysterious  Etruscans,  back  to  the  very 

whirled  from  the  stage,  whose  brightest  orna-  gods    themselves,    an     absolutely     unbroken 

ment  contemporary  record  believed  she  was  line,  stretched  the  forefathers  of   Margarita, 

destined  to  become,  had  he  not  literally  car-  Long  before    Bethlehem    meant    more    than 

ried  her,  panting,  from  the  scene  of  her  first  any    other    obscure   village,   long   before    its 

triumph.  Mystk:  Babe  began  there  his  Stations  of  the 

Some  idea  of  the  relentless  iron  hands  that  Cross  and  brought  to  an  end  at  Calvary  the 
tamed  that  brilliant,  baffled  creature — and  sacrifice  that  sent  his  agents  overseas  to  civ- 
hers  was  the  only  strain  in  Margarita  that  ilize  the  savage  Britons  and  make  those  middle 
genius  need  be  called  on  to  vindicate! — I  won  class  yeomen  possible,  Margarita's  ancestors 
from  the  old  caretaker,  a  family  retainer,  who  had  forgotten  more  gods  than  these  agents 
showed  me,  on  a  proper  day,  over  the  gloomy,  displaced  and  had  long  ceased  their  own 
faded  glories  of  the  musty  palace.  She  was  bloody  and  nameless  sacrifices  to  an  elder 
always  heretic  at  heart,  the  old  gossip  mum-  Jupiter  than  ever  Paul  knew.  Etruscan  gal- 
bled,  with  furtive  glances  from  my  gold  piece  leys  swarmed  the  sea,  Etruscan  bronze  and 
to  the  pictured  lords  above  her,  as  if  afraid  gold  was-  weaving  into  lovely  lines,  Etruscan 
they  would  revenge  themselves  for  this  tittle-  bowls  were  lifted  to  luxurious  and  lovely  lips 
tattle,  heretic  and  light.  A  servant  or  a  duke,  at  sumptuous  feasts,  in  a  gorgeous  ritual,  be- 
a  flower  seller  or  His  Eminence,  all  was  one  to  fore  the  natives  of  a  certain  foggy  island  had 
her  crazy  English  notions.  And  the  truth —  advanced  to  blue-woad  decoration!  Her  peo- 
how  the  mad  creature  told  it!  Blurted  it  out  pie's  tombs  lie  calm  and  contemptuous  under 
to  ever\'one,  so  that  they  had  to  keep  her  shut  the  loose,  friable  soil  of  that  tragic  land  that 
up,  finally.  And  would  have  her  dogs  about  has  suffered  Roman,  Persian  and  Goth  alike 
her — eating  like  Christians!  And  no  money,  (wilt  thou  ever  rise  up  again,  O  Mater  Dolo- 
when  all  was  said.  Her  children?  Four  sons,  rosa?  Is  the  circle  nearly  complete  ?  Would 
all  dead  now,  and  their  souls  with  Christ —  that  I  might  see  thee  in  the  rising!)  they  lie, 
one,  of  the  Sacred  College.  Never  a  genera-  too,  under  the  angular  and  reclining  forms  of 
tion  without  the  red  hat,  thank  God.  No  many  a  British  spinster  tourist,  panoplied  in 
daughters.  Not  so  much  as  one?  Why  Baedeker  and  stout-soled  boots,  large  of  tooth 
should  there  be?  Some  were  spared  daugh-  and  long  of  limb,  eating  her  sandwiches  over 
ters,  when  there  was  no  money,  and  a  bless-  the  cool  and  placid  vaults  where  the  stone 
ing,  too.  seats  and  biers,  the  black  and  red  pottery,  the 

What  figure  had  been  cut  from  that  group  of  inimitable    golden   jewelry,    the   casque    and 

four  youthSf   cut  so  that  a  small  hand  that  shields  of  gold,  the  ivory  and  enamel,  the  am- 

grasped  a  cup-and-ball  showed  plainly  against  ber  and  the  amulets,  lie  waiting  the  inevitable 

ofie  brother^s  sleeve?    She  did  not  know — ^how  Teutonic  antiquary.     The  very  ashes  of  the 

should     she?     Perhaps    a    cousin.     It     was  great  Lucomo  prince  and  chieftain  lying  be- 

painted  by  a  famous  Englishman  and  kept  low  this  worthy  if  somewhat  unseductive  fe- 

because    it    might    bring    money    some    day.  male  would  fade  in  horror  away  into  the  air, 

Then  why  cut  it?    How  should  she  know  ?  if  one  of  his  gods,  Vertumnus,  perhaps,  or  one 

There  were  no  daughters  and  the  hour  w^as  up.  of  the  blessed  Dioscuri,  should  offer  him  such 

Would  the  signore  follow  her  ?  a  companion  or  hint  to  him  that 

And  Sarah  was  alarmed  for                        ,^  the  creature  was  of  the  same 

the    Bradley    blood!      Sarah                        ^^  species  as  the  round  breasted 

feared  for  the  pollution  of  that         >^  f^^l^^^^*"*"^  lovelinesses  that  sport  upon  the 

sacred  fluid  derived  from  Eng-     ""    ^^^  '^^^      ^  frescoes  of  his  tomb,  among  the 

lish  yeomen  (at    best)   filtered      "^'"^^^CJ^fe^^  lotus  flowers, 
through    the    middle    class                     ^^^^1^       *^         Poor  Sarah — lean  forgive  her 

expatriates   of  a    nation    itself                ^■'**^^ww"^  when  I  consider  the  pathos  of 

hopelessly  middle  class  beside                          ^  her. 

To  be  eoniinumd 


Saving   Face 

By   LINCOLN   COLCORD 

Author  of  **  The  Game  of  Life  and  Death,"  etc. 

With  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Schoonover 

NICHOLS   and    I    were  coming   down  brood,  or  harbor  any  ill-will,  or  even  remem- 

Peddar's  Wharf  one  afternoon  bound  ber.     He  beat  her,  and  took  himself  away, 

for  my  vessel,  when  we  saw  a  singular  Immediately    she    saved    face.     These    men 

occurrence.     A  Chinese  sampan-man  had  just  were  witnesses;  but  they  weren^t  necessary — 

finished  beating  his  wife,  and  thrown  her  out  it  can  be  accomplished  alone.     It's  simply  a 

on  the  dock.     She  was  sitting  flat  on  a  pile  of  tremendous  victory  over  human  nature;  do 

lumber  and  chanting  in  a  monotonous  voice,  you  get  the  point  of  view?    To  us  who  are 

while  fifty  or  a  hundred  men  gathered  around  always  fighting  and  never  settling  anything,  it 

as  if  watching  some  interesting  ceremony.  may  lack  the  glamor  of  false  honor,  but  think 

"This  is  China,"  said  Nichols  at  my  elbow.,  of  the  philosophy  of  the  idea,  think  how  much 

"Behold  and  learn  the  wisdom  of  an  old  phi-  trouble  and  unrest  and  regret  it  saves!     It's  a 

losophy.     This  is  the  secret  of  the  land."  power  deep  enough  to  save  a  race  from  the 

"What's  she  saying?"  I  asked.     "I  don't  devastating  grip  of  time." 
understand."  "Whenever  I  see  anjrthing  like  that  inci- 

"I  won't  bother  to  translate,"  he  said.     "  In  dent    on    Peddar's    Wharf,"    Nichols   began 

general,  her  remarks  are  descriptive  of  her  again  after  we  were  comfortably  seated  in  my 

honored    lord    and    master.     Just    then    she  sampan,  "I  think  of  Lee  Fu  Chang  and  an 

touched  on  his  respected  ancestors.     To  tell  American   by   the    ndme   of    John   Bartlett. 

the  truth,  it  wouldn't  sound  pretty  in  English;  They  met  in  my  cabin  on  the  bark  Omega, 

her  figures  are  what  you  might  caJl  excessively  and  if  ever  the  East  and  the  West  crossed 

colloquial.     The    woman    has    imagination,  swords  it  was  that  evening. 

Look '*  "John  Bartlett  was  a  traveling  salesman 

She  scraped  in  the  dirt  of  the  wharf  until  from  the  Middle  West,  representing  a  firm 
she  had  gathered  a  little  pile,  spat  upon  it,  which  manufactured  new-fangled  farm  ma- 
and  shaped  it  into  the  image  of  a.  man.  This  chinery.  Why  they  sent  him  to  China  is  a 
she  addressed  in  swift  and  gutteral  sentences,  mystery  to  me.  He  would  have  been  more 
The  ring  of  men  drew  closer.  Suddenly  she  likely  to  sell  a  bill  of  goods  in  Greenland  than 
knelt  and  subjected  the  image  to  an  amazing  in  Hong  Kong.  No  doubt  his  firm  knew  this; 
indignity.  I  looked  around,  fairly  thunder-  but  being  a  group  of  hustling  Americans,  I 
struck,  and  noticed  that  not  an  expression  suppose  they  wanted  to  open  u^p  a  new  field. 
crossed  the  countenance  of  a  single  bystander,  I  can  imagine  the  cQnference  at  the  office  be- 
not  an  exclamation  escaped  from  any  of  their  fore  Bartlett  was  sent  out  East.  *  China's  got 
lips.  to  be  waked  up,  that's  all  there  is  about  it! 

Nichols  laughed.     "  Looks  to  me  as  if  the  We  must  push  this  thing.     If  they  don't  want 

old  man  had  got  rather  the  worst  of  it,"  he  our  goods,  they've  got  to  be  taught  to  need 

said,  linking  his  arm  in  mine.  them.     Once  in  solid  in  that  field,  our  for- 

"I'm  all  adrift,"  I  confessed.     "What's  she  tune's  made!     Who  shall  we  send?     Bartlett 

trying  to  do?"  — Bartlett's  the  very  man!    He's  a  hustler! 

"She's  saving  face,"  he  answered.     "She's  And  think  what  we'll  be  doing  for  the  cause 

squaring  the  account  with  her  conscience;  she's  of  progress!'    This  was  the  kind  of  talk  that 

balancing  the  books  of  honor.  It's  a  very  subtle  flew  across  desks,  streamed  through  swinging 

thing,  but  four  hundred  million  people  live  doors,  made  men  slam  their  fists  emphatically 

by  it.     The  beauty  of  it  is,  she'll  go  back  to  on  the  nearest  article  of  furniture;  the  same 

her  husband  and  the  incident  will  be  closed,  old    story — business,    business,    dollars    and 

Absolutely  closed,  you  understand.   She  won't  cents,  and  progress  tagging  on  like  the  tail  of 
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a  kite  to  balance  up  the  airy  venture.     So  "That  was  John  Bartlett;  I  came  near  say- 

Bartlett  stuffed  his  grip  with  'literature,'  and  ing  Uhat  was  America!'    He  was  the  incar- 

took  the  steamer  for  Hong  Kong.  nate,  precocious  spirit  of  the  land,  the  product 

*'  He  certainly  was  a  hustler,  and  there  was  of  its  philosophy,  the  result  of  its  success.  He 
no  doubt  that  he  waked  'em  up,  though  not  approached  me  with  outstretched  hands,  with 
in  exactly  the  way  they  had  foreseen.  He'd  words  of  patriotism  in  his  mouth,  speaking  of 
been  in  Hong  Kong  a  month  when  I  arrived,  unmentionable  things  in  a  loud  and  shameless 
putting  up  at  the  Hong  Kong  Hotel,  enter-  voice,  and  mentally  I  winced  and  suffered  for 
taining  and  distributing  conversation  in  that  my  own  dearly  bought  immunity.  He  had 
lush  and  breezy  manner  peculiar  to  American  come  to  sell  time-saving  machinery — to  a  peo- 
traveling  men.  During  the  month  he  hadn't  pie  who  reckon  time  as  the  least  of  the  in- 
sold  as  much  as  a  trowel,  but  he'd  succeeded  fluences  of  life. 

in  making  such  a  spectacle  of  himself  that  he  "*  God's  own  country,'  I  said.     'You  should 

was  known  from*one  end  of  Queen's  Road  to  never  have  left  it;  or  you  should  go  back  now, 

the  other.  at  once — now!     Or  perhaps  you'd  never  real- 

*^  I  don't  want  you  to  think  that  he  was  in  ize  in  a  thousand  years.     I  guess  you're  safe, 

any  way  an  exceptional  case.    He  was  just  after  all.' 

an    ordinary    American    traveling    salesman.  *'He    looked    at    me    queerly.     'Are    you 

Along  Broadway  he'd  have  been  lost  in  the  really  an  American?'  he  asked, 

crowd,  or  known  perhaps  to  those  who  had  '*'Yes — once,'  I  said.     *That  was  a  long 

dealings  with  him  as  a  smart,  keen  man  of  while  ago,  and  I've  seen  China  since.     I've 

business.     He  could  show  what  we  are  fond  always  regretted   that   I   wasn't   born  some- 

of  calling  *the  goods.'     We  get  used  to  the  where    in    the    interior   of    China.     Then    I 

type  at  home;  in  fact,  we're  all  striving  so  wouldn't  remember — and  so  would  be  more 

hard  to  reach  it  ourselves — men,  boys,  girls  happy.' 

even — that  it's  impossible  for  us  to  see  the  '*  His  face  was  a  picture  of  disgust.   '  You're 

world  as  it  actually  is.  like  all  the  rest  of  'em!'  he  exploded.     'Only 

*'I  met  him  one  afternoon  in  Reeves',  just  worse,  if  anything.     I  can't  understand  you! 

after  Harry  had  been  telling  me  all  about  him.  What  fias  got  into  people  out  here  ?     They're 

*Well,  see  for  yourself.  Captain,'  Harry  con-    side-tracked,  doped,  embalmed ' 

eluded.     'Here   he   comes   in   the    flesh.'     I  "'Perhaps  you  haven't  studied  them  sym- 

looked  up,  and  knew  at  once  that  I  was  going  pathetically,'  I  said.     '  You  don't  realize  that 

to  be  horribly  ashamed  of  him.  there  are  men  who  can  efface  themselves,  if 

"He  came  in  talking,  the  approved  Occi-  the  occasion  demands.     The  average  Ameri- 

dental  procedure,  I'm  informed,  and  so  I  got  can    sees   very   little   of    China,    in    passing 

my  first  glimpse  of  him.     'This  is  a  country-  through.' 

man  of  yours,  Captain  Nichols,'  Harry  said,  "He    suddenly    pointed    at    me    with    his 

and  introduced  us.     ' Glad  to  know  a  country-  forefinger.     'You  wait!'  he  cried.     'I'll  talk 

man,'  Bartlett  announced.     'Glad  to  see  a  you  over  yet!     Something's  got  io  be  done. 

countryman   even.     They're   precious   scarce    Wait ' 

out  here.'  'Yes,'  I  said.   'They  don't  thrive.'  '**My  dear  sir,'  I  reminded  him,  'I  don't 

He  laughed.     Honestly,  that  laugh  hurt  me.  use  farm  machinery  on  the  ship.' 

'Well,  Mister  Nichols,'  he  rambled  on  (didn't  '"But  you  have  influence,'  he  said.     'They 

even  know  enough  to  call  me  Captain),  'it's  a    told  me ' 

good  country  to  hail  from,  just  the  same.   I'm  "'And  you  aren't  in  America,'  I  retorted, 

an  American,  and  I'm  proud  of  it!'    'Nobody  'So  there  you  are.     Influence  isn't  a  com- 

scems  anxious  to  dispute  you,'  I  put  in.     He  mercial  quantity  on  the  coast  of  China.'" 

puff^ed  up  suddenly.     'I'd  like  to  see  'em  try  "Influence!"  Nichols  exclaimed.     "I'd  look 

it  I'  he  shouted.     'I'd  put  up  an  awful  fight  well,  wouldn't  I,  trying  to  persuade  Lee  Fu 

before  I'd  give  that  up!     Say,  it's  good  to  talk  Chang  to  handle  patent  plows!     You  see,  the 

to  some  one  who  catches  on.     I  like  to  just  sit  boy  was  all  wrong  from  the  start.     He  might 

here  and  look   at  you,   and  say  to   myself,  not  have  been  such  an  objectionable  fellow, 

'* There's  a  man  that  was  born  on  soil  the  Al-  either,  in  his  natural  state;  but  as  the  Hong 

mighty  made!"'    He  planted  himself  squarely  Kong  representative  of  Harrow,  Reaper    & 

in  front  of  me.     '  I  want  to  chew  the  rag  with  Co.   he  was  a  blot  on  the   landscape.     Of 

you,'  he  said.     '  I  want  to  get  some  of  this  off  course  I  saw  a  lot  of  him;  he  was  on  my  heels 

my  mind.     Come  over  to  the  hotel  and  have  continually,  for  persistence  is  one  of  the  ten 

dinner  with  me,  and  we'll  drink  to  God's  own  commandments   of  American   business.     He 

country!'  was  constantly  in  evidence  at  the  offices  that 
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I  frequented.     I  visited  the  Peak  in  his  com-  and  finally  I  saw  a  launch  coming  ofiF  which  I 

pany,  I  tiffined  with  him  at  the  Hong  Kong  knew  was  bringing  some  of  my  guests.     The 

Hotel — I  suppose  I  drank  to  God's  own  coun-  die  was  cast;  out  of  common  decency!  had  to 

try.     And  in  return  for  my  bare  civility,  he ,  ask  him  to  stay. 

told  me  his  troubles,  his  hopes,  his  family  his-  "^IVe  invited  some  friends  off  to  dinner 

tory,  even  his  love  affairs.     He  took  me  in  this  evening,   Mr.   Bartlett,*   I  said.     *  Can't 

hand  with  the  ostensible  purpose  of  ^making  you  stay  on  board  and  join  us?' 

a  new  American  of  me.'     I  dodged  him  when-  "He  beamed  with  pleasure.     *Sure  I'm  not 

ever  I  could;  but  odd  times  he  would  turn  up  intruding?'  he  asked,  in  that  particularly  of- 

and  dominate  the  scene,  ill-mannered,  blatant,  fensive  tone  that  shows  you  a  man's  intend- 

of  slovenly  speech,  and  altogether  the  most  ing  to  accept  anyway. 

painful  countryman  that  ever  laid  a  claim  on  »  "^Naturally  you  are,'  I  snapped  at  him. 

me.     He  spoiled  my  stay  in  Hong  Kong,  and  *But  I  can  make  a  place  for  you  some  way.' 

I  was  thankful  when  it  came  time  for  me  to  "He    laughed.     *Ha!    Ha!     Pretty    good! 

sail  Well,    that's    my    business — intruding.'    By 

"  It's  always  my  custom  to  give  a  little  din-  the  look  he  gave  me,  though,  I  congratulated 
ner  party  on  the  Omega  an  evening  or  two  be-  myself  on  having  rung  the  bull's-eye  once  be- 
fore I  leave  port.     I  enjoy  it  myself,  and  have  fore  I  sailed. 

found  it  a  pleasant  way  of  formally  making  "  In  a  short  while  the  launch  was  alongside, 

my  adieu.     That  time  I  invited  half  a  dozen  and  I  could  see  the  sampans  getting  under 

white  men  from  shore,  a  few  Captains,  and  way  astern  of  the  other  vessels.     When  the 

my  friend  Lee  Fu  Chang.     Lee  Fu  Chang  is  crowd  had  gathered,  the  general  topic  of  con- 

at  present  retired;  he's  a  Chinese  merchant  of  versation  was  the  weather.     A  typhoon  had 

breeding  and  culture,  who  had  educated  him-  been  signaled  outside  coming  up  the  coast, 

self  in  England  in  order  to  deal  intelligently  and  the  drum  had  been  hoisted  in  Kowloon 

with  Europeans.     He's  a  shrewd  observer,  a  all   day.     The   sky   looked   threatening   and 

deep  thinker,  a  very  interesting  conversation-  dirty,  with,  that  dull  lead  color  that  so  often 

alist,  and  has  saved  my  life  in  one  of  the  means  trouble  at  that  time  of  the  year.     An 

most   extraordinary  adventures   that    I   ever  unbroken  curtain  of  clouds  hung  low  on  the 

experienced.  Peak,  as  if  a  huge  close-fitting  cap  had  been 

"  I  came  off  from  shore  at  noon  the  day  of  put  on  the  world.     Not   a  breath  of  wind 

the  dinner,  intending  to  write  some  letters  dur-  stirred,  and  in  the  stillness  and  twilight  the 

ing  the  afternoon;  and  as  luck  would  have  it,  sounds  about  the  harbor  took  on  a  sharp  and 

no  sooner  had  I  finished  tiffin  than  John  Bart-  menacing  note,  that  kept  one  all  the  time 

lett  appeared  over  the  side.     Reeves'  launch  listening    and    watching.     I    remember    that 

had  dropped  him  at  the  gangway,  and  early  Lee  Fu  Chang  came  over  to  me  just  before 

as  it  was,  I  began  to  feel  a  premonition  of  my  we  went  down  to  dinner,  and  asked  me  in  an 

doom.    He  occupied  one  of  my  deck-chairs  undertone  what  I  thought  about  it.     *I  don't 

with  the  utmost  freedom,  took  \wo  or  three  of  believe  we'll  get  anything  till  after  midnight,' 

my  cigars,  and  started  in.     I  was  exasper-  I  answered.-    He  shook  his  head.     *  Perhaps 

ated,  because  I  really  had  some  important  not,'  he  said.     *Are  your  moorings  good?'    I 

business  to  get  through  with.     He  stayed  and  nodded,  and  we  got  up  to  go  below, 

stayed.     I  never  heard  a  man  talk  more  or  "That  dinner  was  one  of  the  nightmares  of 

say  less.     Having  seen  me  at  least  a  dozen  my  life.     Things  went  wrong  from  the  start, 

times,  you'd  have  thought  by  his  manner  that  but  I  had  no  time  to  bother  about  the  inevi- 

he'd  known  me  for  years.     At  last,  in  des-  table  little  slips  that  a  steward  makes.     I  was 

peration,  I  excused  myself  and  remained  be-  kept  busy  enough  trying  to  dissolve  this  for- 

low  over  an  hour.  eign  element  that  had  been  injected  into  our 

"Would  you  believe  it,  that  didn't  jar  him  company.     I   found    myself   listening   like   a 

in    the    least.     *  How    comfortable    you    are  man  entranced  to  the  familiar  story  of  his  life, 

aboard  ship,'  he  said  as  I  came  up.     *  Yes,'  I  while  the  cold  sweat  stood  out  on  my  forehead, 

answered,  *  I  never  get  lonesome,  even  when  He  told  them  all  about  it — described  his  busi- 

there's  nobody  around.'    *I  shouldn't  think  ness,  dilated  on  the  charms  of  the  native  land 

you  would,*  he  said.     It  was  getting  late  then,  which  I  shared  with  him,  patronized  the  rest 

and  I  wondered  what  in  the  devil  I  was  going  of  the  world,  particularly  England  (most  of 

to  do.     One  has  a  certain  delicacy  about  send-  my  guests  were  Englishmen,  remember),  and 

ing  a  grown  man  home,  and  I  hung  on  from  completely  monopolized  the  attention  of  the 

minute  to  minute,  hoping  against  hope  that  board.     Incidentally,  he  attacked  my  excel- 

he'd  clear  out  in  time.     But  he  made  no  move,  lent  wine  without  mercy.     I  was  actually  sick 
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with   apprehension;   for   sad   experience   has  head,  I  couidn't  think  of  anything  to  do.     If 

taught  me  that  he  was  the  sort  who  would  get  we  tried  to  put  him  out,  I  knew  that  we'd  only 

himself  outrageously  drunk.     I  talked  like  a  break  some  of  the  table-ware  and  make  a 
wild  man. to  tide  over  the  pauses,  and  cursed^  scene.     I  turned  to  Lee  Fu  Chang,  and  found 

inwardly  in  a  very  unpatriotic  frame  of  mind,  him  gazing  at  Bartlett  in  a  way  I'd  never  seen 

I  can  assure  you.  him  look  before.     Then  the  eagle  screamed. 

*^And  late  in  the  evening,  when  we  were  on  "*I'm  tired  and  sick  of  this!*  said  the  man 
the  last  courses  of  the  dinner,  the  crash  came,  from  God's  own  country.  *  I  never  had  a 
For  some  time  I'd  noticed  that  Bartlett's  eye  man  make  fun  of  me  yet,  and  I  won't  stand 
was  fixed  on  Lee  Fu  Chang.  The  Chinaman  it  from  a  Chinaman  !  Ching-ching,  yellow- 
made  an  impressive  picture  in  his  rich  dress,  faced  animals — why,  what  right  have  they  got 
and  more  than  that,  there  was  something  to  speak  to  a  white  man,  anyway?  What  are 
about  him  that  would  have  arrested  the  at-  they?  The  scum  of  the  earth!  I've  studied 
tention  of  anyone  who'd  never  seen  him  be-  'em.  I've  watched  'em.  I've  figured  'em 
fore.  But  probably  none  of  these  things  in-  out.  Here  I've  come  to  this  country  with  a 
terested  my  countryman  so  much  as  the  fact  great  big  thingy  and  they  haven't  got  brains 
that  the  man  sitting  opposite  him  was  a  Mon-  enough  to  take  it  in !  They're  the  meanest, 
golian  with  a  pig-tail.  His  stare  was  plainly  the  most  miserable — by  gad,  the  only  way  to 
one  of  childish  curiosity  mixed  with  drunken  wake  'em  up  is  at  the  muzzle  of  a  gun!  We'll 
resentment.  Finally  Lee  Fu  Chang  looked  up,  do  it  yet — you  see!'  He  relapsed  into  silence, 
and  their  eyes  met  across  the  table.  and  glared  fiercely  up  and  down  the  length  of 

"*I  thought  all  you  people  used  chop-sticks  the  table, 
to  eat  your  food  with,'  said  Bartlett,  leaning  **Lee  Fu  Chang  stretched  out  a  thin,  claw- 
forward,  like   hand   toward   the  American,  and  made 

***Yes?'  answered  Lee  Fu,  and  his  bland  ready  as  if  to  speak.     I  could  well  imagine 

expression  was  beautiful  to  see.     ^  I  learned  to  what  it  was  he  would  have  said.     Behind  that 

use    the    knife   and   fork    while   at    Oxford,  inscrutable  visage  the  insult  had  sunk  deep. 

Where  did  you  learn  to  use  the  knife  and  It  even  affected  me  with  a  certain  nausea, 

fork,  Mr.  Bartlett  ?'                                            ■  such  as  one  feels  to  be  ashamed  of  something 

**  Bartlett  colored — his  table-manners  weren't  for    which    one's    in    a    way    responsible.     I 

of  the  best.     *  I  was  brought  up  to  use  a  knife  watched  them  breathlessly — the  West  and  the 

and  fork!'  he  said  loudly.  East,   insolence  and   reserve,   ignorance   and 

**^Yes?'   remarked   Lee   Fu   again.     *You  wisdom,  youth  and  age.     Suddenly  Lee  Fu 

must  have  been  brought  up — very  quickly.'  Chang  dropped  his  hand  on  the  table.     *Ah,' 

"The  American  looked  at  him  for  some  he  said.     *We  forget!'    A  nameless  gratitude 

seconds,  letting  the  words  sink  into  his  be-  toward  him  possessed  me.     He  was  my  guest, 

fuddled  brain.     Suddenly  he  seemed  to  take  a  and  he'd  honored  his  obligation.     It  was  a 

fresh  grip  of  his  tongue,  and  burst  out  angrily,  display  of  dignity  such  as  I  have  seldom  wit- 

*  Thank  God,'  he  shouted,  *I  was  brought  up  nessed,  and  I  knew  all  the  while  that  he'd  for- 

quick  enough  to  be  awake.     I  don't  live  two  given  nothing  and  that  nothing  had  escaped 

or  three  thousand  years  in  the  past,  and  let  him.     This  was  China,  biding  its  time, 

my  finger-nails  curl.     And  when  I  do  eat  with  "Then,  in  the  pause  that  fell  like  a  blanket 

a  knife  and  fork,  I  eat  civilized  grub,  and  not  around  the  table,  a  rather  dramatic  thing  hap- 

dogs  and  rats  and  cockroaches!'  pened.     My  steward  came  to  me  and  whis- 

"A  dead  silence  fell  in  the  forward  cabin,  pered  in  my  ear.     The  word  *  typhoon'  was 

Lee  Fu  Chang  made  no  reply,  but  sat  expres-  audible;  everyone  looked  up;  you  know  how 

sionless,  tapping  the  table  with  his  long  nails,  whispered  messages  charge  the  air  on  ship- 

'Mr.  Bartlett!'  I  said  sharply.     Lee  Fu  held  board.     *  Excuse  me  a  moment,'  I  said.     *My 

up  a  hand  in  my  direction.     *  Nothing  has  mate's  getting  nervous.'     Under  the  spell  of  a 

passed,'   he   said   with   fine   courtesy.     I   at-  new  excitement,  I  doubt  if  a  word  was  spoken 

tempted  to  speak,  but  Bartlett  broke  in  ahead,  in  the  cabin  while  I  was  away.     When  I  re- 

"' Maybe  there  ain't,'  he  said  in  a  nasty  appeared,    every    eye    was    riveted    on    me. 

voice,  ^but  I  thought  I  heard  a  few  .words.'  *  What's  up?'  they  demanded  with  one  voice. 

"*They  were  your  own!'  I  reminded  him.  "* Gentlemen,'  I  said,  *if  I'm  not  mistaken, 

"For  answer,  the  idiot  made  an  effort  to  we're  going  to  catch  a  typhoon  in  the  next 

rise.     He  couldn't  quite  negotiate  it  in  the  half  hour.     Come  on  deck  and  see  for  your- 

narrow  seat,  and  was  obliged  to  sit  down  in  selves.' 

haste.     I  had  visions  of  what  was  coming,  but  "We  piled  up  in  a  body,  and  stopped  in- 
short  of  pitching  a  dinner-plate  forcibly  at  his  stinctively  to  listen  as  soon  as  we  reached  the 


"  I  nevei  had  i  man  make  fun  of  me  ycl,  and  I  won't  itand  h  from  a  Chinaman!  " 

open  air.  A  faint,  distant  sound  came  agreed  with  me,  and  after  we'd  said  good 
through  the  impending  stillness,  as  if  high  un-  night  to  them  at  the  rail  (a  few  large  drops  of 
der  the  arch  of  the  heavens  a  voice  was  shout-,  rain  had  already  splashed  on  the  deck),  we  all 
ing  words  we  couldn't  hear.  It  terrified  us  went  below  to  save  our  clothes.  In  the  for- 
for  a  moment,  and  no  one  spoke.  The  night  ward  cabin,  the  steward  was  hurriedly  dear- 
was  as  black  as  a  cave  and  the  lights  about  ing  the  dishes  from  the  table,  in  evident  fear 
the  harbor  and  on  the  slope  of  the  hill  twinkled  of  some  cataclysm. 

intermittently,    as    though    dark    masses*  of  "My  first  concern  was  to  dispose  of  my 

shadow  were   passing   between   us   and   the  land-lubber  guests  before  the  wind  began  to 

shore.    The  roaring  noise  increased  rapidly,  blow.     It  was  late,  and  I  advised  them  to 

and  one  could  almost  feel  the  approach  of  a  tftm  in  at  once  and  get  what  sleep  they  could. 

mighty  force,  though  there  wasn't  a  sign  of  I  had  three  spare  staterooms  and  a  comfort- 

a  breeze  in  the  land-locked  bay.     Suddenly  the  able  lounge,  besides  my  own  bunk,  which  I 

air  stirred  and  trembled.     All  this  happened  told  them  I  shouldn't  use.     Bartlett  appropri- 

in  as  short  a  space  as  it  takes  to  tell.  ated  this  at  once;  'leave  me  to  look  out  for 

"I  felt  a  silken  sleeve  brush   against  my  Number    One,'    as    he    expressed    it.     After 

hand,  and  knew  that  Lee  Fu  Chang  was  at  they'd    all    retired,    I    changed    into    heavy- 

my  elbow.     'What   men  does  your  country  weather  clothes  and  went  on  deck.     Lee  Fu 

send  out  to  us — fools?'  he  said  close  to  my  Chang  slipped  on  a  long  oilskin  coat  and  ac- 

ear.     Before  I  could  formulate  a  reply,  some  companied  me, 

one  spoke  in  the  darkness.  '  It's  coming  over  "  When  the  edge  of  ihe  storm  reached  us,  it 
the  Peak,'  the  voice  said.  'I'm  going  to  try  struck  with  a  violent  squall,  and  all  night  long 
to  reach  the  ship  before  it  strikes.'  It  was  the  wind  increased  steadily.  It  was  an  any- 
one of  the  Captains  from  the  fleet.  I  'turned  ious  time,  for  the  bay  was  crowded  with  ship- 
in  relief.  'I  think  you  can  make  it,'  I  an-  ping  and  you  never  could  tell  what  the  next 
swered.  They  all  wanted  to  leave  at  that,  minute  would  bring.  Lee  Fu  and  !  didn't 
but  I  wouldn't  trust  the  party  from  shore  in  leave  the  deck,  but  finally  the  night  wore 
my  sampan.  'I  can  put  you  up,'  I  said.  'It  away  without  accident. 
may  be  a  bit  uncomfortable,  but  I've  ndden  "About  daylight,  however,  the  wind  began 
out  more  than  one  typhoon  in  these  roads,  to  blow  with  a  force  that  even  I  was  unaccus- 
and  there's  no  danger.  I  couldn't  think  of  tomed  to.  I've  ridden  out  a  good  many  ty- 
allowing   you   to   go.'    The  other   Captains  pboons,  at  sea  and  at  anchor,  but  I  never  ex- 
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perienced  sucn  a  gale  as  that  one  loosed  on  us  first  chain  parted.  I  found  him  swinging  the 
for  an  hour  or  two.  In  the  gray  light  of  wheel  over.  *  All  right!' he  shouted  in  my  ear, 
dawn  it  was  appalling.  Rain  fell  like  a  'Clear  the  fleet !  Then — '  I  lost  his  words 
spouting  cataract,  and  the  shore  was  com-  in  the  wind.  Directly  astern  of  us  lay  a  big 
pletely  obliterated  by  solid  water  lashing  American  ship,  the  Manuel  Uaguna,  and 
through  the  air.  Off  on  the  port  beam,  as  astern  of  her  again  was  an  English  four- 
soon  as  it  got  light,  we  made  out  a  vessel  that  masted  bark.  There  wasn't  any  time  to  lose, 
never  had  been  there  before;  and  in  five  min-  The  Omega  had  already  begun  to  gather  stem 
utes*  time  she  had  appreciably  shifted  her  po-  way.  I  knew  that  Lee  Fu  Chang  could 
sition  astern.  We  were  then  tailing  to  the  handle  a  ship  like  a  wizard,  and  left  it  all  to 
westward,  and  the  wind  seemed  to  veer  from  him.  These  are  the  times  that  strip  life  to  its 
east  to  east-northeast.  The  center  of  the  ty-  elements,  and  I  suddenly  realized  the  latent 
phoon  must  have  been  just  to  the  southward  power  of  my  friend.  As  I  watched  and 
of  Hong  Kong.  Even  with  the  short  reach  waited,  I  felt  him  nurse  the  ship  to  starboard, 
that  it  got  to  leeward  of  Kowloon  Point,  the  still  keeping  her  head  into  the  wind,  and  inch 
sea  was  chopping  and  lashing  about  the  vessel,  by  inch  work  her  into  a  position  to  clear  the 
To  tell  the  truth,  though,  it  was  hard  to  say  other  vessels  on  our  backward  drive.  It  was 
which  was  salt  water  and  which  was  rain;  the  the  only  thing  to  do,  and  yet  it  was  wonderful, 
whole  scene  seemed  driving  past  the  ship  be-  superb! 
fore  that  terrific  wind.  **At  this  interesting  climax  I  heard  some 

"  I  had  the  mate  under  the  forecastle  watch-  one  crying  at  my  elbow.  I  turned,  saw  the 
ing  the  windlass,  and  the  second-mate  on  the  startled  faces  of  my  guests  whom  Td  forgotten 
forecastle-head  to  keep  his  eye  on  the  chains,  all  about  in  the  stress  of  the  moment,  and 
As  well  as  I  could  figure  out,  we  hadn't  dragged  backed  away  as  that  confounded  American 
froni  our  original  position;  but  as  every  puff  threw  himself  at  me.  'What  is  it?'  he  yelled.- 
added  a  little  to  the  sweep  of  the  wind,  I  be-  *  Are  we  lost  ?'  I  felt  like  striking  him.  He 
gan  to  feel  that  even  my  light  bark  was  in  gazed  in  terror  at  me,  at  the  Chinaman  steer- 
danger.  I  had  one  good  anchor,  and  was  ing,  and  back  at  me  again.  'See  here,'  he 
ranging  to  fifty  fathoms  on  that;  the  other  I  shouted,  tugging  at  my  sleeve.  'Can't  you  do 
didn't  place  any  great  dependence  on.  anything  ?    Are  you  crazy  ?     Look  here ' 

"I  guess  we'd  have  held  without  a  doubt,        "I  didn't  answer.     We  were  passing  the 

though  most  of  the  ships  and  steamers  in  the  Manuel  IJaguna,  so  close  that  you  could  have 

harbor  dragged,  and  one  or  two  serious  col-  thrown  a  biscuit  from  one  ship  to  the  other, 

lisions  took  place.     But  about  six  o'clock  we  Amazed  faces  peered  over  the  rail  opposite  us, 

sighted  one  of  those  big  Chinese  junks  bear-  and  were  swallowed  up  in  the  rain  as  we  spun 

ing  down  directly  on  us.     A  wild  yell  came  by.     Bartlett  kept  plucking  at  my  coat  sleeve, 

from  forward ;  I  ran  along  the  main-deck,  and  'Do  something!'  he  whined.     'Shut  up,  you 

reached  the  forecastle-head  just  as  she  was  fool!'  I  yelled  at  him.     'Don't  you  see  we're 

settling  against  our  taut  chains.     She  loomed  doing  all  that  can  be  done.'    'Let  a  Chinaman 

up  like  a  mountain — must  have  broken  adrift  steer!'  I  heard  him  say. 
over  Wanchi-way.     Lee  Fu  Chang  was  at  my        "  We  cleared  the  English  ship  by  the  nar- 

h eels,  and  I  heard  him  shouting  directions  in  rowest   margin;   our   lower   topsail   yardarm 

Chinese.     It  was  useless  to  try  to  do  anything,  scrapped  the  tip  of  her  fore  and  main  yards; 

though;  the  men  in  the  junk  were  crazed  with  and  then  in  the  space  of  a  long  breath  we  were 

fear.  by  her  and  clear  of  the  fleet.     Lee  Fu  beck- 

"The  next  instant  the  outer  chain  snapped  oned  to  me.     'A  piece  of  a  jib!'  he  cried,  and 

like  the  string  of  a  fiddle,  and  I  felt  the  ship  I  ran  forward.     I  had  half  a  crew  shipped,  I 

sag   over  onto   the   starboard   anchor.     The  forgot  to  tell  you,  and  most  of  the  sails  were 

junk  swung  off,  caught  a  flurry  of  wind,  and  bent  ready  for  sea.     W^e  succeeded  in  starting 

jammed  square  across  our  bows.     Chinamen  the  fore-topmast  staysail;  any  rag  was  enough 

began  to  come  swarming  in  over  the  bowsprit  to  knock  her  head  off  in  that  wind.     When  I 

like  chattering  monkeys.     The  single  chain  got  aft  again  Bartlett  met  me  at  the  corner  of 

tautened  till  it  sang  under  the  added  weight,  the  house.     '  For  God's  sake,  put  a  white  man 

snapped  and  groaned  in  the  hawser-hole,  and  at  the  wheel,'  he  said.     '  If  you  open  your 

suddenly  parted  with  a  loud  crash  beneath  the  head  again,'  I  shouted,  'I'll  throw  you  to  hell 

bow  as  a  heavy  squall  struck  the  ship  in  the  overboard!'    Lee  Fu  Chang  was  putting  the 

eyes.     By  George,   we  were  adrift  in  Hong  rudder   hard-a-p)ort.     I    went    close    to    him, 

Kong  harbor  in  the  midst  of  a  howling  typhoon!  and  said,  'We'll  fetch  up  on  Kellett  Bank.' 

"Lee  Fu  Chang  had  started  aft  when  the  'Look!*  he  answered.     I  followed  his  finger, 


"  Lrc  Fu  Cbuif  wu  at  my  hceli,  iDd  I  beicd  him  ihouunf  dlncdoDi  in  Chuiot " 
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and  saw  that  the  wind  was  shifting  into  the  Bartlett's  dutch  on  the  lower  spokes  of  the 

northeast.     'Green  Island!'  he  shouted  over  wheel. 

his  shoulder,     'What,  in  this  wind?'  I  cried.  '"Young  man,'  he  said,  'get  up!     Is  it  thus 

'It  must  be  done!'  he  said,  that  you  would  come  with  guns  to  subjugate 

"She  gathered  way  quickly,  and  the  wind  my  land?' 

helped  her  by  veering  more  and  more  each  '"  I  turned  away  to  hide  a  smile,  and  realized 

It  was  impossible  to  make  out  the  with  a  secret  satisfaction  that  I'd  helped  to 


land  to  leeward  on  Hong- 
Kong-side;  but  as  the 
moments  passed  and  we 
flew  across  the  harbor, 
the  outline  of  the  shore 
became  visible  little  by 
little  through  the  rain. 
All  at  once  I  made  out 
the  loom  of  Green  Island, 
and  realized  that  Lee  Fu 
Chang  bad  instinctively 
laid  his  course  for  the 
narrow  channel  between 
the  island  and  the  point. 
We  lined  the  port  rail, 
watching  for  a  shift  and 
straining  our  eyes  to  pick 
up  the  familiar  land- 
marks. Barilett  stood 
close  beside  me,  and  at 
last  he  could  stand  it  no 
longer.  'We're  going 
right  toward  the  land!' 
he  cried.  'That  China- 
man is  trying  to  wreck 
the  ship!'  I  wheeled  on 
him  in  disgust,  and  just 
then  a  ridiculous  idea 
came  to  me. 

" '  It's  all  your  fault,'  I 
shouted  at  him.  'He'll 
probably  kill  the  whole 
lot  of  us  now,  just  be- 
cause you  insulted  him 
last  night ' 

"'Shoot  him!  Stop  him!'  Bartleit  yelled, 
'  I'll ' 

'"No  use,'  I  said.  'He's  armed  and  des- 
perate. Go  to  him  and  beg  him  for  your  life. 
It's  the  only  hope  left.' 

"  He  looked  at  me  wildly,  and  thi 
at  the  rapidly  approaching  shore. 


settle  the^  score  of  the 
previous  evening.  Lee 
Fu  Chang  had  saved  his 
face  in  the  presence  of 
the  very  men  who'd  seen 
him  insulted — and  when 
you  come  to  think  of  it, 
hadn't  I  saved  my  own 
too?  It  isn't  such  an 
alien  perfoimance  when 
you  bring  it  home  to  us; 
but  where  we  fail  is  in 
never  letting  it  settle  the 
score.  I  still  cherish  a 
strong  dislike  for  the 
memory  of  John  Bartlett, 
but  I'U  venture  to  say 
that  Lee  Fu  Chang  has 
forgotten  there  ever  was 
such  a  man. 

"  What  happened  to  us 
afterward?  It  sounds 
like  a  fairy  tale.  Luck 
was  certainly  riding  on 
the  wind  for  us  that  day! 
We  scudded  through 
Green  Island  Passage 
like  a  lost  soul  in  pur- 
gatory. God  knows,  it's 
narrow  enough  in  pleas- 
ant weather;  I  shall  never 
forget  the  sight  of  it  in 
»[  ihe  fltft  I  ■  j)^^(  typhoon!    The  land 

seemed  fairly  brushing  us 
on  either  side;  spray  from  the  point  of  the 
island  blew  in  our  faces,  and  a  man  on  the 
shore  so  close  that  one  could  almost  have 
touched  him,  threw  up  his  arms  in  terror  as 
if  we  were  an  apparition  of  the  storm.  I 
hardly  dared  to  believe  that  we  were  clear 
glanced  until  Lee  Fu  Chang  gave  up  the  wheel  and 
crossed  over  to  me.    'So  far,  good!'  he  said. 


'  All  hght 


doubt  that  death  seemed  very  near  to  him;  in  "'Yes,'    I    cried.     'But    what    now?     We 

fact,  even  to  a  sailor  we  seemed  to  be  within  aren't  much  better  off!' 

speaking  distance  of  the  end.     It  was  no  mo-  " '  Would  the  gods  have  carried  us  thus  far 

ment  for  suspicion — and   like  all  his  breed,  with   evil    intent?'    he   answered.     'Have   no 

too,  he  was  a  mortal  coward  at  heart.    With-  worry.     I  know  the  channels,  and  soon  the 

out  another  word  from  me,  he  flung  himself  typhoon  will  be  done.' 

on  the  deck  in  front  of  Lee  Fu  Chang.  "  Well,  whether  it  was  the  gods  or  man  that 

"'Save  us!'  he  screamed.     'Don't  kill  us!  worked  the  miracle,  we_  finaUy  made  our  es- 

I  didn't  mean  a  word  I  said!'  cape  into  the  China  Sea.     Lee  Fu  seemed 

"  Lee  Fu  Chang  reached  down  and  loosened  possessed  of  a  sixth  sense  of  location,  and 


though  we  didn't  sight  a  shadow  of  the  out-  were,  to  work  back  to  Hong  Kong.  A  tow- 
side  islands,  we  cleared  everything  as  if  (he  boat  met  us  well  outside,  carrying  a  searching 
vessel  was  charmed.  The  wind  kept  backing  parly  of  Captains  who  had  volunteered  to 
into  the  north,  and  we  held  it  dead  aft  and  come  out  after  us.  They  were  a  surprised  lot 
flew  along  under  hare  poles.  As  soon  as  we  to  meet  us  standing  in  under  full  sail;  rumor 
thought  she  was  clear,  we  hove  her  lu  on  the  had  been  afloat,  and  I  guess  they  expected  to 
port  tack  and  gradually  lost  the  gale  as  the  find  anything  but  a  sound  ship  and  a  mighty 
center  of  the  t)T>hoon  headed  up  the  coast.  thankful  crew.  We  were  treated  to  some- 
"  It  took  us  three  days,  short-handed  as  we  thing  in  the  nature  of  a  celebration  as  we 
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towed  into  the  harbor;  every  steam  launch  and 
sampan  in  Hong  Kong  was  flocking  alongside 
and  kicking  up  much-bobbery.  For  all  told, 
it  was  a  party  of  considerable  importance  that 
rd  inadvertently  kidnapped  on  the  old  Omega: 

"While  we  were  standing  around  on  the 
quarter  deck  and  exchanging  felicitations,  as 
it  were,  Bartlett  felt  called  upon  to  offer  a 
public  apology  to  Lee  Fu  Chang.  He  went 
up  to  the  Chinaman  and  stuck  out  his  hand 
like  a  true  and  open-hearted  son  of  the  land 
of  the  brave  and  the  home  of  the  free. 

*'*Put  her  there!'  he  demanded.  *  You're 
all  right.  I  take  off  my  hat  to  you  every  time! 
You're  as  near  a  white  man  as  a  Chinaman 
cotUd  be.  Why  don't  you  come  to  America? 
You're  wasted  out  here!' 

"  Lee  Fu  Chang  regarded  him  a  while  with- 


out speaking,  and  then  gravely  shook  him  by 
the  hand.  *My  friend,'  he  said,  *a  while  ago 
your  valuable  life  was  in  danger.  It  has  been 
reserved  for  another  time.'  He  pulled  his  long 
sleeves  over  the  tips  of  his  fingers,  and  seemed 
to  be  revolving  something  in  his  mind.  *  You 
will  presently  return  to  your  big  and  young 
nation,'  he  went  on  in  his  peculiar  droning 
voice.  *Tell  them,  in  speaking  of  this,  that 
strange  gods  which  you  do  not  honor  inter- 
vened in  your  behalf.  Tell  them,  if  they  ask, 
that  the  country  which  you  have  visited  is  an 
old  and  unknown  land.  And  tell  them  noth- 
ing more.  By  silence,  you  will  best  repay  the 
gods  for  the  gift  of  life.' 

"  Then  he  turned,  and  went  down  the  gang- 
way into  the  sampan  that  was  waiting  to  carry 
him  ashore." 


A  Matter  of  Nerve 

By  ELIZABETH  GOODNOW 

With  an  Illustration  by  Gerrit  A.  Beneker 

WILLIAM  MURPHY  was  a  pretty  good  of  a  home,  which  is  not  to  be  sneezed  at  these 

housesmith.     He  was  absolutely  fear-  days  with  nine  in  the  family  to  take  care  of. 

less,  did  not  drink  more  than  most  of  Nellie  saw  the  home  too,  but  she  also  saw 

them,  anyway  never  got  full  except  Saturday  that  Bill  was  a  pretty  good  looking  man.     He 

night,  so  could  be  depended  upon  and  his  was  tall  and  strong,  had  black  curly  hair  and 

bosses  liked  him.     Of  course  on  pay  night  he  ,the  true  Irish  eyes,  blue,  jolly,  always  ready  to 

had  to  stand  up  against  the  bar  at  Maloney's  laugh.     Perhaps  his  face  was  a  little  bit  too 

with  the  rest  of  them.     But  when  a  man  has  tanned,  but  then  it  went  well  with  his  big 

twenty-seven  fifty  in  his  pocket  it  bums,  and  broad  shoulders;  and  someway  when  they  were 

part  of  it  must  be  spent  in  good  cheer.  out  together  no  one  ever  thought  of  stepping 

But  part  of  it  was  also  spent  in  taking  Nellie  on  Bill's  toes  or  trying  to  flirt  with  his  girl. 

Carney  to  the  theater,  that  is  if  he  could  get  Bill  wanted  to  get  married  right  away,  and 

away  from  Maloney's  in  time,  or  in  taking  her  Nellie  was  not  averse  to  the  idea.     But  Mrs. 

on  little  jaunts  Sunday.     Sometimes  they  went  Carney  would  not  hear  of  it  until  Bill  had  saved 

with  all  her  family,  which  were  numerous  as  to  six  hundred  dollars.     She  knew  what  it  was  to 

quantity  and  rather  pugnacious  as  to  quality,  marry  without  a  cent,  and  she  was  bound  Nellie 

which  latter  was  the  delight  of  Bill  Murphy's  should  not  travel  the  path  she  had.     They 

heart,  except  when  it  turned  on  him.     Sure  must  have  enough  to  buy  their  furniture,  no 

Nellie's  mother  had  the  hardest  tongue  in  all  instalment  men  coming  around  every  month 

New  York,  and  once  in  a  while  she  used  it  on  to  make  life  a  torture,  and  to  have  them  grow  to 

Bill  in  such  a  way  that  made  him  swear  he  hate  the  look  of  the  things  unpaid  for.     When 

would  never  see  the  family  again.     But  he  a  man  comes  every  first  of  the  month  to  col- 

always  came  back,  for  there  was  no  girl  so  sweet  lect'a  dollar  for  the  sideboard,  soon  the  side- 

ahd  gentle  and  loving  as  pretty  Nellie  Carney,  board  becomes  a  nightmare.     She  knew  what 

The  father  was  a  policeman  and  they  rather  it  was  to  go  to  Siegel's  and  see  a  sale  of  waists, 

thought  themselves  a  cut  above  Bill,  but  then  fine  waists  with  a  lot  of  lace  on  them,  and  only 

he  made  good  wages  and  Nellie  would  be  sure  ninety-eight  cents,  and  to  be  just  ready  to  buy 
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one  to  wear  Sundays,  and  then  to  have  to  re-  the  night,  he  slipped.     It  wasn't  a  long  fall  as 

member  that   the   instalment  man  was  due  he  was  caught  by  some  scafiFolding,  but  he  was 

Monday.     No,  none  of  that  for  Nellie,  so  the  in  a  bad  condition  and  was  taken  to  the  hos- 

marriage  was  an  indefinite  thing  in  the  future,  pital.     He  was  sore  and  ashamed  to  think 

as  it  seemed  now  the  way  things  were  going  that  he  had  slipped.     Just  slipped,  not  knocked 

Bill  would  never  have  the  six  hundred.  off  by  a  beam,  but  just  slipped,  that  was  tke 

There  were  so  many  places  for  the  money  to  humiliating  part  of  it.     Why,  he  had  worked 

go.     First  was  his  room  rent,  $2.50  a  week.     It  for  years  and  had  never  had  an  accident;  and 

was  a  pretty  good  room,  too,  and  Nellie  had  now  when  he  needed  the  money — to  be  laid  up 

made  him  a  tidy  for  his  chair  and  a  throw  to  like  this! 

put  over  her  picture  that  he  had  had  enlarged.  The  hospital  days  were  interminable  to  him. 

It  hung  over  the  chest  of  drawers,  and  he  could  He  didn't   read   much;   he  was   encased   in 

see  it  the  first  thing  in  the  morning  when  he  plaster  so  he  could  hardly  move,  and  take  it  all 

woke  up.     Then  once  she  sprouted  two  gera-  in  all,  he  was  a  very  muph  aggrieved  person, 

niums  for  him.     He  wasn't  very  partial  to  There  was  one  nice  thing  about  it.     Nellie  came 

flowers,  but  because  she  gave  them  to  him,  he  nearly  every  day.     She  brought  him  all  kinds 

took  them  home  and  kept  them  under  tumb-  of  things  from  home,  and  told  him  all  the 

lers  like  she  told  him  to,  until  they  got  too  big,  gossip.     His  room  had  been  rented  to  a  man 

and  now  they  had  red  flowers  on  them.    Yes,  working  in  the  tunnel,  but  he  could  have  it 

his  room  was  worth  the  money,  although  he  back  when  he  got  up,  as  he  had  been  a  steady 

wasn't  in  it  much  except  to  sleep.     He  got  his  man  and  his  landlady  liked  him. 

meals    wherever    he    happened    to    be.     His  After  she  went  away  he  used  to  lie  and  plan 

breakfast  cost   about  twenty  cents,   and  he  the  home  they  would  have.     Sometimes  he 

always  got  a  free  lunch  at  noon.     About  ten  thought  he  would  like  to  live  in  the  country,  not 

cents  for  beer,  and  he  could  get  a  good  lunch  at  too  far  away,  but  in  one  of  those  little  houses 

a  place  where  he  and  Casey  went  if  their  work  they  used  to  see  when  they  went  on  Sunday 

was  near  it.     But  there  are  always  saloons  trips  to  Essex  Park.     Then  they  could  have 

where  he  could  get  com  beef  and  cabbage,  or  some  chickens  and  a  pig,  but  common  sense 

meat  and  bread  and  beans  with  his  beer,  told  him  it  was  impracticable  for  a  working 

Nights  he  was  hungry  and  then  was  the  time  he  man,  and  that  he  would  have  to  live  in  town  in 

ate.     It  really  took  a  lot  of  fuel  to  keep  that  big  a  flat.     He  hated  them,  with  the  smells  of 

body  going.     Saturday  nights  he  tried  not  to  other  people's  cooking  and  the  noise  of  other 

spend  more  than  four  dollars  at  Maloney's,  but  people's  children.     He   wasn't   esthetic,   but 

sometimes,  of  course,  it  was  more.     Anyway,  once  in  a  while,  especially  in  the  Springtime,  he 

try  as  he  would  he  could  not  put  in  the  savings  would  stand  on  a  girder  and  look  over  the  tops 

bank  more  than  five  dollars  a  week.    And  to  of  the  houses  to  the  country  and  kind  of  wonder 

save  six  hundred  dollars  at  five  a  week,  and  if  it  was  different  out  there.     These  things 

sometimes  not  that,  seemed  an  endless  job.  were  very  indefinite  to  him,  as  he  was  no 

Before  he  and  Nellie  could  be  married  they  dreamer,  simply  a  practical  housesmith  whose 

would  be  old  and  lose  their  teeth.  chief  thought  was  his  stomach,  and  just  living. 

He  was  working  now  on  a  big  office  building  But  of  course  when  one  is  three  months  in  the 

down  town.     It  would  be  a  long  job  and  he  was  hospital  one  has  time  to  think  of  things, 

contented.     He  was  a  "rough  neck," — that  is,  The  Union  won't  do  anything  for  a  single 

when  the  big  beams  were  brought  up  by  the  man  who  is  hurt  and  he  saw  his  two  hundred 

derrick,  he  and  John  Wall  saw  that  they  were  that  he  had  taken  such  a  time  to  save,  going 

properly  placed  and  ready  for  the  rivet  men.  little  by  little,  and  it  made  him  turn  and  swear. 

It  was  hard  work,  work  that  took  all  one's  The  sister  who  took  care  of  him  used  to  pat  his 

strength  to  see  that  they  were  placed  just  right,  head  and  say  "  Sh,  sh, "  but  how  did  she  know 

that  the  rivet  holes  were  one  over  the  other,  that  every  dollar  taken  out,  meant  that  he  and 

and  they  swayed  and  struggled  and  toiled  with  Nellie  would  have  to  wait  just  so  much  the 

those  big  beams  up  there  in  the  air,  never  longer. 

thinking  for  a  moment  of  the  danger,  just  At  the  end  of  three  months,  he  was  out.  The 

trying  to  make  the  piece  of  iron  which  seemed  tan  was  off  his  face,  and  the  black  was  out  of 

human  in  its  resistance,  to  settle  down  in  the  his  hands  that  used  to  be  like  the  iron  he 

niche  intended  for  it.     They  did  not  ignore  worked  with.     He  went  back  to  his  room, 

the  danger,  it  never  entered  their  head.     Bill  brought  back  the  picture  and  the  tidies,  and 

felt  as  sure  footed  running  along  an  eight-inch  began  to  feel  like  his  old  self  again.     He  had 

girder  as  he  did  on  the  sidewalk.  only  forty  dollars  left  in  the  bank,  but  what 

But  one  day,  just  as  they  were  finishing  for  was  the  difference,  he  was  going  down  the  next 
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day  to  get  his  job  back  again.    He  knew  they  nerve.     But  he  laughed  at  them.    It  would 

would  take  him  back  as  he  was  a  good  man,  so  never  happen  to  him,  big,  strong,  Bill  Murphy, 

he  went  around  to  Maloney's  to  have  a  few  He  would  never  lose  his  nerve.     And  here  it 

drinks  and  hear  what  was  doing.     He  had  was  upon  him.     This  horrible  thing  called 

more  than  he  intended  to.    The  next  morning  fear  that  he  had  never  known  before.     He 

his  head  hurt  and  he  had  to  souse  it  in  cold  straightened  himself  and  said  he  would  walk, 

water  before  starting  for  work.  he  would  stand  as  he  had  before,  but  when  he 

The  boss  put  him  on  with  his  old  partner,  straightened  up,  the  sickening  sensation,  that 

and  delighted  again  to  feel  the  wrench  in  his  peculiar  maddening  fear  of  falling  gripped  him 

hands,  he  swung  himself  on  a  beam,  although  and  he  had  to  sit  down  again.     Finally  he  had 

it  was  against  orders,  and  started  up.     What  to  go  down,  and  this  time  the  boss  was  not  so 

in  the  world  was  the  matter  with  him?   He  kindly.    There   is  little  sympathy   with   the 

was  dizzy.     He  clung  to  the  derrick  chains  weak,  and  none  for  the  man  who  loses  his 

with  both  hands.     It.  made  him  sick  to  see  the  nerve.     So  he  was  told  that  he  had  better  wait 

ground   going   away  from   him.    What   had  awhile  before  he  tried  it  again.     He  stayed  at 

come  over  him  ?  He  knew.     It  was  the  drinks  home  a  week,  and  it  seemed  the  longest  week  in 

yesterday.    He  shouldn't  have  taken  so  many,  his  life.     He  was  used  to  work,  he  liked  it.    It 

just  out  of  the  hospital  where  he  hadn't  had  a  was  work  he  wanted.     He  wanted  to  feel  his 

drink  for  so  long.     It  must  be  that,  as  he  had  muscles  grappling  with  those  big  beams.    He 

never  felt  this  way  before.     He  would  be  all  wanted  again  to  have  that  brute  courage  and 

right  when  he  got  up  and  felt  a  good  solid  girder  that  confidence  in  himself.     He  loafed  around 

under  his  foot.     But  he  wasn't.     When  the  Maloney's  a  good  deal  and  drank  more  than 

beam  swung  into  place  and  he  stepped  ofif,  he  was  good  for  him.     But  he  liked  to  hear  the 

had  to   sit   down   suddenly.     He  could   not  men  talk  at  night.     They  didn't  understand 

stand  up  to  save  his  soul.     He  sat  there  dan-  why  he  wasn't  working,  kind  of  thought  he  was 

gling  his  feet  in  space,  trying  to  make  up  his  getting  lazy.     Of  course  they  couldn't  under- 

mind  to  stand.    He  couldn't  do  it.    John  hoi-  stand,  they  hadn't  fallen  yet.     He  knew  that 

lered  to  him  twice:    "Come  here  w^ith  your  he^ would  be  all  right  again,  that  it  was  only 

wrench.  Bill,"  but  he  didn't  hear  him.    He  because  he  had  been  so  long  doing  nothing, 
tried  again  to  get  up  and  walk  the  girder;  he       After  a  week  he  went  back  and  again  got  his 

stood  up  but  had  to  creep  along.     All  he  job.     He  was  sure  of  himself  this  time.    He 

wanted  to  do  was  to  get  down  again.     He  was  sat  on  a  beam  as  she  started,  kicked  against  a 

ashamed    and    scared.     He   couldn't    under-  column  that  came  too  close  for  comfort,  and 

stand  it  at  all.    Why  didn't  that  swing  come  felt  absolutely  at  his  ease,  chatting  with  his 

back  so  he  could  go  down?    His  head  went  partner  about  the  day's  work.     But  as  he  began 

round  and  he  couldn't  bear  to  look  at  the  to  go  higher,  the  old  sick  feeling  came  back, 

ground  so  far  below  him.     All  the  machinery  He  dared  not  look  down  at  the  ground.    He 

of  the  derricks  seemed  like  great  arms  reaching  clenched  the  chains  until  his  hands  hurt.     He 

up  for  him.     He  must  get  down.     He  went  was  sick,   physically   sick.     He  didn't   hear 

down  the  ladder  and  sick  and  miserable  went  John's  talk,  he  shut  his  eyes  so  he  would  not 

to  the  foreman.  see.     His  whole  body  was  tense  and  strained 

"You'll  have  to  get  someone  in  my  place  trying  to  hold  on,  trying  to  keep  the  fear  of 

to-day,     Casey.     Guess    I'm    sick. "     Casey  falling  from  overcoming  him.    When  he  came 

looked  at  him,   said  he  did  look  pale,  and  to  the  top  he  could  hardly  get  off,  and  as 

sent  Pat  O'Brien  up  to  work  with  John.     Bill  before  he  could  not  stand  upright.     He  sat 

loafed  around  a  while  watching  the  men,  then  astride  a  beam,  grasping  it  in  both  hands, 

went  down  to  Maloney's  and  took  a  drink,  holding  on  for  dear  life,  feeling  that  every  mo- 

Along  toward  evening  he  went  over  to  Nellie's,  ment  he  must  throw  himself  down  there  among 

She  was  surprised  to  see  him,  but  after  supper  the  cranes  and  blocks  of  stone.     He  was  too 

he  took  her  to  a  moving  picture  show  and  dizzy  and  sick  even  to  explain  to  John,  and  he 

partly  forgot  the  morning's  trouble.  climbed  down  again.     The  boss  told  him  in 

The  next  morning  he  went  back  and  was  good  Irish-American  that  he  was  a  quitter, 

there  before  John  Wall  showed  up.     He  swung  that  he  needn't  come  around  again,  that  they 

himself  onto  a  beam  and  went  up.     But  he  needed  men  in  putting  up  skyscrapers, 
again  felt  that  peculiar  feeling.     He  couldn't        He  went  home  dazed.     He  couldn't  under- 

look  down,  and  when  he  started  to  rise  up,  he  stand  it.    He  sat  down  and  tried  to  think  it  out, 

couldn't  do  it.     He  was  afraid,  he  had  to  con-  to  reason  with  himself.    There  was  nothing  else 

fess  it  to  himself.     He  had  heard  of  this  before,  to  it,  he  had  lost  his  nerve.     He  sat  there  until 

of  men  who  had  fallen  and  after  that  lost  their  late  in  the  night,  smoking  many  pipes  of  black 
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tobacco.     Well,  he  couldn't  be  a  housesmith  back  to  your  job  and  they'll  let  you  come  again, 

any  longer,  he  could  see  that.     He  would  try  I'll  wait  for  ye. " 

something  new.  Perhaps  he  could  be  a  pusher  He  went  away  knowing  he  couldn't  go  back 
or  a  helper,  but  that  was  rather  a  come  down,  to  his  job.  He  couldn't  stand  up  there  in  the 
Yet  he  would  have  to  do  something  on  the  air  again  with  only  an  eight-inch  girder  be- 
ground ;  he  never  wanted  to  feel  that  awful  tween  him  and  that  space  beneath.  So  he  got 
feeling  come  over  him  again.  to  brooding  over  his  wrongs  and  his  troubles 
The  next  day  he  went  around  and  saw  the  which  grew  worse  every  day.  He  had  had  to 
boss,  but  there  was  no  place.  He  went  stand  off  his  landlady  about  the  rent,  but  the 
around  every  day  looking  for  work,  but  there  meals  he  couldn't  stand  off.  He  ate  part  of 
was  nothing  for  him.  There  were  twenty  men  the  time  at  Maloney's  where  in  prosperous 
waiting  for  each  job.  He  had  never  noticed  days  he  had  been  a  good  patron.  But  bar- 
before  how  many  men  were  out  of  work.  The  keepers  are  not  encouraging  to  men  who  eat 
places  seemed  to  be  full  of  them,  waiting  to  a  quarter's  worth  of  food  on  a  five-cent  beer, 
take  anything.  Every  morning  after  looking  His  friends,  the  men  with  whom  he  had  worked, 
up  the  bosses  to  see  if  there  was  anything  for  chafiFed  him  at  first,  then  grew  a  bit  contempt- 
him,  he  would  go  to  where  some  building  was  ous.  It  hurt:  He  was  no  sponge.  He  had 
being  erected,  and  watch  the  men.  He  couldn't  always  paid  his  way,  and  he  wouldn't  take 
keep  away  from  the  work.  He  would  watch  drinks  when  he  couldn't  treat  in  return.  But 
them  running  along  the  girders,  jumping  from  now  he  had  to  think  of  his  dimes  and  it  was 
beam  to  beam,  climbing  about  on  the  iron  like  hard  work  for  him.  He  had  always  made 
flies.  Then  he  would  go  home  heart  sick.  good  money  and  spent  it  freely,  and  it  was  hard 
He  was  having  other  troubles  now,  too.  The  to  learn  to  economize,  especially  in  food,  be- 
Cameys  were  not  so  nice  to  him  as  they  used  to  cause  he  was  hungr}\  He  was  out  in  the  air  all 
be.  Nellie's  father  didn't  welcome  him  in  the  day  looking  for  work,  or  watching  the  men  at 
old  way,  and  there  were  no  invitations  from  work.  He  was  like  a  big  helpless  child  in  this 
Mrs.  Carney  to  take  a  bite  to  eat  with  them,  trouble.  He  only  knew  one  thing  to  do  and 
He  went  there  the  same,  but  the  mother  frowned  now  he  couldn't  do  that. .  He  used  to  sit  on  a 
when  he  asked  Nellie  to  take  a  walk  with  him,  block  of  stone  near  the  derricks  and  watch  the 
or  to  see  the  moving  pictures.  One  night  men  until  closing  time,  then  he  would  wander 
when  they  came  home,  the  old  people  were  around  the  streets,  or  sometimes  hang  around 
sitting  up  waiting  for  them.  They  had  evi-  the  corner  trying  to  see  Nellie.  He  would  go 
dently  been  talking  him  over  and  had  arrived  home  dead  tired,  more  tired  than  if  he  had 
at  some  decision.  The  father  said  to  him:  worked  his  eight  hours,  pushing  the  big  steel 
"Bill,  have  you  got  a  job?"  He  had  to  admit  frames  into  their  places.  This  was  a  new 
that  he  had  not.  "  When  will  you  have  one  ?  "  kind  of  tired,  that  the  night's  sleep  didn't  seem 
He  hoped  soon.     "But  that  ain't  enough.  You  to  relieve. 

was  a  good  workman  and  I  don't  see  what's  The  rent  was  again  asked  for.  The  woman 
come  over  you.  You're  gettin'  to  be  just  a  was  kindly  but  insistent.  She  was  poor  and 
bum.  How  much  of  your  money  you  got  needed  the  money.  If  he  couldn't  pay —  He 
left?"  Bill  said:  "It  ain't  none  of  your  busi-  understood  her  silence.  Yes,  he  knew  if  he 
ness  how  much  money  I  got  left.  I  can  couldn't  pay,  he  would  have  to  give  up  the 
always  earn  more. "  little  room,  then  where  would  he  go.  To  some 
"Yes,  it  is  our  business.  There  ain't  no  use  of  those  cheap  lodging-houses  on  the  Bowery? 
you're  comin'  here  to  see  Nellie.  She  can't  Perhaps  it  would  be  even  worse  than  that.  He 
wait  forever  for  you.  I  don't  see  no  chance  had  seen  men  sleeping  on  the  sidewalks  or  in 
that  you'll  ever  have  that  six  hundred  and  her  hallways.  No,  he  wouldn't  come  to  that,  he 
mother's  right  about  it.  You  must  have  it  simply  wouldn't.  But  if  he  could  just  get  one 
before  you  can  marry  her.  Nellie  ain't  strong  good  fill-up.  He  was  hungry.  Maloney's 
like  her  mother;  she  can't  do  as  we  did.  Now  bartender  had  threatened  to  throw  him  out  to- 
when  you've  got  a  job  and  can  show  that  you  day,  had  called  him  a  bum — and  he  was 
ain't  just  gettin'  to  be  a  loafer,  you  can  come  hungry.  He  really  didn't  believe  he  had  had 
around,  but  not  before.  D'ye  understand?"  a  square  meal  since  he  had  pawned  his  Sun- 
Yes,  he  understood,  but  turned  to  Nellie.  She  day  suit  of  clothes,  and  he  looked  around 
cried,  but  what  could  she  do  against  both  father  shamefacedly  at  the  thought.  That  had  been 
and  mother?  She  came  up  to  him  and  took  the  last  thing  to  him,  to  have  to  pawn  his 
him  by  the  coat,  looking  in  her  old  loving  way.  clothes  one  by  one.  It  seemed  then  nothing 
"  Go  back  to  your  job.  Bill,  and  show  'em  could  be  quite  as  tough  as  that,  but  if  he  had  to 
you  ain't  no  loafer.    I  believe  in  you.     Go  give  up  his  room 
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He  walked  along  with  his  head  down,  his  the  slipping  girder  swung  slowly  in  its  chain, 

feet  seeming  to  take  him  without  his  knowledge  He  bent  forward  toward  the  swinging  column, 

to  his  old  place  of  work.    He  couldn't  keep  tense,  strained,  waiting  for  a  chance  to  jump, 

away.    There  he  would  forget  the  trouble  It  came,  and  he  jumped  far  out  in  the  air  and 

weighing  so  heavily  on  his  mind,  as  he  would  caught  the  chain,  balanced  himself  on  the 

watch  the  men.    He  sat  down  on  a  block  of  girder,  then  slowly  and  carefully  bent  over  and 

stone,  and  searched  around  in  his  pocket  for  with  the  wrench  pounded  the  wooden  blocks 

the  little  bit  of  tobacco  that  he  allowed  himself,  home.    He  waited  until  the  links  ate  down  into 

John  had  a  new  "rough  neck"  with  him,  he  the  soft  pine,  then  signaled  for  them  to  go 

didn't  seem  to  know  his  business  very  well;  ahead.    When  it  came  to  its  place  he  swung 

and  look  at  the  way  Flannigan  caught  that  himself  off,  talked  to  the  men  a  minute,  then 

rivet.     Sure,  he  was  a  stiff.    He  must  'ave  been  went  to  the  ladders  and  came  down, 

out  last  night  with  the  boys.     First  thing  he  It  had  only  taken  a  few  moments,  but  in 

knew,  he'd  miss  it,  then  some  one  down  below  those  few  moments  Bill  Murphy  was  a  man 

would  have  a  red  hot  rivet  instead  of  a  head  on  again.     Casey  said  nothing  in  praise,  but  as 

his  shoulders.    Casey  had  a  new  derrick  man  Bill  turned  to  go  he  said: 

this  morning.    Who  was  he — ?  Yes,  he  had  "Better  come  around  to  work  to-morrow, 

been  with  the  gang  last  year,  but  he  was  fired  Bill. " 

for  carelessness.    It  was  funny  that  Casey  put  That  was  all.    Bill  stopped  and  looked  at 

him  on  this  job.    He  sat  there  idly  watching  the  him.    Come  around  to  work  again?    Just  a 

men,  criticising,  admiring,  seeing  himself  in  few  words  but  for  a  moment  Bill  choked.    Yes, 

imagination  running  along  those  stringers.  he  would.    If  he  could  go  up  there  for  John 

What  in — 1   What  in  the  world  was  the  Wall,  if  he  could  forget  his  fear  to  save  a 

matter  up  there!    Didn't  they  see  that  that  couple  of  men's  lives,  couldn't  he  do  it  for  him- 

beam'was  slipping  ?  What  were  they  doing —  ?  self — and  Nellie  ? 

John  Wall  and  his  partner  were  right  in  under  Bill  went  back  to  work.    He  took  the  old 

it  and familiar  tools  in  his  hands  and  felt  his  muscles 

"Hey  John! "  he  shouted.  swell  as  he  hauled  and  pulled  at  the  big  beams. 

He  ran  to  the  derrick  men  and  said:  It  was  good  to  work  again.    It  was  good  to  be 

"Your  blocks  *ave  slipped!    Don't  you  see  able  to  be  up  there  in  the  air  with  the  wind 

it  ?  Say,  for  God's  sake,  look  at  that  chain!"  blowing  and  know  you  could  again  do  a  man's 

The  men  stopped  the  machinery,  and  the  big  work.    His  old  confidence  in  himself  came 

girder  swung  in  the  chains,  slipping  a  little,  back.    He    liked    it,    this    work    that    took 

threatening,  just  showing  them  what  it  would  strength  and  brute  courage.    He  could  again 

do  in  a  moment.    It  swung  there  above  the  be  Big  Bill  Murphy  that  every  one  in  his  line 

heads  of  John  Wall  and  the  "rough  neck"  a  respected.    He  could  again  swagger  down  the 

huge  menacing  mass,  but  they  only  gave  it  a  street  with  his  girl  on  his  arm,  and  look  every 

slight  glance  as  they  were  working  hard  over  man  in  the  face  knowing  he  was  just  as  much 

their  own  girder  which  seemed  to  be  possessed  of  a  man  as  they  were.    He  would  go  to  Nellie, 

of  an  evil  spirit  this  morning  and  would  not  slip  they  would  begin  anew  the  saving  for  the 

into  place.     Casey  came  up  and  swore  and  home.    He  w^ould  go  to  her  to-night  and  the 

stamped  but  his  face  grew  white  as  he  watched  old  days  would  be  forgotten  in  the  new  ones 

the  huge  steel  beam  slowly  slipping — ^for  he  that  were  coming  to  them.    He  would  save 

knew  what  a  20-foot  girder  could  do  when  it  every  penny  and  put  by  at  least  half  his  salary 

once  slipped  from  its  chains.  every  week. 

Bill  watched  it  a  moment:  He  stood  on  a  girder  on  the  twelfth  floor 

"Send  me  up,  Casey.    I  see  what's  wrong,  looking  out  over  the  city,  glorying  in  his  re- 
Send  me  up. "  turned  manhood.     He  felt  the  wind  blowing 

He  grabbed  a  wrench,  went  over  to  another  in  his  face,  and  it  awakened  a  new  emotion  in 

derrick,  grasped  the  chains  and  was  hurriedly  him,  it  brought  a  something  that  he  could  not 

taken  to  the  top,  his  eyes  intently  watching  the  explain,  so  he  took  off  his  hat  and  looking  up 

slipping  girder.    He  jumped  from  the  chains,  into  the  sky  said: 

ran  the  length  of  the  intervening  girders,  leaped  "Well,  perhaps  God's  good  to  the  Irish 

from  beam  to  beam,  until  he  came  to  where  after  all." 


"  Well,  perbapi  God'l  good  to  tbe  Irnfa  aftei  «U  " 


Votes  for  Women 

By  W.  I.  THOMAS 

Author  of  "  Eggeniu,  tlie  Science  of  Breeding  Men,"  etc. 

Illustrated  with  Portraits 
■AHERE   is  a  well  known   bit  of   folk-    of  women  students  lo  the  capacity  of  its  dor- 


Molher  dear,  may  I  go  swim? 

Yes,  my  darling  daughter, 
Go  hang  your  rlothe?  on  a  hickory  limb, 

But  don't  go  near  ihe  water. 


rr\u 

I         song,  running,  milories,  and  Stanford   University  has   ar'oi- 

trarily  limited  the  number  to  five  hundred. 
There  was  formerly  a  prediction  that  the 
women  in  colleges  would  be  rendered  mas- 
culine by  the  men,  but  fear  is  now  expressed 
that  the  men  will  be  feminized  by  the  women. 
I  do  not  know  whether  this  was  written  by  a  The  average  class  standing  of  women  is  also 
primitive  suBragelte,  but  certainly  the  girl  in  slightly  belter  than  that  of  men,  perhaps  be- 
the  song  and  the  modern  woman  have  now  cause  they  are  more  conscientious  and  go  in 
reached  precisely  the  same  point  in  their  de-  less  for  sport,  and  I  believe  that  few  teachers 
velopment.  They  feel  prepared  for  activity  would  now  say  that  women  with  reasonable 
and  eager  to  enter  it,  and  they  are  encouraged  preparation  show  less  facility  than  men  in 
to  make  every  preparation  for  it,  but  when  it  obtaining  the  doctorate. 
comes  to  making  the  plunge  there  are  reserva-  Now  if  intelligence  and  civic  fitness  were 
tions  which  run  into  several  maxims  of  common  proportionate  to  amount  of  schooling  it  would 
sense  and  even  of  the  common  law.  be  a  good  plan  to  turn  the  government  over  to 

For  a  number  of  years  our  common  school    the  women,  for  there  have  been  more  girls  than 


system  has  been  giv- 
ing girls  the  same 
training  as  boys. 
Girls  form  about  56 
percent,  of  the  pupils 
enrolled  -in  all  our 
secondary  schools, 
and  more  girls  than 
boys  graduate  from 
our  high  schools.  All 
but  three  of  our  stale 
Universities  now  ad- 
mit women  on  equal 
terms  with  men.  In 
our  Colleges  and 
Universities  the  men 
still  greatly  outnum- 
ber the  women,  be- 
cause more  of  them 
are  looking  ahead  to 
that  larger  life  which 
is  still  inhospitable  to 
women,  but  at  least 
two  of  our  Universi- 
ties have  found  it 
necessary  to  set  a 
limit  to  the  admis- 
sion of  women. 
Northwestern  Univer- 
sity limits  the  number 


ad  of  Hull  HouK,  Chicago.  Min 
:ntlv  in  bvor  of  luffrige  Ind  hu 
rcen'l  efhnt  to  obuin  ic  in  IIU- 
ily  ihit  it  is  needed  lo  guird  the 
children,  pirticubrLy  in   induitiT 


boys  in  our  schools  for 
years,  and  the  hordes 
of  ignorant  immi- 
grants are  for  the 
most  part  men.  But 
civic  fitness  ia  not, 
of  course,  directly  pro- 
portionate to  school- 
ing, because  life  is 
more  than  the  schools. 
Still  there  are  situa- 
tions in  which  "des- 
pair itself-  is  mild," 
and  when  intelligent 
and  thoughtful  wom- 
en who  have  gone 
through  all  the  formal 
steps  in  (he  prepara- 
tion for  life  are  treated 
like  the  girl  in  the 
folk-song,  when  they 
view  our  horribly  bad 
social  conditions,  our 
dishonest  and  incom- 
petent political  ar- 
rangements, and  the 
exploitation  o  f  t  h  e 
working  woman,  with- 
out the  power  of  direct 
participation,  it  is  not 


Mil.   Harriet  Sanron   Blatch.   Prnident  o(  Che  Equal  Rev.    Anna    Howard    Shaw,    Pmiilent    of    the 

Suifiige  League  of  Sdf-Supponing  Women  )   daughter  National  American  Woman'.  Suifrage  AHotiation, 

of  Diubelli   Cidy  Sunlon.      Mn.   Blatch,  who  lived  i,   i    Methodix    tninucer,    and   an   able    ipokei 

in  England  in  her  early  life,  wu  finl  introdiKed  to  the 

.uffnge  movemnit  in  ihi.  country  by  her  mMher   at  ^^^     perfectly    right     ID    OUr    View     that     he 


would  never  reach  his  full  manhood  while 


Suffrage  Asaodacion  of  ijgo.     She  ii  a 
thoroughly  eduuled  woman  and  an  eicellent  tpeattei — 

one  of  the  mo«t  conitncing  women  in  the  active  work.  slave,  though  many  Ot  US  alsO  realize  that  We 

Mr«.  Blatch  particularly  advocate!  municipal  wffngi  committed  an  erfor  in  Conferring  on  him  the 
full  rights  of  manhood  before  he  had  passed 

surprising  that  they  feel  outraged.     Some  of  his  adolescence.     But  with  the  woman  the 

them,  indeed,  feel  their  degradation  so  keenly  case  is  different.     She  is  advanced  so  far  that 

that  they  can  with  difficulty  speak  of  it,  and  it  no  sort  of  further  restraint  is  favorable  to  her 

is  fortunate  that  they  do  not  imitate  the  course  development. 

which  is  said  to  be  adopted  by  the  orang-utan  It  is  alleged  by  men  that  there  is  a  large 
in  Borneo.  These  apes,  the  natives  say,  are  class  of  women  who  do  not  want  to  vote,  and 
really  men  who  went  to  live  in  the  forest,  and  this  is  true,  but  it  signifies  nothing  against  the 
abstain  from  speaking  in  order  to  avoid  paying  principle.  Many  animals  show  a  tendency  to 
taxes  and  meeting  other  human  responsibilities,  remain  quiet  so  long  as  they  are  well  kept,  and 
will  not  even  leave  the  cage  when  the  door  is 
The  Stock  Objtctiona  opened.  Certainly  the  negroes  of  Virginia 
did  not  greatly  desire  freedom  before  the  idea 
As  to  the  stock  objections  to  the  suffrage  of  was  developed  by  agitation  from  the  outside, 
women,  I  do  not  wish  here  to  give  them  any  and  many  of  them  resented  this  outside  in- 
extensive  attention.  They  are  mainly  of  a  sen-  terference.  "In  general,  in  the  whole  western 
timental  and  trivial  nature,  and  they  have  all  Sahara  district,  slaves  are  as  much  astonished 
been  disposed  of  by  the  women  themselves,  to  be  told  that  their  relation  to  their  owners  is 
and  by  the  experience  of  the  countries  where  wrong  and  that  they  ought  to  break  it  as  boys 
women  vote.  Actually  a  better  set  of  argu-  amongst  us  would  be  to  be  told  that  their  re- 
ments  could  be  put  up  to-day  for  the  reen-  lation  to  their  fathers  was  wrong  and  ought  to 
slavement  of  the  blacks  than  for  the  con-  be  broken."  And  it  is  reported  from  eastern 
tinued  disfranchisement  of  women.  The  black  Borneo  that  a  white  man  could  hire  no  natives 
was  positively  advanced  in  his  mental  and  for  wages.  "They  thought  it  degrading  to 
social  conditions  under  slaver}',  as  the  child  work  for  wages,  but  if  he  would  buy  them  they 
is  advanced  by  the  oversight  of  its  parents,  would  work  for  him."  This  is  also  the  psy- 
fuid  he  fell  back  after  his  emancipation.     We  chologyof  thewomanwhodoesnotwant  tovote. 
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the  control  of  those  who  do  make  politics  their 
business  by  those  who  do  not,"  and  that  they 
have  enough  intelligence  "to  decide  whether 
they  are  prof)erly  governed,  and  whom  they 
will  be  governed  by,"  Tliey  point  out  also 
that  already,  without  the  ballot,  they  are 
instructing  men  how  to  vote  and  teaching 
them  how  to  run  a  tity,  that  women  have  to 
journey  to  the  l^dature  at  every  session 
to  instruct  members  and  committees  at  legis- 
lative hearings,  and  that  it  is  absurd  that 
women  who  are  capable  of  instructing  men 
how  to  vote  diould  not  be  allowed  to  vote 
themselves. 

To  the  suggestion  thai  they  would  vote  like 
their  husbands  and  that  so  there  would  be  no 
change  in  the  pcditical  situation,  vomai  admit 
that  the)'  would  stMuetimes  vote  bice  their  hus- 
bands, because  their  fau^kands  sotDditnes  vote 
right,  but  ex-Chief  Justice  Fisber  of  W^ximing 
say^:  "When  the  Republicans  nominate  a 
bad  man  and  the  Democials  a  good  one,  the 
Republican  women  do  oat  besiiate  a  mtnnent 
to  "scratch"  the  bad  and  substitute  the  good. 
It  is  just  so  with  the  Democrats;  Hence  we 
Mi.  Mi,  G.  H.y,  9T^tm  of  the  Equ.i  Sui-  ^  j  ,^  mixture  of  officeholders. 

fragp  Lngue  of  New  Vott  City.      Mm  Hiy  n>  *^  a     .       t  i  i  a  j 

bom  in  indMim.  >nd  fci  y»r>  wii>  promirmi «  ■  I  have  Seen  the  cRects  Of  female  suffrage,  and, 
Ditionil  ocganiur.  Recently,  ihe  hit  devoted  her-  Instead  of  being  a  means  of  encouragement  to 
Kif  more  opeciiUy  to  ibe  wotk  in  Ne»  York  Oty  fraud  and  comiptlon,  it  tends  greatly  to  purify 
elections  and  to  promote  better  government." 
On  the  other  hand  the  women  who  want  to  Now  "scratching"  is  the  most  difficult  feature 
vote  claim  that  they  are  not  less  interested  than  of  the  art  of  voting,  and  if  women  have  mas- 
men  in  having  good  schools,  children  de-  tered  this  they  are  doing  very  well.  Fur- 
fended  against  a  stupid  pedagogy,  a  decent  thermore  the  English  suffragettes  have  com- 
tivingwage  to  all  before  the  luxuries  are  dipped  pletely  outgeneraled  the  professional  poli- 
into  too  freely  by  some,  good  sanitation,  and  ticians.  They  discovered  that  no  cause  can 
pure  food  for  children.  They  have  shown  get  recognition  in  politics  unless  it  is  brought  to 
that  our  schools,  our  charitable,  reform  and  the  attention,  and  that  John  Bull  in  particular 
penal  institutions,  our  cities  and  our  general  will  not  begin  to  pay  attention  "until  you 
government  are  run  on  "political  principles,"  stand  on  your  head  to  talk  to  him."  They  re- 
and  they  say  that  politics  is  the  only  field  in  gretled  to  do  this,  but  in  doing  it  they  secured 
which  "if  an  accountant  is  wanted,  a  dancer  the  attention  and  interest  of  all  England.  They 
gets  the  place. "  They  claim  that  the  moral  then  followed  a  relentless  policy  of  opposing 
side  of  life  is  particularly  congenial  to  women  the  election  of  any  candidate  of  the  party  in 
as  it  has  proven  particularly  uncongenial  to  the  power.  The  Liberal  men  had  been  playing 
men  who  have  made  politics  a  business,  that  withtheLiberal women, promisingsupportand 
the  "ancient  kindliness  which  sal  beside  the  then  laughing  the  matter  off.  But  they  are 
cradle  of  the  race"  has  been  put  out  of  business  now  reduced  to  an  appeal  to  the  maternal  in- 
by  business,  and  that  its  restoration  is  even  stinct  of  the  women.  They  say  it  is  unloving 
now  being  advocated  more  by  women  than  by  of  ihem  to  oppose  their  o^ti  kind.  Politics  is 
men.  a  poor  game,  but  this  is  politics. 

The  men  have  said  that  women  are  not  in-                                                                               . 
telligent  enough  to  vote,  but  the  women  have  Hew  Woman'a  Suffrage  Ha*  WorktJ 
replied  that  more  of  honesty  than  of  intelli- 
gence is  needed  in  politics  at  present,  and  that  Again  there  are  a  few  men  who  say  that 
women  certainly  do  not  represent  the  most  woman's  suffrage  has  not  worked  well  where  it 
ignorant    portion    of    the    population.     They  has  been  tried.     But  this  argument  is  scarcely 
claim  that  voting  is  a  relatively  simple  matter  honest.     Judge   Lindsey  of  Colorado,  where 
anyway,  that  political  freedom  "  is  nothing  but  woman's  suffrage  has  been  in  operation  twelve 


Votes  for  Women- 
years,  says:  "No  one  would  dare  propose  its 
repeal,  and  if  left  to  the  men  of  the  state  any 
proposition  to  revoke  the  right  bestowed  on 
women  would  be  overwhelmingly  defeated," 
Sir  Joseph  Ward,  Premier  of  New  Zealand, 
said: "  The  women  of  New  Zealand  secured  the 
franchise  by  a  majority  of  only  two  votes. 
Now  it  is  doubtful  if  in  the  whole  House  there 
would  be  two  members  to  oppose  it. "  There 
was  a  time  when  some  men  thought  that  uni- 
versal man  suffrage  would  result  in  an  earthly 
paradise,  and  that  without  delay,  but  "free- 
dom" itself  has  failed  in  this,  and  this  is  the 
only  sense  in  which  woman's  suffrage  has 
failed  where  it  has  been  tried.  Freedom  is  not 
a  panacea,  it  is  only  a  system' under  which  a 
society  can  work  to  better  advantage,  and  the 
universal  testimony  of  respwnsible  persons  is 
that  the  participation  of  women  in  civic  affairs 
has  made  for  the  moral  welfare  of  the  whole 
community.  It  Is  certain  also  that  where 
women  have  the  ballot  every  election  address 
is  recast  and  this  means  that  where  men  alone 
vote  all  of  the  interests  of  society  are  not  con- 
sidered, that  a  part  of  the  members  of  society 
are  ignored. 

But  will  not  the  mixing  of  women  in  public 
life  breed  discord  at  home  and  lead  to  race 
suicide?  To  this  the  women  have  replied  that 
they  will  be  in  a  better  position  to  look  after  the 
training  of  their  own  children  if  they  have  the 
vote,  and  also  to  make  possible  the  "right  to 
childhood"  for  children  of  less  fortunate 
mothers.  They  say  also  that  they  consider  an 
intelligent  appreciation  of  all  the  social  activi- 
ties and  a  participation  in  them  the  best  cure 
for  race-suicide,  and  they  add,  with  profound 
wisdom,  that  they  do  not  regard  "the  desire 
that  woman  should  take  her  share  in  the  duties 
and  labors  of  the  national  life  as  of  in  any  sense 
a  movement  of  the  sexes  against  each  other, 
but  rather  as  a  great  integrative  movement  of 
the  sexes  toward  each  other, "  And.  the  ex- 
perience of  the  countries  in  which  women  are 
voting  justi&es  this  latter  view. 

Findly  the  men  object  to  votes  for  women 
because  they  say  women  are  not  patriotic,  and 
can  not  fight  for  their  country.  And  to  this  the 
women  have  replied  that  patriotism  is  engen- 
dered by  activity,  that  there  is  too  much  fighting 
as  it  is,  that  motherhood  is  a  service  equivalent 
to  patriotism,  that  soldiers  and  sailors  do  not 
vote  anyway,  and  that  if  blood  counts  for  any- 
thing, more  blood  is  spilt  in  child-bearing  than 
in  war. 

On  the  whole  women  are  beginning  to 
realize  that  the  world  as  it  is  to-day.  and  the 
disparity  in  ability  between  men  and  women 
are  matters  of  man's  arrangement,  and  they 


-By  W.  I.  Thomas 


Mrt,  Cinie  Chapman  Catt,  from  1900  to  1904  Ptfsident 
of  (be  Niiional  American  Wamin'i  Suffnge  Anociitian. 
Mn.  Catt  luccecded  Sima  B.  Anthony  and  wii  tbe 
laner't  cbncc  ai  luccesior.  She  bi>  ju>t  been  re-elected 
Pteudenl  of  the  Intenntiosal  Woman'i  Suffrage  Alliance. 

feel  as  did  the  lion  in  LaFontaine's  fable,  who 
seeing  a  painting  in  which  a  man  was  holding  a 
hon  prostrate,  remarked,  "If  my peoplecould 
paint  they  would  show  you  a  very  different 

picture." 

Tha  Cmx  «/  tht  Opp«tition 

And  since  women  have  themselves  anni- 
hilated all  the  reasonable  objections  to  the 
equal  participation  of  the  two  sexes  in  civic 
life,  an  argument  for  woman's  suffrage  at  this 
point  would  be  like  a  "killing  of  the  dead." 
Still  the  hard  fact  remains  that  the  opposition 
persists,  and  it  will  be  of  some  interest  to  ex- 
amine the  cause  of  this,  though  the  explanation 
is  indeed  diiiicuh.  In  no  society  has  life  ever 
been  completely  controlled  by  the  reason,  but 
mainly  by  the  instincts  and  the  habits  and 
customs  growing  out  of  these.  Speaking  in  a 
general  way,  it  may  be  said  that  all  conduct 
both  of  men  and  animals  tends  to  be  right 
rather  than  wrong.  They  do  not  know  why 
they  behave  in  such  and  such  ways,  but  their 
ancestors  behaved  in  those  ways  and  survival 
is  the  guarantee  ihat  the  behavior  was  good. 
We  must  admit  that  within  the  scope  of  their 
life  the  animals  behave  with  almost  unerring 
propriety.    Their  behavior  is  simple  and  un- 
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Mn.  Chrenec  Mxkav.  Proniait  of  (he 
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varying,  but  they  make  fewer  mistakes  than 
ourselves.  The  difficulty  in  their  condition  is 
that  having  little  power  of  changing  their  be- 
havior they  have  little  chance  of  improvement. 
Now  in  human  societies,  and  already  among 
gregarious  animals,  one  of  the  main  conditions 
of  survival  was  common  sentiment  and  be- 
havior. So  long  as  defense  of  life  and  preying 
on  outsiders  were  main  concerns  of  society, 
unanimity  and  conformity  had  the  same 
value  which  still  attaches  to  military  dis- 
cipline in  warfare  and  to  team  work  in  our 
sports.  Morality  therefore  became  identified 
with  uniformity.  It  was  actually  belter  to 
work  upon  some  system,  however  bad,  than  to 
work  on  none  at  all,  and  early  society  had  no 
place  for  the  dissenter.  Changes  did  take 
place,  for  man  had  the  power  of  communicat- 
ing bis  experiences  through  speech  and  the 
same  power  of  immitation  which  we  show  in 
the  adoption  of  fashions,  but  these  changes 
took  place  with  almost  imperceptible  slowness, 
or,  if  they  did  not,  those  who  proposed  them 
were  considered  sinners  and  punished  with 
death  or  obloquy. 

And  it  has  never  made  any  difference  how 
bad  the  existing  order  of  things  might  be. 
Those  who  attempted  to  reform  it  were  always 
viewed  with  suspicion.  Consequently  our 
practices  usually  run  some  decades  or  centuries 
behind  our  theories,  and  history  is  even  full  of 
cases  where  the  theory  was  thoroughly  dead 
from  the  standpoint  of  reason  before  it  began 
to  do  its  work  in  society,  A  determined  atti- 
tude of  resistance  to  change  may  therefore  be 
(Massed  almost  with  the  instincts,  for  it  is  not  a 
response  to  the  reason  alone,  but  is  very  power- 
fully bound  up  with  the  emotions  which 
have  their  seal  in  the  spinal  cord. 

TIm   Wotid  Loath  to  Acempt  Ntia  Uaai 

It  is  true  that  this  adhesion  to  custom  is 
more  absolute  and  astonishing  in  the  lower 
races  and  in  the  more  uneducated  classes,  but 
it  would  be  difhcuh  to  point  out  a  single  case  in 
history  where  a  new  doctrine  has  not  been  met 
with  bitter  resistance.  We  justly  regard 
learning  and  freedom  of  thought  and  investi- 
gation as  precious,  and  we  popularly  think  of 
Luther  and  the  Reformation  as  standing  at  the 
beginning  of  the  movement  toward  these,  but 
Luther  himself  had  no  faith  in  "the  light  of 
reason"  and  he  hated  the  "new  learning"  of 
Erasmus  and  Hutten  as  heartily  as  any  papal 
dogmatist.  To  the  end  of  his  lite  he  held  that 
"reason  was  the  devil's  bride,  rationalism  a 
beautiful  prostitute  .  .  .  who  must  be 
trampled  under  foot  with  all  her  wisdom,  who 
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must  be  put  to  death,  who  must  have  dirt  ecclesiastics  so  essential  to  salvation  that  any- 
thrown  in  her  face  to  make  her  repulsive  look-  one  who  failed  to  receive  this  rite,  no  matter 
ing.  **  These  are  his  own  words.  Luther's  why,  was  condemned  to  eternal  punishment  in 
revolt  was  merely  against  the  mercenary  prac-  hell  fire.  St.  Fulgentius  condemned  to  "  ever- 
tices  of  the  Church  and  what  he  considered  to  lasting  punishment  in  eternal  fire"  even  child- 
be  her  perversions  of  the  older  doctrines.  He  ren  who  died  in  their  mother's  womb,  and  I 
did,  indeed,  believe  in  schools,  to  prepare  the  have  seen  an  old  sermon  in  which  the  divine  de- 
priests  to  read  and  interpret  the  Bible  and  the  clared  that  there  were  "  infants  crawling  on  the 
Fathers,  but  he  hated  the  scientific  spirit  of  the  floor  of  hell,  not  a  span  long. "  It  would  seem 
Universities.  Among  all  the  great  moral  that  the  human  mind  would  be  revolted  by  such 
teachers,  Confudus  was  perhaps  the  most  a  picture,  but  it  was  not.  St.  Thomas  Aquinas 
worldly-wise,  for  he  consistently  denied  that  even  urged  that  a  perfect  sight  of  the  tortures  of 
his  teachings  were  new,  attributing  them  to  the  damned  is  granted  to  the  saints  in  heaven 
'the  andents"  even  when  he  had  no  other  that  they  may  "enjoy  their  beatitude  and  the 
ground  than  expediency  to  do  so.  grace  of  God  more  richly, "  and  so  late  as  our 

We  are  ourselves  just  at  the  dose  of  a  great  Puritan  fathers  we  were  told  that  "  the  sight  of 

movement  in  thought  which  has  called  out  as  hell  torments  will  exalt  the  happiness  of  the 

much  bitterness  as  almost  any  in  history — the  saints  forever. "     In  the  seventeenth  century 

teaching  of  an  evolutionary  view  of  the  world.  Scotch  dergymen  taught  their  congregations  not 

This  view,  conspicuously  assodated  with  the  only  that  it  was  sinful  to  walk  about  for  pleasure 

publication  of  Darwin's  Origin  of  Species  in  on  Sunday,  but  that  it  was  sinful  to  save  a  vessel 

1859,  has  now  revolutionized  every  department  in  shipwreck  on  that  day,  and  a  proof  of  sound 

of  sdence  and  almost  every  department  of  life  religion  to  allow  the  ship  and  crew  to  perish, 

from  our  literature  down  to  our  milk  and  our  But  I  do  not  wish  to  push  this  painful  line  of 

plumbing,  and  it  is  even  slowly  working  down  thought  further.    These  views  afford  an  ex- 

to  the  level  of  our  legal  procedure,  but  it  has  treme  instance  of  the  force  of  "  use  and  wont. " 

caused  many  a  good  churchman  to  reinvoke  the  When  a  curse  is  once  laid  on  a  question  it  is 

inquisition.  lifted   with   difficulty   and   it   requires   time. 

We  are  even  forr^  to  realize  that  the  law  of  Reason  may  "  cry  aloud  in  the  streets, "  but  the 

habituation  continues  to  do  its  perfect  work  in  practice  dies  hard.     It  is  a  safe  general  propo- 

a  strangely  resentful  or  apathetir  manner  even  sition  that  any  conduct  widely  at  variance  with 

when  there  is  no  moral  issue  at  stake.    Until  established  custom  will  at  first  be  regarded  as 

about  1825  the  word  "balcony"  was  regularly  immoral,  immodest  or  at  least  unbecoming, 

pronounced  with  the  accent  on  the  second  Even  our  fashions  of  dress  which  in  their  rapid 

syllable.     Swift  used  the  word  as  it  is  now  rotation  seem  to  be  a  striking  exception,  are  not 

pronounced  one  time,  "which,"  said  Samuel  so.     They  are  dictated  by  a  powerful  though 

Rogers,  "makes  me  sick."    And  the  reader  obscure  authority,  they  vary  within  narrow 

will  search  in  vain  for  a  justification  of  the  limits  in  any  country,  they  are  followed  by 

acute  displeasure  he  feels  in  mispronounced  masses  of  people  simultaneously,  and  not  to 

names.     Up  to  the  year  18 16  the  best  device  conform  to  them  has  its  penalties.     I  have 

for  the  application  of  electricity  to  telegraphy  been  much  reproached  for  writing  a  paper  on 

had  involved  a  separate  wire  for  each  letter  of  the  "Adventitious  Character  of  Woman,"  but 

the  alphabet,  but  in  that  year  Francis  Ronalds  if  the  women  who  have  expressed  their  dislike 

constructed  a  successful  line  making  use  of  a  of  this  paper  are  indined  to  take  the  matter  up 

single  wire.     Realizing  the  importance  of  his  they  can  write  a  more  offensive  one  and  one 

invention  he  attempted  to  get  the  British  gov-  quite  as  just,  on  the  "  Habitudinal  Character  of 

emment  to  take  it  up,  but  was  informed  that  Man." 

"telegraphs  of  any  kind  are  now  wholly  un-  In  early  society  one  of  the  results  of  the 

necessary,  and  no  other  than  the  one  in  use  will  laying  of  the  heavy  hand  of  the  "  tyrant  cus- 

be  adopted."  tom"  on  the  minds  of  men  was  a  system  of 

arbitrary  taboos.     Certain  foods  could  not  be 

Menial  Pmrvermona  of  the  PoMi  touched,  certain  objects  could  not  be  looked 

upon,  certain  names  could  not  be  called.  And 

But  it  is  when  the  ordinary  custom  is  rein-  the  penalty  for  violation  of  the  taboo  was 

forced  by  authority  from  above,  purporting  to  death.     In  historical  times  the  church  was  the 

teach  by  inspiration  from  God,  that  doctrines  most  favorable  location  for  the  development  of 

and  practices  take  on  their  most  absolute  and  taboos.     The  Sabbath,  to  which  I  have  just 

distressing  form.     There  was  a  time  in  the  his-  alluded,  was  a  day  on  which   all  activities 

tory  of  the  church  when  baptism  seemed  to  except  worship  and  "works  of  necessity  and 
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mercy"  were  taboo.  The  established  church  incide,  and  Socrates  was  given  the  hemlock 
was  itself  a  taboo  object.  To  breathe  a  word  for  inquiring  "too  deeply." 
against  it  was  blasphemy.  In  England  in  the  I  have  alluded  thus  to  the  morbid  aspect  of 
reignof  Henry  VIII.  a  boy  was  burned  because  sex,  not  because  I  consider  this  its  most  im- 
he  had  spoken  "much  after  the  fashion  of  a  portant  side,  for  it  is  not,  but — as  an  indication 
parrot  some  idle  words  affecting  the  sacra-  of  one  of  the  deepest  reasons  for  the  inhos- 
ment  of  the  altar,  which  he  had  chanced  to  pitable  attitude  of  society  to  the  question  of 
hear,  but  of  which  he  could  not  have  under-  woman's  sufiFrage.  It  would  perhaps  have  been 
stood  the  meaning, "  and  all  the  heretic-  sufficient  to  allude  to  the  fact  that  most  parents 
hunting  of  the  inquisitional  period  was  in  con-  can  with  difficulty  or  not  at  all  bring  them- 
sequence  of  violation  of  church  taboo.  For-  selves  to  the  point  of  speaking  ev6li'once  in 
tunately  science  has  lifted  this  taboo,  but  sex  their  lives  to  their  children  on  some  of  the 
and  marriage  have  also  for  a  long  time  been  most  important  laws  of  physical  life.  When  a 
taboo  questions,  and  from  them  the  taboo  is  whole  situation  is  thus  under  taboo  any  move- 
not  completely  lifted.  ment  within  that  situation  is  to  some  extent  an 

The  whole  fact  of  sex  is  indeed  outlawed,  outlawed  movement, 

except  from  a  very  limited  and  periphrastic  It  is  custom,   therefore,  not  reason,  that 

standpoint.     The  superficial  aspects  of  it  may  women  have  had  to  face  first  of  all  in  their 

be  treated  comically  and  are  so  treated  freely,  fight  for  the  ballot.     But  another  powerful 

but  when  you  go  deeper  you  strike  the  taboo  and  more  reasonable  cause  for  the  opposition 

layer.     And  yet  sex  is  the  greatest  fact  in  the  to  woman  in  this  connection  lies  in  the  fact  that 

economy  of  nature,  with  the  sole  exception  of  she  was  as  a  class  reduced  at  one  time  to  a 

food.    Not  many  years  ago  a  British  scientist  position  of  ornamental  inactivity,  where  her 

published  the  best  and  the  only  considerable  chief  charm  consisted  in  complete  and  ductile 

work  in  the  English  language  on  certain  ab-  submission  to  the  will  of  man,  and  that  she 

normal  sexual  conditions.     It  was  a  good  work,  herself  accepted  this  condition  as  an  ideal  one. 

seriously  and,  I  think,  even  solemnly  under-  I  will  not  here  rehearse  the  movement  by 

taken.     And  it  was  work  of  inestimable  im-  which    this   condition    was    brought    about, 

portance  to  society  and  to  parents.     It  might  But  I  wish  to  notice  the  actual  opinion  in 

prevent  the  total  ruin  of  anybody's  boy  or  girl,  which  woman  was   held,  and  in  which  she 

It  was  not  a  work  which  should  be  freely  cir-  held    herself,  about   100  or    150  years  ago. 

culated,  and  it  was  not  designed  for  free  circu-  This  will  give  us  a  ground  for  judging  what 

lation.     But     it    contained     materials    with  the    woman's   movement    has    had    to   con- 

which  every  physician  should  be  acquainted,  tend  with,  and  whether  it  has  made  any  real 

and  the  knowledge  of  which  is  rapidly  modi-  progress, 
fying    criminal    legal    procedure  —  materials 

indeed,  which  the  Juvenile  Court  Committee  Old  Time  Adoicm  to  Women 
of  Chicago,  composed  in  part  of  women,  has 

found  it  necessary  to  employ  a  psychiatrist  to  In  this  connection  there  is  a  considerable 
interpret.  And  yet  the  publishers  were  fined  mass  of  literature,  dating  from  the  end  of  the 
and  the  sale  of  the  book  was  prohibited.  I  eighteenth  and  beginning  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
have  myself  heard  an  American  scientist  turies,  addressed  by  women,  ministers  and  even 
whose  daily  life  consisted  in  the  attempt  bachelors  to  the  "female  sex,"  advising  them 
to  produce  artificially  a  drop  of  living  pro-  how  to  deport  themselves  in  order  to  be  and 
toplasm,  commenting  on  the  effort  of  another  seem  proper  ladies.  And  anyone  turning  over 
scientist  to  get  an  appropriation  of  money  these  pages  will  find  both  instruction  and 
from  the  national  government  for  the  study  astonishment.  I  have  before  me  one  of  these 
of  sexual  abnormality  and  hygiene,  call  the  books,  A  Guide  to  Matrimonial  Happiness,  in 
latter  "insane."  I  do  not  say  that  the  pro-  a  Series  of  Letters  Written  by  a  Lady  of  Dis- 
poser of  this  scheme  was  a  wise  or  discreet  tinction  to  her  Relation  Shortly  after  her  Mar- 
man.  I  do  not  know.  But  if  he  was  insane,  riage^  (London,  1821),  and  I  quote  some  of  the 
he  was  so  only  in  that  large  sense  in  which  we  advice  of  this  "distinguished  lady"  to  her 
may  call  any  man  insane  whose  consciousness  young  relative:  * 
does  not  at  all  points  overlap  that  of  the  public. 

"It   is  a  mad  world,  my  masters,"  a  world  The  most  perfect  and  implicit  faith  in  the  super- 

where  the  insanity  of  one  period  of  history  iority  of  a  husband's  judgment,  and  the  most  absolute 

becomes  the  sound  common  sense  and  rational  obedience  to  his  desires,  is  not  only  the  conduct  that 

,.         -         ^,                    ^.            ^1    .  ^  will  msure  the  greatest  success,  but  will  give  the  most 

policy  of  another  generation.     Christ  was  exe-  entire  satisfaction.    It  will  take  from  you  a  thousand 

cuted  because  his  mind  did  not  completely  co-  cares,   which   would    have    answered    no   purpose; 
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it  will  relieve  you  from  a  weight  of  thought  that  is  a  sort  of  "beautifier"  which  will  render  their 

would  be  very  painful,  and  in  no  way  profitable,  charms  more  lively  to  men.     "Never,"  he  says, 

:    '    '  I'^  t»^i?rS  "'^''"'  '"^  ^'^^'''^'  "" '"'"  "perhaps  does  a  fine  woman  strike  more  deeply 

ture,  and  m  the  law  of  God.  J^         ^  j    •  ^        •  «     .• 

than  when  composed  mto  pious  recollection 

But  the  writer  does  not  stop  with  generali-  •     •.    •  J^^,  assumes  without  knowing  it  su- 

ties.    In  a  chapter  which  might  be  headed,  prior  dignity  and  new  graces;  so  that  the 

"On  a  Method  and  Technique  for  the  Aban-  beauties  of  hohness  seem  to  radiate   about 

donment  of  Personality,"  she  says:  *^^5^"  .1,1  j    .      nr 

Of  course  the  law  has  no  remedy  to  oner, 

I  have  told  you  how  you  may,  and  how  people  who  for  the  law  is  nothing  if  not  behind-hand.     It 

are  married  do,  get  a  likeness  of  countenance;  and  in  merely  provided  the  formal  measures  by  which 

that  I  have  done  it.    You  will  imderstand  me,  that  women  could  be  repressed  and  exploited.     In 

by  often  looking  at  your  husband's  face,  by  smiling  on  England  before  1870  "  a  man  who  had  aban- 

the  occasions  on  which  he  does,  by  frownmg  on  those  ^    ^  ,  ,  .       ..         j  1  r-.  i.  -j  j  *  -* 

things  which  make  him  frown,  and  by  viewing  all  doned  his  wife  and  left  her  unaided  to  support 

things  in  the  light  in  which  you  perceive  he  does,  you  his  family  might  at  any  time  return  to  appro- 
will  acquire  that  likeness  of  countenance  which  it  is  an  priate  her  earnings  and  to  sell  everything  she 
honor  to  possess,  because  it  is  a  testimony  of  love.  ^^  acquired,  and  he  might  again  and  again 
.     .     .     Vifhen  your  temper  and  your  thoughts  are  .  _  7  »  .  j     ^'.  •  *.   *l 

formed  upon  those  of  your  husband,  according  to  the  desert  her  and  again  and  again  repeat  the 

plan  which  I  have  laid  down,  you  will  perceive  that  process  of  spoliation."     In   1790  an  English 

you  have  no  will,  no  pleasure,  but  what  is  also  his.  writer  explained  that  people  unfit  for  the 
This  is  the  character  the  wife  of  prudence  would  be  franchise  were  those  who  "lie  under 

apt  to  assume;  she  would  make  herself  the  mirror,  to  ■'  .  .  j    i_       r  ^ 

show,  unaltered,  and  without  aggravation,  diminution,  natural  incapacities  and  therefore  cannot  exer- 

or  distortion,  the  thoughts,  the  sentiments,  and  the  cise  a  sound  discretion,  or  [who  are]  so  much 

resolutions  of  her  husband.    She  would  have  no  par-  under  the  influence  of  Others  that  they  cannot 

able  to  his  own  judgment.    .    .    .    I  would  have  her  didates.     Of  the  former  descnption  are  women, 

judgment  seem  the  reflecting  mirror  to  his  determina-  infants,  idiotS,  lunatics;  of  the  latter,  persons 

tion;  and  her  form  the  shadow  of  his  body,  conforming  receiving  alms  and  revenue  officers." 
moliments'^''"''^  positions,  and  following  it  in  all  its        ^^^^  medicine  had  its  fling  at  women.     In 

a  medical  treatise  of  this  period  we  read:  "In 

On  the  topic  of  conversation  she  says:  this  book,  I  propose,  with  God's  help,  to  con- 
sider diseases  peculiar  to  women,  and  since 

I  would  not  have  you  silent;  nay  when  trifles  are  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^^     ^^   poisonous  crea- 

the  subject,  talk  as  much  as  anv  of  them;  but  dis-  ^  t    u   n  xi_  j  ^    !l       ^    r  ^u    u-^ 

tinguish  when  the  discourse  turns'  upon  things  of  im-  tures,  I  shall  then  proceed  to  treat  of  the  bites 

portance.  of  venomous  beasts."    And  art  could  not  have 

worked  so  industriously  and  cleverly  to  keep 

Along  with  the  teaching  that  women  should  the  woman  question  in  the  region  of  the  senses 
have  gentle  spirits,  went,  of  course,  the  teach-  if  it  had  been  subsidized  to  do  it.  Much  of 
ing  that  they  should  have  gentle  bodies.  Tennyson's  poetry  would  seem  to  be  the  sen- 
" Women,"  says  a  female  writer  early  in  the  timents  of  the  "distinguished  lady"  I  have 
last  century,  "are  something  like  children —  quoted,  turned  into  verse, 
the  more  they  show  the  need  of  support  the  The  perfect  work  of  all  this  teaching  was 
more  engaging  they  are.  In  everything  that  the  traditional  old  maid.  The  woman  who 
women  attempt  they  should  show  their  con-  was  married  had  at  least  the  will  of  another 
sciousness  of  dependence."  Dr.  Gregory,  in  instead  of  her  own.  But  the  woman  who 
a  book  published  before  1800,  entitled  "  A  reached  and  passed  maturity  without  marriage 
Legacy  to  my  Daughters,"  advises  girls  that  and  the  will  of  a  man  to  depend  on  had  no  na- 
if nature  has  given  them  a  robust  physique  tural  or  recognized  place  in  society.  Aristotle 
they  should  take  care  to  dissemble  it.  has  said  that  the  individual  who  is  not  a  mem- 
ber of  society  is  either  a  god  or  a  brute.  But 
HobHU  to  Wommn  in  the  Past  this  is  not  correct,  for  the  gods  and  brutes  are 

members  of  societies.    Such  a  person  is  really 

The  Christian  church  also  has  constantly  a  monster,  and  such  a  person  was  the  old 

insisted  on  the  submission  of  woman  to  the  maid.    And  since  the  populace  is  naturally 

will  of  man,  and  we  came  almost  to  accept  the  inclined  to  be  cruel  to  monstrosities  she  was 

"  honor  and  obey  "  of  the  ceremony  of  marriage  the  object  of  all  the  hilarity  provoked  by  the 

as  a  part  of  natural  law,  but  we  are  confounded  hunchback,  the  insane,  and  idiotic,  and  other 

when  James  Fordyce  in  his  sermons  addressed  abnormalities  of  those  ruder  times, 
to  women,  advances  the  view  that  "holiness"       To  most  of  us  the  sentiments  and  practices 
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I  have  just  outlined  seem  incredible  or  pa-  two  hours,  or  a  p'X)portional  part  of  that  time 

thetic,  and  I  believe  that  even  Punch  could  be  devoted  to  the  .instruction  of  females — as 

use  them  for  comic  purposes.     But  •!  would  they  are  a  tender  and  interesting  branch  of 

undertake  to  find  for  you  to-day  women  who  the  community,  but  have  been  much  neglected 

seriously    cherish    similar    sentiments.      As  in  the  public  schools  of  this  town."     Other 

Michelet  said  of  the  church  ascetics,  "they  towns  had  taken  similar  action.  Nathan  Hale, 

are  of  those  who  have  learned  to  conserve  life  writing  from  New  London,  Connecticut,  says 

in  a  system  of  death."    Is  it  not  a  blessing  in  1774:  "I  have  kept  during  the  summer,  a 

that  "acquired  character^"  ar«  not  inherited,  morning  school  between  the  hours  of  5  and  7, 

and  that  the  daughters  of  these  unfortunate  of  about  twenty  young  ladies,"  and  Medford 

women  have  a  chance  to  lead  their  lives  with  voted  in  1766  that,  "the  committee  have  power 

as  much  health  and  freedom  and  mind  as  if  to  agree  with  the  school  master  to  instruct 

they  had  never  had  mothers!  girls  two  hours  in  a  day  after  the  hoys  are 

dismissed^'    Up  to  the  beginning  of  the  19th 

The  Early  Education  of  Women  century  boys  and  girls  were  rarely  in  school 

together.     A     memorandum     of     Benjamin 

Woman  had  thus  at  one  time  sunk  very  low  Mudge  reads:  "In  all  my  school  days  which 
in  the  scale  of  rationality,  and  when  she  raised  ended  in  180 1  I  never  saw  but  three  females  in 
her  voice  for  suffrage  it  was  indeed  a  voice  public  schools  in  my  life,  and  they  were  only 
from  the  depths.     But  for  all  this,  and  in  fact  in  the  afternoon  to  learn  to  write."    And  the 
because  of  it,  her  progress  in  the  past  century  American  woman  of  the   i8th  century  who 
has  been  so  rapid  that  I  know  of  nothing  with  could  write  was  the  exception,  as  is  shown  by 
which  to  compare  it  except  the  progress  of  the  fact  that  not  more  than  one  fourth  of  the 
science  itself.     To  substantiate  this  impression  women  who  had  occasion  to  sign  legal  docu- 
it  is  only  necessary  to  recall  the  earlier  part  ments  could  do  so  except  by  "making  their 
of  this  paper  where  I  alluded  to  the  remark-  mark." 
able  position  woman  occupies  in  the  educa- 
tional  world    at   present,    and   compare   this  Woman  at  the  Zero  Point 
with  her  treatment  in  the  schools  of  early 
New  England.  When  we  consider  then  that  woman  started 

Our  Puritan  ancestors  were  very  sincere  at  the  zero  point  in  this  country  a  hundred 
and  very  energetic  in  their  determination  to  years  ago,  with  custom  and  her  own  sentiments 
have  everything  right  in  their  new  society,  and  squarely  against  her  and  that  her  admission 
their  efforts  to  establish  schools  and  to  secure  to  the  colleges  designed  for  men  was  con- 
suitable  teachers  under  discouraging  condi-  tested  more  stubbornly  than  her  original  ad- 
tions  form  a  remarkable  chapter.  But  they  mission  to  the  primary  school  had  been,  we 
did  not  admit  girls.  They  thought,  of  course,  must  admit  that  her  rise  in  the  educational 
as  many  still  think,  that  the  home  was  the  world  is  a  brilliant  feat.  It  certainly  has  for- 
only  proper  place  and  sphere  for  women,  and  ever  disposed  of  the  argument  that  she  is 
they  thought  also  that  the  mind  of  woman  was  unable. 

neither  worth  cultivating  nor  capable  of  learn-  But  while  the  education  of  woman  since  the 

ing.     Still  the  question  of  the  schooling  of  iSth  century  has  done  more  than  anything 

girls  must  have  been  raised,  for  in  1684  we  else  to  restore  to  her  her  personality  and  to 

find  a  ruling  on  the  admission  of  girls  to  the  render  absurd  the  position  of  those  who  deny 

Hopkins    School    of    New    Haven,    reading,  her  right  to  become  a  member  of  the  state,  it 

" .     .     .     and  all  the  girls  be  excluded  as  im-  would  be  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  the  schools 

proper  and  inconsistent  with  such  a  grammar  have  ever  had  any  policy  of  promoting  woman's 

school  as  ye  law  injoins  and  as  in  the  Designs  rights.     Even  Oberlin  College  which  took  so 

of  this  settlement."    But,  certain  small  girls  advanced  a  stand  on  both  the  woman  question 

whose  manners  seem  to  have  been  neglected  and  the  negro  question,  never  conceded  to 

and  who  had  the  natural  curiosity  of  their  sex,  women  the  political  rights  which  it  advocated 

,sat  on  the  school- house  steps  and  heard  the  so  warmly  for  the  negro.     One  of  its  presidents 

boys  recite,  or  learned  to  read  and  construe  even  took  pains  to  disclaim  that  Oberlin  had 

sentences  from  their  brothers  at  home,  and  any  responsibility  for  the  behavior  of  certain 

were  occasionally  admitted  to  school.  women  who  had  left  its  halls  and  were  advo- 

It  took  the  Puritan  mind  about  a  century  eating  woman's  rights  and  to  "avow  a  radical 

to  awaken  to  any  interest  in  the  education  of  dissent  from  their  views "  while  expressing  an 

giris.     Gloucester  manifested  some  feeling  on  admiration  for  their  "earnest  but  mistaken 

the  subject  when  it  resolved  in  1790,  "That  philanthropy." 
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I  have  thus  singled  out  Oberlin  for  special  among  the  boys  of  New  England,  and  in  1853 

mention  because  it  has  the  distinction  of  being  Miss  Anthony  stood  for  half  an  hour  in  a 

the  first  fully  coeducational  institution  of  col-  Teachers*  Convention  in  Rochester,  New  York, 

legiate  rank  in  the  world.     From  its  foundation  two-thirds  of  the  members  being  w^omen,  while 

in  1833  it  has  admitted  men  and  women  on  the  men  debated  the  question  whether  she 

equal  terms,  and  in  its  first  circular  it  an-  should    be    heard.     It    was    decided   by   a 

nounced  as  one  of  its  "prominent  objects"  small   majority  that  a  woman  had  the  right  to 

"elevation  of  female  character  by  bringing  address  an   educational  meeting  on  an  edu- 

within  the  reach  of  the  misjudged  and  neg-  cational  subject.     And  it  was  not  until  1893 

lected  sex  all  the  instructive  privileges  which  that  Miss    Anthony    could     announce    that 

have  hitherto  unreasonably  distinguished  the  "the    general    government    had    discovered 

leading  sex  from  theirs."    This  formal  repu-  woman." 
diation   of   woman's   political   aspirations   is 

therefore  curiously  interesting.     It  seems  on  Woman  Suffrage  Virtualfy  Accepted 
the  whole  that  the  negro  and  the  "child  widow 

of  India"  have  been  quite  the  best  stimulants  I  think  the  case  for  woman's  suffrage  may 

to  our  reform   sentiments.     They   have  the  be  regarded  as  virtually  decided.     We  respond 

picturesqueness  of  remoteness  and  they  do  not  to  reason  slowly,  but  we  are  finally  amenable 

interfere  with  our  local  and  personal  and  set-  to  it.    The  movement  has  developed  many 

tied  habits  of  life.  brilliant  leaders  who  have  taught  women  to 

No,  while  every  force  in  Christendom,  organ-  organize  and  agitate,  and  the  question  is  now 

ized  and  unorganized,  has  operated  to  deprive  in  the  condition  where  ways  and  means  are 

woman  of  her  personality,  I  cannot  discover  beginning  to  be  discussed   rather  than  the 

that  any  set  of  forces  outside  herself  has  con-  general  principle.    But  there  still  remains  one 

sciously  assisted  her  in  her  struggle  to  become  weak  point  in  the  case.     I  think  that  the  rank 

a  citizen.     She  has  fought  it  out  mainly  alone,  and  file  of  women  are  still  afraid  of  life  in 

assisted  by  John  Stuart  Mill  and  the  lapse  general.     Traces  of  the  strong  infusion  of  the 

of  time.     In  1791   Olympe  de  Georges,  the  i8th  century  doctrine  of  subjection  remain 

first  of  the  f^ministes,  said  in  a  pamphlet:  in  the  systems  of  most  of  them,  and  they  still 

"Woman  has  the  right  to  mount  the  scaffold,  view  education  as  an  "accomplishment."    At 

She  ought  equally  to  have  access  to  the  ballot-  one  time  we  cherished  the  belief  that  education 

box."    She  was  guillotined  in  1793.     Mary  and  the  ballot  were  ends  in  themselves,  or  we 

Wollstonecraft's  powerful  Vindication  of  the  came  near  doing  so,  but  we  now  recognize  that 

Rights  of  Woman  was  even  more  untimely  and  they  are  only  tools.  The  real  affair  is  life,  particu- 

shocking  than  Darwin's  theory  of  the  descent  larly  as  it  has  arranged  itself,  and  is  destined 

of  man.     In   1840  women  from  the  United  to  arrange  itself,  in  various  sets  of  occupa- 

States,  accredited  as  delegates  to  the  Anti-  tional  activities.     If  woman  should  obtain  the 

Slavery 'Convention  in  London,  were  refused  ballot  without  at  the  same  time  pushing  out 

recognition.     For    many    years    "Susan    B.  into  this  world  she  would  still  not  be  in  a 

Anthony"  was  a  mild  form  of  "swear- word"  normal  position  in  society,  nor  a  proper  person. 

[Professor  Thomas  will  contribute  "Women  and  their  Occupatione"  to  an  early  number  of  this  n>agazinc.] 
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(G.  G..  New  London,  to  E.  R..  mt  Home.  Summer)  it  that  in  those  fcw  days  I  should  have  suc- 
ceeded in  leaving  a  scratch  upon  your  glassy 

HAS   it   been   unkind,  dear,  letting  all  surface!    You  came  near  taking  me  to  task, 

these  months  go  by  without  sending  And  now  you  speak,  (I  say  now,  it  was 

you  a  single  word?    I  have  no  excuse  months  ago,  of  course,)  of  the  Prince  in  the 

to  offer.    I  couldn't  write,  that  was  all.    I  had  Arabian  Nights  who  sickened  for  love  of  the 

no  answer  for  your  unanswerable  letters,  and  Princess's  portrait,  and  you  say  that  you  have 

silence  seemed  the  only  reception  I  could  give  fallen  in  love  with  my  portrait  of  Myself,  by 

them.       I    had    nothing  to   say.      I  am  not  which  you  seem  to  make  me  responsible.     My 

sure  now  that  I  know  what  to  say,  but  sud-  Portrait  of  Myself.     Have  I  written  you  a  por- 

denly  I  feel  that  lean  write  you,  where  before  trait  of  myself?     I  can't  help  wishing,  E,  R., 

I  couldn't.  that  I  could  see  it.     What  a  funny  mustau 

If  you  remember  at  all  the  little  tale  that  I  chi§onn6 1  must  have  given  myself!  Incoher- 
ence told  you  concerning  a  certain  Sceptic,  ent,  contradictory,  illogical,  you  surely  aren't 
you  will  realize  that  I  am  not  likely  to  be  dls-  going  to  put  the  blame  on  me  if  you  have  fallen 
proportionately  impressed  by  avowals  of  undy-  in  love  with  anything  so  ornery  and  no  account, 
ing,  exclusive  devotion  and  faith — and  all  the  and  po'  white  as  G.  G.  ? 
rest  of  it.  I  really  think  it  is  /  who  should  feel  injured. 

This  seems  to  carry  with  it  a  tone  of  severity  We  were  playing  such  a  nice  little  game!    And 

which  I  am  far  from  feeling  or  wishing  to  it  wasn't  in  the  game,  you  know,  that  we  should 

assume.    I  think,  however,  that  your  attitude  become  people — it  was  all  to  be  pen,  ink,  and 

puts  me  rather  on  the  defensive.  paper!    I  warned  you  time  and  time  again  that 

Do  you  remember  the  night  before  you  left  I  would  never  "materialize." 

Paris  years  ago  ?     Do  you  remember  how  often  And  now,  E.  R.,  seriously — there  is  just  one 

in  the  course  of  the  evening  you  said  and  re-  thing  in  your  letter  that  you  are  iwt  permitted 

peated  and  repeated  again;  "You  don't  know  to  say  .  .  .  Tftoi  /  icom'/ A^we/ and  that  is  your 

how  I  shall  miss  you!"     "You  have  no  idea  final  dizzy  cUmax,   your   trump   card,   your' 

how  I  am  going  to  miss  you!"  and  finally,  al-  thunderous  statement: 

most  exasperated,  "But  you  don't  in  the  least  "You  have  made  all  other  women  in  the 

seem  to  realize  how  dreadfully  I'm  going  to  world  forever  impossible  for  me!" 

miss  you!"     You  nearly  made  a  grievance  of  My  dear,  dear  child!     How  excruciatingly 
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funny  that  is  going  to  look  to  you  some  day, 
and  if  I'm  any  sort  of  a  Prophet  that  day  Is 
close  at  hand! 

No,  dear  Boy,  there  is  a  special  name  for 
people,  who  being  impossible  themselves,  make 
other  things  and  people  impossible,  and  I  do 
assure  you,  that's  not  the  kind  of  a  dog 
I  am! 

And  now — please,  please  dear,  let's  forget  all 
about  it.  Write  me — write  me  soon — and  tell 
me  all  about  youiself . 

You  sec  where  I  am — I  am  visiting  dear 
friends — having  a  glorious  time.  There  is 
the  loveliest  yacht,  a  racer,  a  magnificent 
creature  that  wins  cups  and  things,  and  a  new 
red  devil  car,  and  lots  of  horses  and  traps,  and 
myriad  books,  and  the  loveliest  house,  with  a 
Hall  in  it  that  is  the  most  satisfactory  room  I've 
ever  seen  in  America,  and  such  a  garden!  I'm 
sitting  in  an  arbor  now,  smothered  in  crimson 
rambler,  so  vivid  it  looks  incandescent  like 
live  coals,  as  if  it  would  bum  my  hand  if  I 
touched  it — and  outside  I  can  see  great  patches 
of  cool  Japanese  iris — and  the  sea  beyond. 

Best  of  all  are  the  people,  my  beloved  and 


wonderful  hostess,  and  my 
fascinating  and  wonderful 
host. 

I  went  to  see  the  Harvard- 
Yale  boat  race  the  other  day, 
saw  it  from  the  deck  of  the 
most  glorious  yacht,  a  regular 
ocean  liner — a  yacht  fit  to  go 
round  the  world  in.  I  didn't 
know  how  greatly  I  cared 
about  the  outcome.  I  sup- 
posed myself  quite  indiffer- 
ent, until  suddenly  it  came 
lo  me  that  it  really  wouldn't 
be  jair  were  Yale  to  win.  It 
had  won  so  often !  And  I  had 
never  seen  one  of  those  races, 
and  now  that  I  was  there  to 
see — why,  of  course  Harvard 
must  win!  And  when  the 
boats  hove  in  sight  with  Har- 
vard in  the  lead,  I  yelled  my- 
self voiceless  and  felt  tears 
rush  down  my  face,  emotion, 
joy,  gratitude — gratitude  as 
great  as  if  the  victory  had 
been  planned  solely  for  my 
small  private  gratification. 

It  made  me  no  less  soiry  for 
the  crew  of  Yale  boj-s  sculling 
up    the    "backway"   after- 
wards, with  one  lying  uncon- 
scious in  the  bottom  of  the 
boat,  while  the  Harvard  boys 
pulled  up  the  front  way    over  the   course  to 
the  tooting  of  whistles  and  sirens,  and  cheer- 
ing of  the  crowds  and  braying  of  bands. 

But  somehow — it  seemed  so  right  and  fit, 
that  Harvard  should  have  its  taste  of  victory. 

The  evil  day  of  my  getting  back  into  harness 
has  been  put  oS^and  off — ^I  have  spent  months 
with  these  dear  people,  and  when  the  time 
comes  for  work,  and  struggle  again^ — I  shall 
be  a  giant  refreshed  from  all  these  days  of 
luxurious  care-free  idleness. 

Nerves  are  slow  things  to  mend.  I  thought 
I  was  well  long  ago,  but  I  soon  found  how  little 
reserve  strength  I  had— all  the  reservoirs 
and  pools  were  exhausted,  drained  dry,  and  it 
needed  this  long,  long  lapse  of  loafing  to  give 
them  time  to  slowly,  slowly  filter  full  again,  and 
now  I  feel  as  if  nothing  would  ever  tire  me  in 
this  world.  I  have  hours,  days,  weeks  at  a 
time  of  walking  about  two  feet  above  the 
ground,  treading  on  a  current  of  sparkling  air, 
when  I  feel  so  full  of  vigor  and  power  that  I 
am  convinced  that  were  I  to  lay  the  flat  of  my 
hand  against  the  Times  Building  and  pHsk — 
it  must  topple  over.    When  I  feel  there  is  no 
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miracle  so  amazing  it  could  not  easily  be  per-  The  opening  of  your  letter  was  the  most  de- 
formed; when  I  am  penaeated,  saturated  with'  licious  piece  of  writing  I  ever  read!  You 
thefeelii^;  AU 'swell!  wanted  to  write,  and  you  wanted  to  write. 
I  could  not  write  you  so,  dear  Friend,  were  You  had  before  shamelessly  covered  reams  of 
1  not  sure  that  all's  well  with  you — write  and  paper  with  stuff  that  was  of  no  moment  wbat- 
tell  me  just  how  well.  I  wish  you  were  here  ever, — and  now  here  you  had  some  real  news 
toteUme\  I  am  going  to  a  ball  tonight.  Ifyou  to  tell  me  and  you  couldn't  bring  yourself  to 
were  here  we  would  dance  and  dance  and  dance  tell  it,  because — you  didn't  know  how  to  make 
together — to  the  tune  of  our  vast  content.  it  fit  on  to  your  last  letter,  the  letter  that  ended 

I  wonder  what  you  are  doing  this  very  day.  in  such  a  blaze  of  glory! 

What  are  you  seeing,  feeling,  saying  ?    It  is  so  Oh,   dearest   Boy,   why  should  you  have 

long  since  I  heard  from  you!    It  is  startling  watUed  it  to  fit!     Why  ^ould  anything  ever 

sometimes  to  remember  that  tho'  I  never  see  fit — except  my  wedding  clothes!     Have  you 

you — and  tho'  I  may  not  have  thought  of  you,  yet  to  learn    that    twtking    follows    because 

even,  for  a  "considerable  spell" — yet  you  are  of    anything  else;  and   that   the  man   who 

going  on  just   the    same — like  Niagara  and  steals    pennies    out  of   a  blind  man's    dog's 

Athens,  and  the  Nile  and  the  North  Pole— a  cup  may  in  the  next  hour  give  his  life  to  save 

continuous   performance   and   I   not   in   the  that  dog's  ? 

audience!    Don't  you  sometimes  resent  it,  too?  Besides — to    my    idea — it    did    fit!     Given 

Realizing  that  people  are  living  their  lives,  that  a  man  at  Christmas  time  ends  a  very 

having  their  laughs  and  their  bits  of  triumphs  spirited  and  highly  colored  letter  with  a  cri  tU 

and  their  heartaches,  and  you  with  no  part  in  coeur  like;  "You  have  made  all  other  women 

them — not  in  it!  forever  impossible  for  me,"  of  course  the  in- 

And  so  I  wonder  on  this  lazy,  hot,  drowsy  evitable  neirt  step   is 

afternoon,   just   what   is  uppermost  in  your  that  in  May  he  gains 

mind,  of  whom  you  are  thinking  oftenest,  what  the    consent    of    the 

is  interesting  you  most  nowadays?     Your  last  "prettiest  girl  in  Cali- 

few  letters  notwithstanding,  I  permit  myself  fomia"  to  be  his! 

the  liberty  of  doubting  that  it  is  //  However,   I   forbid 

G.  G.  you  to  call    anything 

that  I've  ever  written 

Tahgrxtm  you    cynical.      Don't 

you  dare  say  cynical  to 

(G-G.  toE.  R.)  me!    If   there   was 

raillerie  in  my  last  let- 

I  knew  it — knew  it — knew  it.     Felt  it  in  the  ter  to  you,   Dearie 

marrow  of  my  bones.     Oh  I'm  so  glad — so  Boy,  the  raUUrie  was 

happy  and,  my  best  Friend,  I  have  so  much  so    gentle    as    to    be 

to  tell  you  myself;  seems  like  I'd  burst.  positively  tender.   And 

do  you  say  cynical  to 

(G.  G..  Unas,  to  E.  R.  Cdifarnit.  Sumii»r)  me  ? 

Go  to!    Go  to! 

What  a  dear,  funny  world  it  is,  and  what  a  And    now   to    the 

dear,  funny  Boy!     When  I  read  your  letter  I  point.     I'm    simply 

leaned  back  and   laughed  and  laughed  and  <f«-ltghted!       Nothing 

laughed  and  then  I  grinned  for  the   rest  of  could   be    nicer    than 

the  day.     I'm  still  grinning!    I'm  grinning  the  your   falling    in    love 

grin  that  won't  come  off.     There  are  so  many  (seriously  in  love,  this 

reasons  for  it  that  if  one  or  two  or  ten  were  to  time,  you  know)  with 

fail,  there  would  still  be  enough  left  to  keep  that    Giriorother  I've 

me  grinning  until  my  skull  turns  to  mould.  been  telling  you  about 

Oh  Guinea,  dear,  dear,  Guinea,  I'm  so  glad  for  so  long,   and  getting  married.    Nothing 

for  you!  and  I'm  so  happy  on  my  own  hook  could  be  nicer  except  my  doing  the  same — 

that:  but — hold  on — that  comes  later.     It's  so  hard 

"And  who  has  been  happiest?    Oh  I  think  to  wait  to  tell  you,  Guinea! 

it   is  I — I   think  no  one  was  ever  happier  Well— haven't  I  been  telling  you  this  fifty 

than  I."  years  that  I  longed  to  see  you  earned  away  by 

I  don't  know  where  to  begin,  at  your  end  of  an  enthusiasm— a  passion,  that  should  sweep 

it,  or  my  own.    So,  I'll  attend  to  your  story  first,  you  off  your  feet,  and  make  you  stand  on  your 


Letters  from  G.  G. 


30s 


head,  and  turn  handsprings,  or  do  something 
spontaneous  and  hot! 

Well — there  now — it  has  come  to  pass. 
Bless  the  Girl  that  did  the  trick!  I  wish  I 
could  see  her!  and  yet  why?  Je  la  vols  d'ici. 
She  is  jolie  d  croquer,  and  fresh  and  young,  and 
sweet  and  altogether  entrancing,  and,  now 
don't  be  cross,  she  thinks  you  the  wisest,  clever- 
est, most  knowing  man  in  all  the  Universe! 
Tell  me — do  you  write  verses  to  her  wonder- 
ful eyebrows  ? 

And  you  are  going  to  work — too!  Oh,  I 
am  glad!  Actually — all  my  best  wishes  for 
your  welfare  coming  true — Love  and  work! 
and  such  splendid  work — to  go  and  live  in  the 
great  ruined  city,  and  help  build  it  up  again— 
and  make  it  better  and  more  beautiful  than 
before,-  That's  a  Man's  work!  I  heave  a 
great  sigh  of  satisfaction 
whenever  I  have  time  to  thii  ' 
of  it. 

There  is  just  one  wee  sn 
point  of  pain  in  it  aU  for  me 
Is  your  being  a  married  gent 
man  going  to  make  it  thai 
shall  know  you  no  mori 
Shall  I  hear  no  more  frc 
you  ?  Shall  you  never  ags 
be     inspired     to     write    i 


just  what  you  truthfully  think  about  things!* 
Will  the  Lovely  Fair  look  askance  upon 
your  fat  letters  and  mine?  She  would  be 
so  more  than  welcome  to  see  either  if  she 
cared  to — and  then — tho'  this  she  would  never 
guess,  or  believe  if  she  were  told — you  are  prob- 
ably really  just  a  grain  a  nicer  person  for  your 
five  years'  course  in  Polite  Correspondence 
than  you  would  have  been  without, 

I  don't  want  to  lose  my  Friend.  Were  I 
to  misquote  the  Book,  I  might  say  that  there 
are  men  for  all  things :  Men  with  whom  to  talk, 
to  walk,  to  read,  to  laugh;  men  to  eat  with,  to 
drink  with,  to  dance  with,  to  flirt  with;  men 
to  hate,  and  men  to  love;  and  A  MAN — yes — 
Guinea — there  is  A  MAN  to  marry;  so  also 
there  is  a  man  to  write  to,  and  that's  you! 
And  am  I  going  to  lose  you  ? 

And  now  I've  been  so  long 
!  about  you,  that  I 
t  the  time  to  do  justice 
ing  about  what's  been 
around  these  parts, 
-it  will  keep;  and  I 
keeping  you  guessing 
day  or  two  longer,  tho' 
zt  can  wait  to  tell  you! 
id -night. 

G.  G. 


The  Pilgrim's  Scrip 

Letters^  Comments  and  Confessions  from  Readers  of  the  Magazine 

**  CrxTY^Af-Viir^rr  t-Viof  XTi^^rlc  fr\  V\f^  Magazine  promised  that  the  May  number  should 

bometning  cnac  i^  eeas  lo  oe  ^^^  ^^^^j  ^^j^  ^p^^  ^^  attention  of  the 

Decently  SqIQ    '  reader,  and  I  lay  this  issue  down  with  the  convic- 
tion that  the  promise  had  been  kept.    From  first 

This  heading  was  used  in  announcing  an  article,  to  last  the  May  number  is  dramatically  interesting. 

"The  Indecent  Stage  "  by  Samuel  Hopluns  Adams,  Always  a  magazine  with  a  purpose,  the  May  num- 

which  was  printed  in  the  May  number  of  this  maga-  ber  gives  more  good  reading  for  a  dime  than  any 

zine.    We  were  fully  aware  of  the  seriousness  of  magazine  of  any  month. 

the  subject,  that  the  publication  niight  be  misim-  "  .     .     .    AH    right-minded  people  who  have 

derstood;  yet  it  seemed  to  us  that  it  was  a  topic  that  yielded  to  the  temptation  to  go  and  see  'Salome' 

urgently  needed  immediate  and  vigorous  attack  in  in  New  York  or  elsewhere  this  winter  past  will 

the  interest  of  public  morals.  Our  attitude  was  briefly  hang  their  heads  in  shame  as  they  read  Samuel 

expressed  in  the  introductory  note  to  the  article:  Hopkins  Adams's  indictment  of  *The    Indecent 

"There  are  times  when  it  is  desirable  to  be  frank  Stage,'  as  he  deliberately  calls  it." 
on   forbidden   topics.     Just   now   the  American 

stage  is  suffering  from  a  contagious  plague  of  evil  Many    Readers   Approve 

plays  and  exhibitions.    That  this  epidemic  be  -^                              '^'^      . 

stopped,  it  is  necessary  for  good  people  to  know  Of  numerous  letters  received,  the  following  are 

about  it  and  to  be  stirred  to  effective  measures  of  typical  expressions: 

quarantine  and  suppression.    It  is  with  this  pur-  J.  Frank  Chase,  Boston,  Mass.,  Secretary  the 

pose  that  we  publish  the  following  article."  New  England  Watch  and  Ward  Society,  writes: 

We  have  been  gratified  at  the  universal  approv-  "We  wish  to  thank  you  most  heartily  for  the  fine 

al  the  article  has  received  from  the  press.  stand  your  magazine  has  taken  against  salacious 

,.     .  „      ,  ,,^,      .  plays  in  the  article  by  Samuel  Hopkins  Adams. 

The  OuUook,  speakmg  editonally  of     Cleamng  Clipping  this  and  using  it  to  head  a  petition,  we 

the  Theater,  '  said:                       .     ,     ,              .  secured  the  names  of  about  a  score  of  prominent 

"The  Outlook  restates  its  attitude  because  it  citizens  asking  His  Honor  to  prohibit 'The  Queen 

wishes  to  record  Its  protest  as  strongly  and  frankly  ^^  ^^^  Moulin  Rouge'  under  municipal  license, 

as  possible  against  the  prosUtution  of  the  drama  in  ^his  he  did.    On  the  petition  were  such  names  as 

many  of  the  theaters  m  New  York.     Mr.  Samuel  Bishop  Wm.  Lawrence,  Vicar  General  Fra  George 

Hopkins  Adams  does  not  overstate  the  case  m  the  j  Patterson,  Robert  Treat  Paine,  Rev.  Alexander 

May  issue  of  The  American  Magazine.  j^^^j^^,  Edwin  D.  Mead,  Samuel  B.  Capen,  Prof. 

The  Boston  rramm^/ said:  "Nobody  can  read  ^  H^'"^/  Woodbridge,   Jerome  Jones,  Alpheus 

Mr  Adams's  article  without  advandne  a  Dee  or  ^*^^y»  ^^^-   ^^y^^  ^^^  ^^  Worcester  has  also 

Mr.  Adams  s  article  witnout  aavanang  a  peg  or  ^^^^  ^^  ^^^^^^  .^^  ^.^^  ^^^^^  .^  Worcester. 

two  morally.  u^j,  ^,^jg  ^^  ^^it  result  of  your  leadership  for 

The  New  York  Evening  Post  said:  decency  in  the  May  American  Magazine.     We 

"To  write  with  perfect  freedom  about  the  dra-  thank  you  for  the  help  it  gave." 

matic  indecencies  of  our  contemporary  stage  is  A««fk-.^  «,««  ^.^«.  ii^e*^«  \yr««e    «,«-*^. 

Samuel  Hopkins  Adams's  difficult  tesk;  and  he  has  ^^''^^''\  T^JT        ?  ' ♦^Tii-    ^^-  i    k 

J-    u        A '4.    •♦u^  .♦«-„«,.;^-^««fe-»„J*;^««i;e«, »»  I  want  to  thank  you  for  the  telling  article  by 

discharged  itwithoutasuspiaon  of  sensationalism.  g^^^^j  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^^  ,^^^  ^^^^K^^^  ^^, 

The  Chicago  Evening  Post  said:    "When  one  for  I  agree  with  you  fully  that  circumstances  de- 
thinks  of  the  steady  procession  of  sickeningly  in-  manded  just  such  frank  talk  as  you  have  given 
decent  plays  that  is  sidling  across  our  stage,  with  here;  and  I  believe  that  by  this  article  you  are 
leer  and  knowing  gesture,  one  welcomes  the  plain  doing  a  real  service  for  decency." 
speaking  of  Samuel  Hopkins  Adams  in  the  May  /^i      .     j  ^^ 
American  Magazine.    His  article,  printed  minus  ^/^^^«^.  ^'"^^  Cleveland,  O.,  writes : 
illustrations  and  severely  phrased,  makes  known  I  have  just  finished  reading  the  May  number  of 
the  indecency  that  is  favored  by  our  most  promi-  The  American  Magazdje.    I  have  not  only  read 
nent  managers.     Every  respectable  citizen  will  re-  ^^  for  my  own  pleasure,  but  have  analyzed  it  from 
joice  that  the  editor  of  The  American  Magazine  a  publisher's  point  of  view,  and  it  if  edited  with  a 
has  opened  his  columns  to  Mr.  Adams's  expression  very  high  degree  of  mtelhgence.      The  Indecent 
of  righteous  indignation."  Stage'  by  Samuel  Hopkins  Adams  is  a  remarkable 

piece  of  work  by  reason  of  the  fact  that  there  arc 

Rev.  Lyman  P.  Powell,  Northampton,  Mass.,  certain  psychological  phases  of  the  subject  which 

writing  in  The  Northampton  Gazette,  says:  are  handled  in  an  elementary  way,  so  that   any 

"A  month  ago  the  editors  of  The  American  one  can  understand  them." 
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From  San  Francbco  comes  this  pertinent  com-  information,  history  and  literature  in  English  and 

ment:  in  French.     In  these  books  the  facts  of  the  world 

"In  your  issue  of  May  Mr.  Adams's  article  *sup-  are  recognized  and  presented.     .     .     . 
plied  a  long  felt  want,'  but  while  he  thoroughly        "I  cannot  believe  that  because  I  am  a^joumalist  I 

excoriates  pretty  much  all  of  those  engaged  in  the  am  less  mindful  of  my  daughters.     I  would  not 

nefarious  traffic,  he  omitted  one  of  the  greatest  wittingly  publish  anything  that  could  efiFect  them 

offenders,  viz:  the  press.    How  much  of  the  sue-  in  a  wrong  way.    I  want  them  to  grow  up  knowing 

cess  of  the  plays  Mr.  Adams  denounces  is  due  to  the  what  the  world  is,  with  a  clear  eye,  distmguishing 

advertisements  of  these  plays  I  will  leave  Mr.  right  from  wrong,  and  sensitive  enough  to  be  im- 

Adams  to  tell  us  in  some  future  article.''  pressed  with  these  distinctions.     I  have  the  same 

r/r-LoL      ir  •  affection  for  my  daughters  that  you  have  for  your 

George  L.  Knaop,  of  The  Rocky    Mountain  daughter,  the  same  desire  to  guard,  the  same  wish 

News. J  Denver,  Col.,  writes:  ^q  jJave  them  come  through  the  period  of  youth 

'*  You've  scored  agam,  a  home  run  and  then  some,  strong  and  sensible  and  pure;  but  I  know  that  they 

Your  May  number  is  penlously  near  being  the  ^re  open  to  knowledge  of  evil  as  well  as  good,  and 

best  magazine  I  ever  saw.    The  artid^  by  Baker,  t^^t  as  it  comes  to  them,  they  must  see  it  right  and 

DuBrul,  Adams,  Fullerton,  and  the  little  summary  straight;  and  only  in  that  way  can  they  mature  with 

by  *I.  M.  T.'  are   particularly   good—there  are  strength.    The  world  is  open  to  them,  and  the 

times  when  I  reckon  Samuel  Hopkins  Adams  the  records  of  the  world  as  they  appear  in  literature,  and 

best  speaal  wnter  m  the  country.    Two  of  your  therein  man  is  set*  down  as  he  is.    I  want  them  to 

stones  are  uncommonly  good,   The  Butler,    and  g^^  thejj.  records  of  knowledge  through  good  minds 

'Poor  Old  Dogs;' and  the  verse  by  Bynner  IS  way  that  have  the  right  attitude  of  condemnation  or 

above  the  usual   magazine  standards.    And  as  approval  as  the  facts  warrant, 
always.  The  Interpreter's  House  is  worth  many        ^The  child  mind  is  absolutely  self-prescrving. 

times  the  price  of  the  magazine.'  The  race  would  not  have  continued  to  emst  if  youth 

,        ,  were  not  self-preserving,  and  had  a  righteous  and 

A   Vigorous    Rejection  proper  attitude  toward  things  as  they  are  and  did 

One  notable  exception  in  the  chorus  of  hearty  »<>'  P^rs^e  »ts  way  with  a  certain  acquired  strength 

commendation  is  this  letter  from  Chicago:  ^^^^^  ^^^^  that  knowledge  and  attitude  of  mind. 

"It  seems  to  me  that  the  article  in  your  May  V^js  not  the  facts  that  hurt  anyone.     It  is  im- 

issue  on  '  The  Indecent  Stage '  is  the  worst  affront  possible  to  keep  from  human  beings,  whether  old  or 

to  a  decent  home  that  I  ever  saw  in  print.  X^ung,  the  real  facts  of  the  worid     It  is  the  atU- 

"In  comparison  with  that,  the  indecent  stage  ^^^^^  "dental  ard  moral,  toward  these  facts  that  is 

matters  Uttle.    We  can  keep  our  daughters  away  J^?  essential  thing,  the  only  thing  that  keeps  human 

from  it.     But  how  shall  we  protect  them  from  ^pgs  upright  and  sound;  and  in  whatever  we 

such  shameful  things  in  a  magazine  that  comes  to  P""^'  pubhsh  or  advocate,  so  far  as  we  can  we  ^ 

the  home?  ^  ^  to  preserve  the  spint  of  nght  attitude  toward  the 

"My  daughter  attends  a  private  school  for  girls,  ^t^^- .  ^^^  that's  all  there  is  to  it,  and  that's  all 

The  other  night  at  dinner  she  asked  me  if  The  ^]f^VV  ^'^^J^^"^^:    ^^^  ^^"L"^  *^^^  ^^.  ^^  ?^* 

Amemcan  Magazine  was  considered  a  decent  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^"^  Shakespeare,  and  everything  that 

pubUcation.    I  mentioned  some  of  the  famous  was  ever  written,  Dante  and  the  rest  of  them,  except 

names  connected  with  it,  and  asked  her  the  reason  ^^^  ^^^  biasj)r  cast  of  mind  naorally  and  aesthetiaUly 

for  such  a  question.     She  mentioned  this  article  speaking  that  they  give  the  facts  that  appear  m  tha^ 

which  had  been  discussed  among  the  girls  at  school,  wntings.    Tlmt  bias  is  a  strengthemng  bias.    It 

and  which  they  regarded  as  scandalous  and  in-  he  ps  you  m  the  r^l  worid. 
decent  beyond  anything  that  girls  were  allowed  to         ^^  isthedutyof  hejourmilisttoreportandcom- 

see  on  the  stage  °         '^  ment  upon  the  world  about,  and  when  there  is  an 

"It  is  amSng  to    me  that  the  laws  of  our  T^^  tendency,  as  in  the  stage  to-day,  I  believe  it  to 

country  don't  protect  our  homes  against  such  in-  ^  "^f  ^j^  ^  ^"^^^^^^  P^'^'^^^u'  ^l^*""  obhgation 

femal  invasion^.     I  did  not  suppose  that  such  a  I?  ^"  f}''^^''''  ^^  '^  T}"  ?^^t  nghteous  indigna- 

thing  could  be  sent  through  the  i^ils.  ^^  ^  ^^}^^  '^'  ,  P^^^y/f  ^^^^  ^^y  >«  ^^  7"^'}"^ 

"f  need  not  say  that  I  want  the   magazine  he  M  and  the  people  in  it  to  see  thm^  straight, 

stopped.     I  do  not  see  how  any  man  who  has  a  ,     *  As  far  as  the  magazine  is  concerned  you  must 

dau^ter  can  tolerate  a  monthly  visitor  such  as  l^''?^  ^^  ^^H^  ^^^'  ^^°°^  ^^^^  acquaintance  with 

your  magazine  has  proved  to  be.''  lJ>  ^*^*^  our  aims  and  purposes  are  very  simple  very 

'^  direct,  and  that  these  are  over  and  beyond  and 

Thf^    HA'  ^  V       fK  above  the  commercial  idea  of  simply  publishing  a 

me    iveaaing   or    lOUtn  magazine;  that  we  never  have,  and  never  will  pub- 

We  take  the  liberty  of  printing  here  extracts  from  lish  anything  with  a  sensational  purpose — that  is, 

a  letter  sent  by  one  of  our  editors  in  reply  to  the  to  make  an  effect  and  attract  attention  by  using 

above  communication:  facts  or  certain  kinds  of  facts  solely  for  that  pur- 

"I  have  four  daughters,  from  ten  to  seventeen  pose;  that  the  comment  and  interpretation  in  the 

years  of  age,  and  I  have  never  put  any  restrictions  case  of  our  kind  of  journalism  always  accom- 

upon  their  reading.    As  they  grow  they  extend  panics  the  material.    We  have  a  sense  of  duty  to 

their  reading  according  to  their  natural   tastes,  the  public.    We  hold  a  franchise  from  the  public, 

being  always  surrounded  with  the  best  books  of  and  we  would  not  abuse  that  franchise." 


3o8  The  American  Magazine 

A  Changed  Republican  Party  The  Latest  Bargains  for  Foreigners 

A  Presbyterian  clergyman,  who  is  pastor  of  a  It  is  certainly  up  to  the  High  Protectionists  to 

church  in  the  Pittsburgh  region,  sends  us  the  fol-  explain  more  satisfactorily  than  they  have  done  so 

lowing  interestin'g  and  suggestive  comment;  far,  the  advantage  there  is  to  Americans  in  the 

"I  have  just  finished  reading  Miss  TarbelPs  practice  of  selling  practically  everything  we  make 

article  on  *A  TarifiF-Made  City',  and  feel  impelled  to  foreigners  at  a  bargain.    The  secretary  of  the 

to  write  you.    I  was  born  and  brought  up  in  the  New  York  Reform  Club,  Mr.  James  G.  Parsons, 

dty  of  Pittsburgh,  but  do  not  feel,  as  the  Pittsburgh  has  just  made  a  collection  of  these  generosities, 

papers  are  saying,  that  the  article  is  an  attack  on  They  are  taken  from  discount  sheets  dated  Jan- 

the  city  and  that  it  is  unfair.  It  is  not  an  attack  on  uary,  1909.  Mr.  Parsons  shows  that  on  practically 

the  city,  but  on  the  men  who  have  profited  and  are  all  kinds  of  tools  the  foreigner  has  an  advantage 

profiting  by  our  iniquitous  tariff  system.    I  hope  over  the  American  buyer.      Files  are  sold  for 

that  such  articles  may  be  continued  until  the  people  domestic  use  all  the  way  from  20  to  102  per  cent, 

of  this  country  shall  understand  what  is  being  done  higher  than  for  export;  saws  average  about  40 

to  them  by  their  representatives  at  Washington,  per  cent,  higher;  screws  fully  100  per  cent.  A  shot- 

My  father  was  a  Republican  and  I  was  once  a  be-  gun  which  is  sold  at  $4.25  for  the  American  market, 

liever  in  a  high  tariff.   It  was  the  religion  of  Pitts-  if  to  be  exported,  goes  for  $2.80.    A  twenty-year 

burghers.    But  the  Republican  party  as  it  is  now  gold-filled  watch  quoted  to  the  American  dealer  at 

is  not  the  party  which  my  father  believed  in  and  $10.23  ^s  sold  to  a  foreign  dealer  for  $7.98.   Again 

supported,  the  party  of  Lincoln  and  Seward  and  and    again    illustrations    of.  this    discrimination 

Chase  and  Sumner.  It  is  the  party  of  such  men  as  cropped  out  in  the  recent  tariff  hearings.    For  in- 

Aldrich  and  Cannon  and   our  own  Oliver  and  stance,  a  certain  dealer  showed  that  he  paid  for 

Penrose.      Oh,  how  the  decent  people  of  Penn-  corkscrews  to  be  sold  in  this  country.  Si  cents  per 

sylvania  are  groaning  under  the  iniquity  of  the  gross;  for  export  he  paid  5J  cents.    The  manager 

dominant  political   party  in  this  state!      Quay  of  the  Glucose  Trust  testified  that  his  concern  was 

*  being  dead  yet  speaketh.'  selling  corn  starch  in  England  at  $2.25  per  hundred 

"The  dosing  paragraph  of  Miss  TarbelPs  article  pounds  which  they  sold  at  $2.65  here.    And  so  it 

is  what  we  preachers  constantly  preach,  and  I  am  went. 

glad  that  we  have  such  an  eloquent  preacher  as  Perhaps  the  most  significant  testimony  on  this 

Miss  Tarbell  to  help  us.  What  she  preaches  is  true,  point  referred  to  our  prices  to  Porto  Ricans.    We 

not  because  it  is  in  the  Bible.    Rather  it  is  in  the  charge  these  wards  of  ours  more  for  all  sorts  of 

Bible  because  it  is  true.  I  do  hope  that  The  Amer-  goods,  sewing  machines,  boilers,  sugar  mills,  coffee 

ICAN  Magazine  may  continue  to  champion  the  hullers,  etc.,  than  we  do  the  inhabitants  of  Jamaica, 

cause  of  the  right  and  the  common  people.   While  or  any  of  the  neighboring  islands.    No  doubt  the 

I  am  writing  I  want  to  congratulate  you  on  the  kind  protectionists  think  this  a  conclusive  proof  of  the 

of  magazine  you  are  giving  us.  I  wish  that  it  might  blessing  of  American  occupancy.    But  how  about 

be  read  in  every  home  in  our  land."  the  Porto  Ricans? 


Woman  at  Last  Taken  Seriously 


A  Tariff  Reformer. 

The  Consumers'  League  Label 


My  profound  gratitude  to  Professor  Thomas  for 
his  articles  on  "Woman"  leads  me  to  writea  letter  We  know  of  no  other  way  of  aiding  the  movement 
of  appreciation  to  the  American.  Unlike  the  for  a  higher  standard  in  the  hours,  wages  and  con- 
Catholic  clergyman,  I  do  not  find  them  humorous,  ditions  of  factory  and  shop  workers  at  once  so 
for  they  appeal  to  me  as  touching  the  deepest  and  simple  and  so  effective  as  that  devised  by  the  Na- 
darkest  tragedy  of  the  worid— the  suppression  and  tional  Consumers'  League— stamping  goods  made 
slavery  of  half  the  human  race.  Men  have  never  under  proper  conditions  with  its  own  label.  What 
seemed  to  consider  that  the  need  for  expansion  and  this  label  stands  for  the  legend  on  it  shows, 
development  of  body,  and  mind,  and  soul,  is  as 
much  a  woman's  need  as  man's.  No  government 
controlled  by  men  has  ever  given  to  women  the 
opportunity  to  satisfy  these  needs.  The  cries  of 
millions  of  women,  restless  and  dissatisfied,  who 
have  longed  to  be  something  more  than  dolls  and 
doormats,  have  been  made  the  subject  of  levity  If  the  consuming  public  would  take  the  trouble 
and  jest.  to  see  that  this  device  was  printed  on  its  purchases 

It  is  indeed  refreshing  to  know  of  one  Adam  incalculable  good  would  result.    It  is  because  we 

who  refuses  to  lay  the  blame  of  Eve's  shortcomings  believe  so  thoroughly  in  the  effectiveness  of  this 

upon  God;  and  so  I  welcome  Professor  Thomas's  device  that  we  regret  that  in  speaking  of  The  Con- 

sdentific  explanation  of  woman's  inefficiency.  The  sumers'  League  in  the  May  instalment  of  "The 

truth  may  be  unpleasant  to  us,  but  let  us  face  it  Old  Order  Changeth,"  Mr.  White  inadvertently 

unflinchingly  and  insist  upon  greater  opportunity  referred  to  it  as  devoting  itself  to  securing  recogni- 

for    development    for    the    sake    of    generations  tion  for  the  "union"  label.  What  he  meant  to  say, 

unborn.                                        A  Suffragist.  of  course,  was  "recognition  of  its  own  label." 


The  following  article  came  in  just  as  we  were  going  to  press.    The 

only   way   we  could  get  it  into  the  magazine  was  by  cutting  out 

THE   INTERPRETER'S    HOUSE  and  using  the  pages  regularly 

occupied    by    that    department    for    this    article — The    Editors. 


Taft-So  Far 


With  Observations  Upon  the  Changes  in  Atmospheric  Condi- 
tions in  Washington  Due  to  the  Presence  of  New  Luminaries 

By    ^'K" 

Author  of  "The  Powers  of  a  Strenuous  President" 

LARGE  bodies,"   observes    a  friend    of  I  ever  knew.  All  sorts  of  strange  new  growths, 

mine,   "move  slowly."  finding  themselves  warmed  by  a  willing  sun 

And    sometimes,    looking    at     a    dis-  and  watered  with  favoring  rains,  took  root  and 

tance  at  large  bodies,  whether  presidents  or  grew — grew  umbrageously.     And   if,  indeed, 

planets,  we  are  quite  unable  to  decide  whether  an  occasional  typhoon   (with   lightning  and 

they  really  move  or  whether  we  are  deceived  thunder)  swept  the  face  of  the  land,  the  things 

by  the  tremulousness  of  our  own  atmosphere,  up-rooted  were  for  the  most  part  things  that 

At  the  present  moment  the  country  seems  could  be  easily  spared.     It  was  an  atmosphere 

to  be  looking  through  an  atmosphere  tremulous  that  penetrated  dark  corners  and  warmed  the 

with  uncertainty.  We  have  not  decided  whether  sour  low  spots  of  the  earth:  but  it  was  also 

our  particular   heavenly   body   presents   the  such  an  expansive  and  tropical  atmosphere 

characteristics  of  a  steady-going,  large  round  that  when  the  luminary  which  produced  it  went 

red  planet  with  fixed  seasons  and  an  easily  cal-  into  eclipse  it  left  a  jungle  of  new  growth  in 

culable  orbit,  or  whether  it  will  prove  a  distant,  which  we  w^ere  like  to  have  lost  our  way  or  even 

unapproachable    and    immovable   fixed   star,  died  of  joy. 

or  only  a  meteor  with  gas  in  its  tail.  Well,  that  atmosphere  has  passed  away.    A 

Two   words   express    the'  opinion    of  the  new  luminary  shines   in   the   heavens,   new 

country  regarding  Taft  and  his  administra-  breezes  blow,  new  waters  run.    And  the  time 

tion — so  far.     This  is  a  time  of  Suspended  has  come,  perhaps,  when  we  may  begin  to  form 

Judgment.  some  definite  conception  of  the  nature  of  the 

"Wait,"  says  the  country,  "let  us  see  what  new  atmosphere  at  Washington, 

happens."  Politics  recognizes  two  outlooks  upon  life. 

The  most  important  consideration  in  study-  The  first  may  be  called  the  moral  outlook:  the 

ing  politics,  not  less  than  astronomy,  is  the  second  the  legal  outlook.     The  moral  outlook 

subject  of  atmosphere.    What  sort  of  atmos-  is  instinctive,  impulsive,  expansive,  positive, 

phere  surrounds  a  heavenly  body?    Give  the  In  a  letter  written  on  September  9, 1908,  to  one 

astronomer  that  information  and  he  will  tell  Conrad  Kohrs,  President  Roosevelt  said: 

you  what  sort  of  life  it  produces.  "The  bulk  of  our  people,  the  plain  people 

who  found  in  Abraham  Lincoln  their  especial 

The  Atmoaphere  of  the  Roosevelt  champion  and  spokesman,  regard  the  question, 

Adminutration  *  Is  this  morally  ri^ht  ? '  as  even  more  important 

than  the  question,  *Is  this  profitable?'  when 

A  certain  former  coruscating  heavenly  body  applied  to  any  given  course  of  conduct." 

now  in  eclipse,  though  still  luminant  even  in  the  The  legal  outlook,  on  the  other  hand,  is 

field  of  its  greatest  obscuration,  had  a  peculiar  cautious,  and  negative:  it  demands  reasons  for 

atmosphere  of  its  own.    A  tingling  and  vivid  its  instincts;  it  worships  traditions:  it  must 

atmosphere,  with  ozone  in  it.    In  that  atmos-  have  its  feet   firmly  set  on  one  rung  of  the 

phere  a  man  could  jump  higher,  run  faster,  hit  ladder  before  it  attempts  another.    Confronted 

harder,  than  in  almost  any  other  atmosphere  by  certain  confused  moral  impulses  it  desires 
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to  define  them  accurately,  get  them  down  in  Woodruff  have  gone;  Kellogg  is  going;  and  in 
sections  and  paragraphs,  relate  them  to  what  their  places  are  new  lawyers.  The  Taft  law- 
is  past,  hitch  them  on  to  the  whole  body  of  yer  is  of  a  different  type  from  the  Roosevelt 
civilization.  lawyer. 

Broadly  speaking,  there  are  two  sorts  of 

Mr.  Taft  on  the  Chief  Function  of  His  lawyers:  criminal  lawyers  and  civil  lawyers. 

Adndniatration  A    criminal    lawyer    is    always    representing 

people;  he  is  either  defending  a  man,  or  prose- 

**The  chief  function  of  the  next  administra-  cuting  on  behalf  of  the  people.     A  civil  lawyer, 
tion,"  said  Mr.  Taft  in  his  Cincinnati  address  on  the  other  hand,  represents  property;  he  is 
on  July  28,  1908,  "  in  my  judgment  is  distinct  defending  the  rights  of  property.  The  two  types 
from  and  a  progressive  development  of  that  of  mind  are  quite  different.      The  criminal 
which  has  been  performed  by  President  Roose-  lawyer  is  bold,  dramatic,  emotional,  feeling 
velt.    The  chief  function  of  the  next  adminis-  people  acutely,  appealing  to  juries  rather  than 
tration  is  to  complete  and  perfect  the  machinery  judges.     The  civil  lawyer,  on  the  other  hand, 
by  which  these  standards  may  be  maintained,  is  conservative,  reasonable,  quiet,  feeling  people 
by  which  the  lawbreakers  may  be  promptly  re-  only  as  they  affect  property,  and  appealing  to 
strained  and  punished,  but  which  shall  operate  judges  rather  than  juries, 
with  sufficient  accuracy  and  dispatch  to  inter- 
fere with  legitimate  business  as  little  as  pos-  Rooeevelt,  the  Criminal  Lawyer  Type 
sible." 

The  atmosphere  of  the  Roosevelt  adminis-  Roosevelt's  legal  equipment  was  of  the  type 

tration,  then,  was  one  of  moral  impulse:  that  of  the  criminal  lawyer.     It  had  a  square  chin 

of  Taft  is  one  of  legal  definition.  And  both  are  and  a  loud  voice,  it  was  emotional,  it  loved 

necessary.      Roosevelt   left  a  jungle  of  new  prosecutions,  it  appealed  to  the  jury  of  the 

growths  which  must  be  pruned  and  cultivated  whole  people.     Taft's  equipment  is  of  the  type 

by  Taft.     Within  the  next  few  months  cases  of  the  civil  lawyer,  the  highest  exponent  of 

against  the  tobacco  trust,  the  Standard   Oil  which,  of  course,  is  the  corporation  attorney. 

Company  and  the  powder  trust  wiU  be  decided  The  legal  emphasis  at  Washington  is  again 

in  the  United  States  Supreme  Court.    New  laws  upon  property  rather  than  upon  people,  on 

must  be  written  into  the  books  defining  the  new  judges  rather  than  juries.     Joseph  H.  Choate 

national  attitude  toward  great  industrial  enter-  expressed  this  change  accurately  when  he  in- 

prises,  toward  railroads,  toward  express  com-  troduced  Attorney-General  Wickersham  at  the 

panies,  toward  water-power  companies  and  lawyers'  dinner  in  New  York  on  April  30. 

many  other  private  business  interests.  To  meet  After  speaking  with  sarcasm  of  the  legal  activ- 

this  situation  Taft,  himself  a  lawyer,  trained  ities  of  the  Roosevelt  administration,  he  said: 

to  the  judicial  outlook  upon  life,  has  surrounded  "  Corporation  lawyers  were  universally  con- 

himself  with  lawyers,  also  with  the  judicial  out-  demned  only  about  twelve  months  ago.     It  is 

look  upon  life.  time  they  had  their  inning." 

So  far,  so  good:  the  legal  mind  isnowsu-  Every  lawyer,    whether  criminal   or   civil, 

preme  in  Washington;  the  air  is  of  an  exceeding  tries  to  interpret  the  law  to  the  [advantage  of 

dryness,  so  that  it  crackles  with  ** Whereases,"  his  client.     If  his  client  is  the  people,  then  he 

and  exudes  **Be  it  enacted."    For  four  years  seeks  to  make  every  point  possible  in  favor  of 

history  will  be  bound  exclusively  in  sheep-skin  the  people.     Let  me  illustrate: 

and  read  like  the  Annotated  Statutes.  In  the  western  states  the  federal  government 

owned  immense  tracts  of  lands  under  which 

On  the  Legal  Mind  in  PabKe  Office  there  were  deposits  of  coal.   These  lands  were 

being  seized  upon,  not  by  settlers  or  small 

But  the  legal  mind  is  by  no  means  an  entity:  owners,  as  the  law  provides,  but  by  railroad 
there  are  distinct  varieties  of  the  legal  mind,  and  other  great  corporations.  Roosevelt  with- , 
It  will  be  admitted,  I  believe,  that  lawyers  dis-  drew  from  entry  68,000,000  acres  of  these 
agree.  And  the  lawyer  in  public  office  is  no  lands.  No  specific  authority  was  anywhere 
different  from  the  lawyer  in  private  practice,  given  in  the  law  under  which  the  President 
Many  lawyers  adorned  Roosevelt's  adminis-  could  withdraw  public  coal  lands  from  entry, 
tration  as  well  as  Taft's;  but  it  is  significant  But,  on  the  other  hand,  there  was  no  express 
that  few  of  the  leading  lawyers  of  Roosevelt's  prohibition  of  such  action.  Acting,  then, 
time  have  continued  in  the  Taft  administra-  under  the  general  power  given  him  under  the 
tion.  The  chief  changes  that  Taft  has  made  are  constitution  to  recommend  legislation  to  Con- 
in   his    legal  support.  Bonaparte,  Hoyt  and  gress,  he  withdrew  the  lands,  and  sent  a  special 
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message  asking  that  Congress  legislate  to  pro-  One  of  the  greatest  undeveloped  resources  of 
tect  the  public  interests.  But  congress  would  the  country  is  water-powers.  On  western 
not  act — or  did  not  act.  Indeed,  tlje  repre-  lands  belonging  to  the  government  are  to  be 
sentatives  of  the  great  railroad  corporations,  found  incalculable  possibilities  of  water  power 
which  had  already  seized  thousands  of  acres  of  development:  worth  untold  millions  of  dollars, 
the  lands  and  wanted  more,  were  on  hand  Great  private  corporations  have  been  snap- 
to  prevent  legislation.  And  they  succeeded,  ping  up  the  lands  which  control  the  power- 
producing  rivers.  The  department  of  the 
Saoing  the  Coal  LandM  for  the  People  interior  under  Mr.  Garfield  made  an  investi- 
gation of  conditions,  and  shortly  before  the 
Looking  for  some  other  means  of  safeguard-  Roosevelt  administration  went  out  of  office 
ing  the  people's  interest,  the  lawyers  of  the  several  immense  tracts  of  lands  were  with- 
Rooseveltadministrationdiscovered  a  provision  drawn,  exactly  as  the  coal-lands  were  with- 
in the  existing  law  which  said  that  coal  lands  drawn,  to  protect  the  public  interest  against 
within  fifteen  miles  of  a  railroad  were  to  be  private  greed.  Roosevelt  sent  a  special  mes- 
sold  at  fwt  less  than  $20  an  acre.  The  United  sage  to  Congress  on  January  15,  1909,  recom- 
States  land  office,  like  most  official  depart-  mending  legislation  which  should  forever 
ments,  had  always  given  every  advantage  to  protect  the  people  in  the  control  of  these  water 
the  private  business  man  as  against  the  govern-  rights.  He  said  in  that  message — well  repre- 
ment  interest,  and  had  sold  the  land  at  the  senting  the  legal  point  of  view  of  his  admin- 
minimum  price  of  $20.    But  the  law  said  not  istration: 

less  than  $20.    Here  was  the  opportunity  for  "  I  consider  myself  bound,  as  far  as  the  exer- 

the  lawyer  of  the  people.   The  lands  were  still  cise  of  my  executive  power  will  aUow,  to  do  for 

withheld   from   entry;    the  geological  survey  the  people,  in  prevention  of  monopoly  of  their 

was  instructed  to  examine  the  lands  and  make  resources,  w^hat  I  believe  they  would  do  for 

prices  on  them  in  some  measure  according  themselves    if    they  were    in    a    position   to 

to  their  real  value.    This  was  done  and  the  act.     .     .     . 

land  is  now  valued  all  the  way  up  to  $375  an  "  The  fact  that  the  proposed  policy  is  new  is 

acre — instead  of  $20 — and  all  land  not  having  in  itself  no  sufficient  argument  against  its  adop- 

coal  deposits  is  being  turned  back  into  the  tion.    As  we  are  met  with  new  conditions  of 

public  domain  for  regular  entry.     Moreover,  industry  seriously  affecting  the  public  welfare, 

thousands   of    acres   seized  by   the  railroads  we  should  not  hesitate  to  adopt  measures  for 

have  been  restored  to  the  government,  and  in  the  protection  of  the  public  merely  because 

one  case  damages  as  high  as  $1,275  an  acre  those  measures  are  new.     When  the  public 

have  been  paid  to  the  government  for  the  welfare  is  involved.  Congress  should  resolve 

coal  already  mined.     Under  the  old  system  this  any  reasonable  doubt  as  to  its  legislative  power 

coal  land,  worth  $1,275  ^^  ^^^^y  would  have  in  favor  of  the  people  and  against  the  seekers 

been  sold  for  $20.  for  a  special  privilege. " 

Whenever  a  question  comes  up  for   deci- 
sion,  the  ordinary  government  official  looks  in  Story  of  the  Water-power  WUhdrawede 
his  law  book  and  if  he  cannot  find  an  express 

authorization  in  definite  words  he  wiU  not  stir.  As  in  the  coal  case.  Congress  failed  to  act, 
"I  can't  find  it  in  the  law,"  he  says,  "there-  and  the  curtain  went  down  two  months  later 
fore,  it  cannot  be."  on  the  Roosevelt  administration.  Mr.  Gar- 
Roosevelt  burst  asunder  such  swathings  of  field  was  succeeded  as  Secretary  of  the 'Interior 
timid  legalism.  He  took  just  the  opposite  by  Mr.  Ballinger.  Mr.  Ballinger  had  akeady 
position,  that  new  situations  which  threaten  served  in  Washington  as  Commissioner  of 
the  people's  interests  required  immediate  the  Land  Office  under  Mr.  Garfield.  They 
action  on  the  part  of  the  executive,  and  he  pro-  had  disagreed  on  this  very  policy  of  the 
ceeded  to  exercise  his  power  in  any  case  where  withdrawal  of  the  public  lands:  and  Mr.  Bal- 
the  statutes  did  not  expressly  prohibit  his  action,  linger  had  resigned  and  gone  back  to  Seattle. 

Almost  the  first  thing  that  Mr.  Ballinger  did 

Legal  Attitude  of  the  Taft  Administration  when  he  became  a  member  of  Mr.  Taft's  cabi- 
net was  to  take  up  the  land  question,  and  to  re- 

Now,  then,  we  come  to  the  new  Taft  ad-  turn  to  public  entry  over  1,000,000  acres  of 

ministration — the  attitude  of  which  may  also  land  withdrawn  by  his  predecessor  to  protect 

be  illustrated  by  an  instance  which  is  peculiarly  public  water-power  rights.     In  defense  of  this 

apt  because  it  so  nearly  resembles  the  coal-  action  he  took  exactly  the  opposite  position 

land  case  already  presented.  from  Mr.  Garfield.     He  said: 
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*'  There  is  not  a  scintilla  of  law  providing  for  A  civil  lawyer  placates  as  far  as  he  can  and 

the  withdrawal  from  entry  of  these  lands. "  then  fights  doggedly.    He  does  not  like  to 

When  the  newspapers  finally  found  out  what  fight,  but,  forced  to  it,  he  fights  hard.    Such 

was  going  on — Mr.  Ballinger  gave  no  public  also  is  Taft's  reputation.    Though  he  was 

notice  of  his  action  as  Mr.  Garfield  had  done  in  against  Speaker  Cannon  during  the  campaign, 

similar  cases — such  an  outcry  was  raised  that  we  hear  him  at  the  dinner  given  in  Washington 

Mr.  Taft  directed  that  no  more  lands  be  re-  on  May  8,  1909,  referring  to  Speaker  Cannon 

turned  to  entry.    But  1,000,000  acres,  con-  who  was  present  as  "  my  dear  friend,  good  old 

taining  many  valuable    water    powers,    had  Uncle  Joe."    At  present  he  is  placating  the 

already  been  thrown  open  and  no  doubt  some  leaders  in  Congress:  what  he  will  do  later  no 

of  the  properties  have  now  been  seized  although  one  knows. 
Mr.  Taft  has  instructed  the  geological  survey 

to  report  jon  them.  Toft't  DuUke  of  PahUeUy 

Other  instances  of  a  similar  nature  in  other 

departments  could  be  mentioned,  but  enough  Another  characteristic  of  the  civil  lawyer  is 

has  been  said,  perhaps,  to  illustrate  the  differ-  his  dislike  for  publicity.    He  wants  everything 

ence  in  attitude  of  the  two  sorts  of  legal  mind,  carried  forward  quietly:  according  to  the  rules 

What  Mr.  Taft  himself  will  do  has  scarcely  of  the  court;  he  dislikes  emotional  appeals  to 

thus   far  been   disclosed — and  it  is  for  this  the  jury.    Since  Roosevelt  left  Washington 

reason  that  the  country  is  in  a  state  of  Sus-  very  little  news  has  come  out  of  the  White 

pended  Judgment.     The  people  are  waiting  House.     One  of  the  first  things  decided  upon 

to  find  out  just  how  dry  the  legal  atmosphere  in  the  Cabinet  was  a  policy  of  reticence  in  re- 

at  Washington  is  destined  to  be.  gard  to  the  public  business.    And  the  heads  of 

departments  passed  the  word  along  to  their  sub- 

Taft,  the  Typm  of  the  civil  Lanvyer  ordinates.     Roosevelt  was  always  appealing  to 

the  people,  taking  the  people  into  his  confi- 

This  much  is  certain:  Mr.  Taft  is  very  much  dence;  Taft  will  rarely  do  that, 
the  type  of  the  civil  lawyer.     One  of  the  char- 
acteristics of  the  legal  mind,  especially  of  the  TradOionai  Legal  Mind  in  Control 
legal  mind  which  concerns  itself  chiefly  with  at  Waahington 
property,  is  an  intense  dislike  of  disorder.     It 

hates  a  littered  desk:  it  wants  things  settled,  I  have  now  said  enough,  perhaps,  to  show 
decided,  and  finally  written  down.  Business  that  a  very  different  sort  of  legal  mind  is  in 
does  not  thrive  on  uncertainty;  and  the  Roose-  control  at  Washington  than  that  which  cor- 
velt  administration  was  decidedly  a  time  of  uscated  during  the  seven  years  previous  to  the 
upheaval  and  readjustment.  This  instinct  of  fourth  of  March.  It  is  the  traditional  legal 
the  legal  mind  comports,  moreover,  with  the  mind,  dealing  with  property  and  emphasizing 
inclinations  of  Mr.  Taft's  large,  easy,  peace-  the  rights  of  property;  it  is  the  placating,  order- 
loving  nature.  One  of  the  first  things  he  does  loving  mind  which  finds  it  far  easier  under 
is  to  attempt  to  bring  political  peace  in  the  pressure  to  say  "Yes"  than  "No."  It  shrinks 
South,  to  smooth  out  the  wrinkles  of  the  race  from  publicity,  and  if  it  glances  forward,  it 
question,  a  task  in  which  he  is  performing  a  also  takes  long  looks  backward.  It  longs  to 
profound  public  service.  Similarly,  he  wants  have,  and  will  have,  all  things  reasonably  set 
the  business  in  Congress  to  go  off  .smoothly  down  in  books  and  finally  decided, 
and  in*  an  orderly  manner;  he  will  give  no  Such  is  the  new  atmosphere  in  Washington, 
comfort  to  insurgents,  he  will  not  oppose  It  is  different  from  the  Rooseveltian  atmosphere 
Speaker  Cannon,  he  will  work  on  terms  of  and  must  be  judged  for  itself.  Perhaps  we 
harmony  with  Senator  Aldrich.  I  am  not  need  just  such  summer  zephyrs  after  a  stormy 
here  criticising  Mr.  Taft;  I  am  merely  illus-  spring;  and  perhaps  we  shall  get  more  of 
trating  the  normal  traits  of  his  character.  them  than  we  really  need. 
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A  complete  liit  of  new  Victor  Recordi  far  Auguat  will  be  found  in  the  Ausuil  number  of 
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"  Ai-ways  remember  tnat  a  true  ppDnmum 
m  every  way  u  about  the  scarcest  thing 
tbey  make — andtne  tineat.  So  naturally 
the  common  run  oi  people  aon  t  live  up 
to  it.  It  you — not  the  thinking  you. 
nor  even  the  coiucience  you,  hut  the 
oo'wn  -  deep  -  in  -  your-  heart  you 
ioo\  nor  trick  nor  lie  to" 
Mtisfted,   it's   all   right."       S^i* 
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Author  of  "  The  Little  Girl,"  "  The  Marthc*/*  elc. 


With  Illustrations  by  Worth  Brehm 


THE  Maple  County  Sportsman's  Associa- 
tion (composed  of  Bobby  Orde,  Bob- 
by's father,  and  Mr.  Kincaid)  held  its 
weekly  shoots  with  regularity.  Thus  Bobby 
edged  slowly  but  surely  toward  marksmanship. 
Little  by  little,  too,  as  he  followed  Mr.  Kin- 
caid, he  learned  the  habits  of  game — where  it 
was  to  be  found  according  to  time  of  day  and 
season  of  year. 

Generally  they  wandered  through  the  coun- 
try at  will.  Shooting  was  not  then  as  common 
as  it  is  now,  nor  the  farms  as  close  together. 
Sometimes,  however,  they  came  across  signs 
warning  against  trespass  or  hunting.  Then,  if 
the  cover  seemed  especially  desirable,  Mr.  Kin- 
caid used  sometimes  to  try  to  obtain  permission 
from  the  owner  of  the  land.  Once  or  twice, 
having  overlooked  the  sign,  they  were  ordered 
off.  The  farmers  were  good-natured,  even 
though  firm. 

But  some  four  miles  to  the  eastward  lay  a 
deep,  long  swamp,  following  the  windings  be- 
tween hills,  where  Mr.  Kincaid  and  Bobby  had 
an  experience  which  led  to  the  dramatic  inci- 
dents recorded  in  this  story.  It  was  late  in  the 
afternoon,  so  Bobby  had  become  tired.  Duke 
made  game  on  the  outskirts  of  a  dense  thicket, 
hesitated,  then  led  the  way  cautiously  into  the 
tangle. 

**It's  pretty  thick,"  Mr.  Kincaid  advised 
Bobby.  "You'd  better  sit  on  the  stump  there 
until  I  come  out. " 

Bobby  did  so.  A  moment  or  so  after  Mr. 
Kincaid  had  disappeared  the  little  boy  became 
aware  of  a  man  approaching  across  the  stump- 


dotted  field.  He  was  a  short,  thickset  man, 
with  a  broad  face  almost  entirely  covered  with  a 
beard,  a  thick  nose,  and  little,  inflamed,  snap- 
ping eyes.  He  was  clad  in  faded  and  dingy 
overalls,  and  carried  a  pitchfork. 

"Who's  that  shooting  in  here?"  he  shouted 
at  Bobby,  as  soon  as  he  was  within  hearing. 
"What  do  you  mean  by  hunting  here?  You 
must  have  passed  right  by  the  sign. " 

"Don't  you  want  shooting  here?  No;  we 
didn't  see  the  sign, "  replied  Bobby. 

By  this  time  the  man  had  approached,  and 
Bobby  could  see  his  bloodshot  little  eyes  flicker- 
ing with  anger. 

"You  lying  little  snipe,"  he  roared,  "you 
must  have  seen  the  sign!  You  couldn't  help  it. 
I've  a  mind  to  tan  your  hide  good. " 

"What's  this?"  asked  Mr.  Kincaid's  quiet 
voice. 

The  man  whirled  about. 

"Oh,  it's  you,  is  it?"  he  snarled.  "Well, 
what  do  you  mean  by  trespassing  on  my  farm  ?  " 

"I  didn't  know  it  was  your  farm  in  the  first 
place,  and  I  didn't  know  shooting  was  pro- 
hibited in  the  second  place. " 

"That's  too  thin.  You  came  right  by  that 
sign  at  the  corner.  Now  just  make  tracks  of! 
this  farm  about  as  fast  as  you  can  go. " 

"Certainly,"  agreed  Mr.  Kincaid,  quite 
unruffled.  "I  never  shoot  on  a  man's  land 
when  he  doesn't  want  me  to. " 

He  turned,  and  at  once  the  man  became 
abusive,  just  as  a  dog  gains  courage  as  his 
enemy  passes.  Bobby  listened,  his  eyes  wide 
with  dismay  and  shock.     Never  had  he  heard 
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match  for  the  other's 
brute  strength.  Never- 
theless the  farmer  at 
once  turned  back,  after 
a  parting  but  milder  ob- 
jurgation. 

Mr.  Kincaid  picked 
up  his  gun,  tucked  it  un- 
der his  arm,  and  tnidged 
forward.  Bobby  was 
trembling  violently  with 
e.vcitement    and  anger. 

"  Why — why "  he 

gasped,  as  yet  unable  to 
cast  his  thoughts  into 
speech. 

Mr.  Kincaid  glanced 
down.  A  faint  and 
amused  smile  flickered 
under  his  mustache. 

"  Vou  aren't  going  to 
do  that  sort  of  a  crank 
the  honor  of  keeping 
stirred  up,  are  vou  ?  "  he 
asked.  "  That's  Pritch- 
ard — the  worst  crank 
in  Michigan.  He's 
quarreled  with  everj'- 
one.  I  never  did  know 
where  his  farm  was,  or 
I  should  have  taken 
pains  to  keep  off. " 

They  climbed  into  the 
carl,  and  drove  away 
toward  town. 

"  I  Ijelieve  I'll  make  a 
hunter  of  you,  Bobby," 
pursued  Mr.  Kincaid 
after  they  were  going. 
"  It's  a  goixl  thing  to  be. 
(juile  that  sort  of  language.  Finally  Mr.  Kin-  Of  course  there's  the  fun  of  il— the  'pats,'  the 
caid  happened  to  glance  down  at  his  small  com-  quail,  the  jacksnifw,  the  'cock.  But  then 
panion.  He  slipped  the  shells  from  his  gun  and  there's  the  other  part,  too." 
leaned  it  against  a  stump.  They  had  come  out  on  the  sandhills  over  the 

"About  face,"  he  said  sharply  to  the  man.  town.  Mr.  Kincaid  drew  up  Bucephalus  and 
"You  can't  talk  that  way  before  this  boy.  We  contemplated  it  as  il  lay  below  them,  its  roofs 
are  going  oft  your  place  as  straight  and  as  fast  half  hidden  in  the  mauve  and  lilac  of  bared 
as  we  can.  You  shoulder  your  pitchfork  and  branches,  its  columns  of  smoke  rising  straight 
go  back  to  your  house. "  up  in  the  frosty  air. 

The  man  started  again  on  a  string  of  objur-        "Of  course  I  don't  know,  Bobby,  whether 

gation.  you'll  ever  be  a  hunter  or  not.     It  all  depends 

"  I  mean  what  I  say, "  said  Mr.  Kincaid,  with    on  where  you  live  and  how — the  chance  to  get 


fuc. 


deadly  emphasis.     "About  face.     11  you  open 
your  mouth  again  I  shall  certainly  kill  you." 

The  old  man's  bent  shoulders  had  straight- 
ened, his  mild  blue  eyes  flashed  fire.  So  he  must 


out,  I  mean.  But,  sonny,  you  can  always  be  a 
Sfwrtsman,  whatever  you  do.  A  sportsman 
does  things  because  he  Ukes  them,  Bobby;  for 
other  reason — not  for  money,  nor  to  become 


e  looked  to  his  soldiers  before  the  storming  famous,  nor  even  to  win— although  all  these 
of  Molina  del  Rey.  His  hands  were  quite  things  may  c()me  to  him,  and  it  is  quite  right 
empty  of  a  weapon,  and  his  age  was  hardly  a    that  he  take  them  and  enjoy  them.    Only  he 
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does  not  do  the  things  for  them,  but  for  the  the  snipe  marshes  they  knew  when  the  first 

pleasure  of  doing.     And  a  right  man  does  not  flight  dropped  in — and  murdered  a  killdeer 

get  pleasure  in  doing  a  thing  if  in  any  way  he  as  he  stood.     Out  in  the  sloughs  they  marked 

takes  an  unfair  advantage.     That's  being  a  the  earliest  redheads  from  the  north — and  ac- 

sportsman.    And,  after  all,  that's  all  I  can  teach  complished"  two  mudhens,  a  ruddy  duck,  and  a 

you  if  we  hunt  together  ten  years.     Do  you  dozen  blackbirds.     In  the  uplands  they  knew 

think  you  can  remember  that?"  almost  to  a  feather  how  many  partridges  each 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Bobby  soberly.  thicket  had  bred;  to  a  covey  where  the  quail 

"There's  only  one  other  thing,"  went  on  were — and  sometimes,  by  strategy  on  their  own 

Mr.  Kincaid,  "that  is  really  important,  and  it  side  and  foolishness  on  the  part  of  the  quarry, 

isn't  necessary  if  you  remember  the  other  things  they  caught  one  sitting  and  brought  it  down. 
Fve  told  you.     It's  pretty  easy  sometimes  to  do       At  first  some  doubt  was  expressed  as  to  the 

a  thing  because  you  see  everybody  else  doing  it.  wisdom  of  that  Flobert  rifle.  To  turn  two  small 

Always  remember  that  a  true  sportsman  in  boys  loose  with  a  deadly  weapon  seemed  to  Mrs. 

every  way  is  about  the  scarcest  thing  they  make  Orde  a  rather  strong  temptation  of  Providence. 

— and  the  finest.     So  naturally  the  common  Mr.  Kincaid  spoke  for  them.     In  the  end  it  was 

run  of  people  don't  live  up  to  it.     If  you — not  decided,  though  with  many  misgivings  and 

the  thinking  you,  nor  even  the  conscience  you,  more  admonitions. 

but  the  way-down-deep-in-your-heart  you  that        "Keep  the  muzzle  pointed  up;  never  get  ex- 

you  can't  fool  nor  trick  nor  lie  to — if  that  you  cited;    never  shoot  at  anything  unless  you 

is  satisfied,  it's  all  right. "    He  turned  and  know  what  it  is, "  was  Mr.  Kincaid's  summing 

grinned  humorously  at  his  small  companion,  up. 

"  I've  nothing  but  a  little  income  and  an  old       These  three  precepts  were  so  constantly  im- 

horse  and  two  dogs  and  a  few  friends,  Bobby,  pressed  that  to  the  boys  their  practice  ended  by 

I've  lived  thirty  years  in  that  little  place  there,  becoming  second  nature, 
and  a  great  many  excellent  people  call  me  a        "It's  not  only  dangerous  to  do  otherwise," 

good-for-nothing  old  loafer.     But  I've  learned  said  Mr.  Kincaid,  "but  it's  a  sure  sign  of  a 

the  things  I'm  telling  you  now,  and  I'm  just  greenhorn.   A  man  ought  to  be  deadly  ashamed 

conceited  and  stuck-up  enough  to  think  I've  to  confess  himself  such  an  all-around  dub. " 
made  a  howling  success  of  it."  Toward  the  end  of  the  fall,  and  nearing 

"  /  don't  think  that, "  said  Bobby,  laying  his  Thanksgiving,  the  boys  drove  Bobby  Junior  out 

cheek  against  the  man's  threadbare  sleeve.  the  old  east  road.     After  a  time  they  turned 

"  Of  course  you  don't,  Bobby, "  said  Mr.  off  into  a  byway,  deep  with  sand.     It  ended. 

Kincaid  cheerfully,  "and  I'll  tell  you  why.  It's  They  hitched  the  placid  Bobby  Junior  to  the 

because  you  and  I  speak  the  same  language,  top  rail  of  a  "snake  fence,"  climbed  it,  and 

although  you're  a  little  boy  and  I'm  a  big  headed  toward  a  scrub-oak  and  popple  thicket, 

man."  thrown  like  a  blanket  over  the  long  slope  of 

a  hill.    They  walked  cautiously,  for  by  expe- 

A  few  days  later  the  Ordes  left  for  Redding,  rience  they  had  learned  that  at  the  very  edge, 

to  spend  some  time  with  Mr.  Orde's  parents,  and  in  the  lea  of  an  old  burned  log,  it  was  pos- 

On  this  visit  a  successful  friendship  developed  sible  that  a  fine  big  cock  partridge  might  be 

between  Bobby  Orde  and  Johnny  English — so  sunning   himself.      Both  boys  trod  on  eggs, 

successful  that  next  autumn  Johnny  English  scrutinizing  every  inch  of  the  ground  before 

was  invited  to  visit  the  Ordes  at  Monrovia.  He  them. 

accepted  very  promptly,  and,  as  the  distance        "  It's  too  late  for  'em, "  whispered  Bobby  in 

was  short,  brought  with  him  his  cart  and  his  discouragement.     "There's  not  enough  sun. 

pony,  which  he  had  named  Bobby  Junior.  The  They've  gone  in  to  feed. " 
country  around  Monrovia  was  very  interesting       But  Johnnie  seized  his  arm. 
to  them.     Riverland,  marshland,  swampland,        "There,"  he  breathed.     "See  him!  He'ssit- 

shore  and  meadow  all  offered  themselves  in  ting  in  that  little  scrub  oak — just  to  the  left  of 

the  most  diversified  forms.     The  sandy  roads  the  stub. " 

wound  over  the  hills,  down  the  ravines,  along       Bobby  peered  along  his  friend's  arm.    After 

the  corduroys  and  float  bridges.    Life  was  va-  a  moment  he  made  out  a  mottled  spot  of 

ried.    The  boys,  armed  with  their  Flobert  rifle,  brown, 
wandered  far  afield.  "  I  see  him, "  said  he,  cocking  his  rifle.  "  It's 

They  did  not  get  very  much,  it  is  true,  but  his  breast.     I  wish  I  could  get  at  his  head. " 
they  popped  away  steadily,  and  did  a  grand        "He'll   be   gone   in   a   minute!"     warned 

amount  of  sneaking  and  looking.    And  they  Johnny, 
managed  first  and  last  to  see  a  great  deal.     In       It  was  Bobby's  turn  to  shoot.    He  raised  his 
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weapon,    aimed   carefully,    and   pressed   the  "  It's  a  good  lesson  to  us, "  said  Bobby  by 

trigger.  way  of  reminiscent  philosophy  often    heard 

Immediately  the  thicket  broke  into  a  tre-  before, 
mendous  commotion.  A  scurrying  of  leaves,  They  put  Bobby  Junior  into  the  bam, 
a  brief  exclamation  of  pain,  a  brown  cap  whirl-  cleaned  the  Flobert,  changed  their  hunting 
ing  through  the  air — and  both  boys  turned  and  clothes,  and  answered  with  alacrity  the  sum- 
ran,  ran  as  hard  as  they  could  up  the  hill  until  mons  to  the  dining-room.  After  they  were  well 
sheer  lack  of  breath  brought  them  to  the  ground,  started  with  the  meal,  Mr.  Orde  came  in  and 
They  stared  at  each  other  with  frightened  eyes  sat  down.  He  nodded  abstractedly,  and  had 
from  faces  chalky  white.  little  to  say.     The  boys  were  too  far  down  in 

"We've  killed  somebody!"  gasped  Johnny,  remorse  to  care  to  bring  up  any  of  the  subjects 

They  clung  to  each  other,  trembling  with  near  their  hearts.  Finally  Mrs.  Orde  remarked 

the  horror  of  it,  utterly  unable  to  gather  their  this  general  depression, 

faculties.    This  was  just  what  so  often  both  "I  must  say  you're  a  cheerful  lot  of  men 

had  been  cautioned  against — the  shooting  with-  folks,"  said  she.     "What  is  it?    Business?" 

out  seeing  clearly  the  object  of  aim.    To  the  She  smiled  at  the  boys  in  raillery  at  the  idea, 

shock  of  a  catastrophe  they  had  to  add  the  sink-  But  she  could  not  cheer  them  up.     As  soon  as 

ing  remorse  over  warnings  disobeyed.  the  meal  was  over,  Mr.  Orde  dismissed  the 

"What  are  we  going   to   do?"  chattered  boys. 

Johnny  at  last.  "Run  along  now,"  said  he  briefly;  "I  want 

"We  got  to  go  down  and  see "  to  talk. " 

.    "I  daren't,"  confessed  Johnny  miserably.  They  climbed  the  stairs  to  Bobby's  room, 

"Do  you  suppose  he's  dead?"  and  sat  down  glumly  on  the  floor.     Reaction 

"They'll  probably  put  us  in  jail. "  was  strong,  and  they  had  both  fallen  into  aim- 

"Cpme  on,"  said  Bobby  at  last.  less  doldrums  of  spirit.     Suddenly  Bobby  sat 

They  arose,  very  giddy  and  Aincertain  on  up  straight  at  attention, 
their  feet.     For  the  first  time  they  forced  them-  The  Orde  house  was  provided  with  old- 
selves  to  look  at  the  copse  lying  below  them.  fashioned  hot-air  registers.     When  the  regis- 

"Oh!"  breathed  Johnny.     "Look!"  ters  happened  all  to  be  open,  they  constituted 

Below  them  on  the  farther  edge  of  the  copse,  most  excellent  speaking  tubes.     Thus,  without 

and  over  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away,  they  saw  intention  of  deliberate  eavesdropping,  Bobby 

Mr.  Kincaid.    He  was  bareheaded.    Curly  was  and  his  friend  became  aware  of  the  following 

with  him.     The  man  was  trying  to  send  the  conversation: 

water  spaniel  into  the  copse.     Curly  pretended  "  What's  the  matter,  Jack  ?  Anything  wrong 

that  he  wanted  to  play,  and  did  not  in  the  least  at  the  office  or  on  the  river? " 

understand  what  it  was  all  about.     He  capered  Mr.  Orde  sighed  deeply, 

joyously  around  Mr.   Kincaid's  outstretched  "  Oh,  no.     Everything's  snug  as  a  bug  in  a 

arm;  he  pressed  his  chest  to  the  earth  and  ut-  rug,  sweetheart, "  said  he,  "  but  I'm  bothered  a 

tered  short  barks;  he  chased  madly  around  in  lot.     A  dreadful  thing  happened  to-day.     You 

circles — but  he  did  not  enter  the  copse,  which  know  that  popple  thicket  out  at  Pritchard's 

was  plainly  his  master's  desire.     Finally  Mr.  place?" 

Kincaid  gave  it  up,  and  departed  over  the  brow  Both  boys  froze  into  horrified  attention, 

of  the  next  hill.  "  Yes. " 

And  while  this  little  byplay  was  going  on  two  "  Well,  just  before  dusk  Pritchard  was  found 

small  boys  above  him  felt  the  warmth  of  life  dead  near  the  east  end  of  it. " 

flowing  back  into   their  frozen   souls.     The  "Why,  how  did  that  happen?"  cried  Mrs. 

blood  returned  to  their  lips,  their  thumping  Orde. 

hearts  calmed,  all  the  blessed  joy  and  sunshine  The  boys  stole  a  look  at  each  other, 

and  freedom  of  the  world  flooded  in  a  return  "He  had  been  murdered." 

tide  of  blessed  relief.  "Murdered!"  cried  Mrs.  Orde  sharply. 

"Gee!"    said   Johnny,   "I'm   never   going  "  Oh !"  moaned  Bobby  in  a  smothered  voice, 

hunting  again.     Never  any  more!     Never!"  "Yes;  he  was  found  with  a  knife  wound  in 

"  You  bet  I'm  going  to  be  careful  after  this, "  his  throat. " 

said  Bobby.     "  My!  but  I'm  glad. "  "  How  terrible, "  said  Mrs.  Orde. 

"I  wonder  why  he  didn't  pick  up  his  cap?"  "But  that  isn't  what  worries  me:   Pritchard 

wondered  Johnny.  is  no  irreparable  loss. " 

"  Perhaps  he  had  it  in  his  hand. "  " Jack! "  cried  Mrs.  Orde. 

The  boys  drove  home  ringing  the  changes  on  "  He  isn't, "  insisted  Orde  stoutly.  "  But  Kin- 

a  thousand  new  resolutions  of  caution.  caid  was  seen  by  several  competent  witnesses 
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coining  out  from  that  thicket,  and,  as  far  as 
anybody  has  been  able  to  find  out,  he  is  the 
only  human  being  who  was  out  there  to-day. 
They  have  him  under  arrest." 

"I  never 
heard  of  any- 
thing so  ridicu- 
lous!"  cried 
Mrs.  Orde  in- 
dignantly. 

"There  has 
been  bad  blood 
between  them," 
said  Orde,  "and 
everybody 
knowsil.  That's 
the  trouble. 
Prilchard,  as 
usual,  has  oR 
and  on  done  an 
awful  tot  of 
talking. " 

"You  don't 
for  a  moment 
believe " 

"Certainly 
not.  Arthur 
Kincaid  never 
would  harm  a 
fly  in  anger. 
And  I  rely  ab- 
solutely   on    his 

"You've  seen 
him?" 

"  Of  course.  He  acknowledges  he  was  out 
at  Pritchard's,  but  denies  all  knowledge  of  the 
affair.  Thai's  the  trouble.  He  offers  no  ex- 
planation of  the  facts,  and  the  facts  are — 
queer. " 

"  What  do  you  mean  P" 

"Well,  this:  the  men  who  saw  Kincaid 
coming  out  of  the  thicket  say  he  was  bare- 
headed. When  Pritchard's  body  was  found, 
Kincaid's  cap  was  discovered  about  fifty  feel 
distant." 

"  What  does  he  say  to  that  ? " 

"His  story  is  so  ridiculous  that  I  wouldn't 
blame  anybody  who  did  not  know  Kincaid  for 
not  believing  it.  He  says  he  was  playing  with 
his  dog,  Curly,  when  Curly  grabbed  the  cap 
and  made  off  with  it.  The  dog  came  back 
without  the  cap,  and  Kincaid  could  not  find  it. 
That's  all  he  says,  except  thai  he  was  not  in 
the  thicket  at  all,  and  certainly  not  within  a 
quarter  mile  of  the  scene  of  the  murder." 

"Thai  might  be  so." 

"  Of  course  it's  so,  if  Arthur  Kincaid  says  it 
is,"  insisted  Orde.  "But  what  do  you  think  of 
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this?    The  cap  had  a  2z-caliber  bullet-hole 
through  the  crown;  and  Pritchard  was  armed 
with  a  la-caliber  rifle." 
"  What  does  Mr.  Kincaid  say  to  it  ?  " 

"That's  just 
J  the  trouble!" 

cried  Orde  in  de- 
spairing tones. 
"  If  he'd  plead 
self-defense  any 
jury  in  Michigan 
would  acquit 
him  without  leav- 
ing the  box.  But 
when  we  asked 
him  how  that 
bullet-hole  got 
in  thai  cap,  he 
says  simply  that 
he  doesn't 
know;  it  wasn't 
there  when  he 
lost  the  cap. 
Could  anything 
be  more  ab- 
surd?" 

Bobby  reach- 
ed out  and  soft- 
ly closed  the 
register. 

Then  he  turn- 
■  ed  to  grip  John- 
ny    fiercely     by 
the  arm.      His 
eyes  blazed. 
"  Mr.  Kincaid  is  my  friend, "  he  hissed.  "  Un- 
derstand that?    He's  my  best  friend.     If  you 

ever  say  anything  about  this  afternoon " 

"Let  go!"  cried  Johnny,  struggling.  "You 
hurt.  You  needn't  get  mad  about  it.  He's 
my  friend,  loo.  I  ain't  going  to  say  anything. " 
Bobby  released  his  arm,  "  He  must  have  done 
it,  though, "  concluded  Johnny. 

"Of  course  he  did  it.  I'd  have  done  it. 
Prilchard  was  an  old  beast.  You  ought  to 
have  been  along  with  me  when  he  ordered  us 
off  his  land. " 

"  Mr,  Kincaid  says  he  was  never  up  at  that 
end." 

"There's  his  cap,  with  the  hole  I  shot  in 
it,"  Bobby  pointed  out.    "It  was  right  where 
Pritchard  was  when  I  shot  at  it. " 
Johnny  nodded. 

"  If  we  lei  that  get  out,  they'll  have  us  in  as 

witnesses. " 

"  We  mustn't,"  said  Johnny. 

Following  this  policy  the  boys  for  the  next 

month  carried  about  an  air  of  secrecy  and  an 

irresponsibility  of  action  very  aggravating  to 
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everybody.  They 

forgot  errands, 
they  did  absent- 
minded  destruc- 
tive things,  they 
were  muchgiven 
to  long  consul- 
tations behind 
the  woodshed. 
When  Ihey  were 
permitted  to  visit 
Mr.  Kincaid  at 
the  jail,  they 
tried  mysterious- 
ly to  convey  as- 
surance of  abso- 
lute discretion, 
but  succeeded 
only  in  appear- 
ing stupid,  frivo- 
lous and  unsym- 
pathetic. Never- 
theless their  con- 
cern was  very 
real.  Bobby  in 
especial  brooded 
over  the  affair 
to  the  exclusion 
of  all  other  in- 
terests. Over 
and  over  he 
visualized  ( h  e 
scene,  until  he 
could  shut  his 
eyes  and  repro- 
duce its  every 
detail— the  hill-  ™ 
side  with  its  scat- 
tered, half-bumed  old  logs,  the  popple  thicket  quiry  disclosed  where  I'riichard's  body  had 
shining  while,  the  scrub  oaks  with  red,  rustling  been  found,  ll  was  uphill  tnim  the  spot 
leaves,  the  palch  of  brown  that  loolted  exactly  Bobby  had  sliol  the  caj) — and  about  ten  feet 
like  a  partridge;  and  then  the  whirl  of  the  cap  away.  "He  must  just  have  done  it,"  he  said 
in  the  air  as  the  bullet  struck,  and  the  horrible    with  a  shudder. 

sinking  feeling  before  he  turned  lo  flee,  A  "Why?"  demanded  Johnny,  to  whom  he 
dozen  small  things  he  had  not  noticed  con-  confided  these  reasonings.  "Maybe  it  was 
sciously  at  the  lime  now  stood  out  clear.     He    before. " 

remembered  that  the  supjwsed  partridge  had  "No,"  aipied  Bobby;  "because  when  I  shot 
stood  out  above  the  sky  line;  that  ihe  ground  the  cap  oR,  if  Pritchard  had  been  alive,  we'd 
broke  gently  up  just  beyond  the  black  log.  have  heard  from  him," 
"  Mr,  Kincaid  must  have  been  standing  on  a  "  Maybe  Mr.  Kincaid  killed  him  to  keep  him 
stump, "  he  thought.  He  recalled  now  his  own  from  chasing  us,"  suggested  Johnny. 
exact  position,  and  figured  the  course  of  the  Bobby  considered  this  romantic  suggestion, 
bullet.    "  It  must  have  gone  in  just  at  the  tip-    but  sho()k  his  head. 

top,"  he  figured.  "That's  the  only  way  it  "No,"  said  he,  "there  wasn't  time  for  Mr. 
could  have  done  without  hurting  his  head.  Kincaid  to  kill  him  and  then  walk  down  lo  the 
Otherwise  it  would  have  scalped  him. "  Over  other  end  of  the  thicket.  He  must  have  run 
and  over  he  tunied  ihe  facts  until  gradually  he    when  I  shot, " 

evolved  an  exact  picture  of  what  had  occurred  "  Do  you  think  they'll  convict  Mr.  Kincaid?" 
— here  was  the  victim,  here  the  murderer.     In-        "  Papa  says  he  doesn't  think  so, "  said  Bobby. 


Th. 
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"He  sa)rs  nobody  can  prove  Mr.  Kincaid  was  Another  witness  was  sworn,  and  deposed  that 

at  the  place. ''  he  had  been  driving  along  the  county  road,  and 

"  We  could. "  had  also  seen  Mr.  Kincaid  emerge  from  the 

"We're  going  to  shut  up!"    said  Bobby  thicket  without  a  hat.     This  witness  likewise, 

sharply.  on  being  excused,  crossed  the  room  and  took  his 

General  opinion  did  not,   however,  share  seat  near  the  window. 

Orders    optimism.     The    circumstantial    evi-  This  point  established,  the  prosecution  called 

dence  was  very  strong.     Interest  in  the  trial  upon  the  man  who  had  found  the  body.    He 

was  such  that  people  came  from  far  out  in  the  stated  that  he  was  in  the  employ  of  the  de- 

coimtry  to  attend  it.     Every  day  of  the  prelim-  ceased ;  had  gone  out  afoot  to  look  up  a  strayed 

inaries  the  court-room  was  filled  with  silent  cow;    had  come  across  the  body  late  in  the 

spectators.     The  boys,  eluding  the  vigilance  of  afternoon.     Pritchard  had  been  killed  by  a 

the  women  zjid  utterly  disregarding  specific  knife  thrust  in  the  throat.     He  lay  on  his  back, 

commands,  found  themselves  unable  to  get  He  had  carried  a  2  2 -caliber  rifle,  with  which  he 

beyond  the  outer  corridor.     Here  they  hung  was  accustomed  to  shoot  hawks  and  crows, 

around  for  some  time,  in  the  vain  hope  of  The  rifle  had  been  discharged.     In  looking 

hearing  something.     The  heavy  breathing  and  about  for  evidence,  witness  had  found  a  cap 

jostling  of  the  crowd  about  them  was  their  only  lying  by  a  stump,  ten  feet  or  so  down  hill.     He 

reward.    Finally  they  gave  it  up  and  wandered  identified  the  cap.    He  also  took  a  seat  where 

out  into  the  grounds.  Bobby  and  Johnny  could  see  him — a  short. 

It  was  by  now  nearly  December  of  a  remark-  thickset  man,  with  a  swarthy  complexion  and 
ably  open  year.  Although  Indian  summer  had  very  oily  long  black  hair, 
long  since  gone,  and  although  the  low,  black  A  witness  was  called  who  identified  positively 
clouds  and  heavy  gales  of  late  autumn  had  the  cap  as  belonging  to  Mr.  Kincaid. 
given  repeated  warnings,  winter  had  somehow  At  this  point  the  prosecution  rested.  A  mo- 
failed  to  arrive.  There  was  as  yet  no  snow;  ment  later  Bobby  heard  again  the  measured, 
and  the  sun,  turned  silver  in  place  of  the  bar-  calm  tones  of  his  friend,  called  in  his  own  de- 
vest gold,  sometimes,  as  now,  dispensed  con-  fense. 

siderable  warmth.  In  consequence  of  the  "I  know  nothing  about  it,"  said  Mr.  Kin- 
mildness  without  and  the  crowd  within,  the  caid,  after  the  usual  preliminaries.  "I  was 
windows  of  the  court-room  had  been  lowered  nowhere  near  the  scene  of  the  murder.  What 
at  the  top.  The  boys  could  almost  catch  the  the  first  witness  had  to  say  as  to  personal  antag- 
words  of  whomever  was  sp>eaking.  onism  between  Pritchard  and  myself  was  quite 

"  Come  on,  let^s  shin  up  that  tree, "  suggested  true:  he  had  ordered  me  off  his  land,  and  very 

Johnny.  offensively.    We  had  some  words  at  that  time." 

Immediately  they  acted  on  the  inspiration.  "When  was  that?"  asked  the  attorney. 

The  highest  limbs  capable  of  bearing  weight  "Some   months   back.     Therefore   I    took 

were  still  some  three  feet  below  the  window-  especial  pains  to  keep  off  his. land,  and  was  at 

sills.     Still,  the  boys  could  hear  plainly  what  the  lower  edge  of  the  thicket,  a  good  quarter 

was  going  on,  and  could  see  into  the  room  on  mile  from  the  place  his  body  was  found. " 

an  upward  slant.  "  You  did  not  enter  the  thicket  ?  " 

The  legal  processes  had  been  fulfilled,  and  "  Only  a  few  feet,  after  the  dog  took  my  cap. " 

the  first  witness  was  giving  his  testimony.  "How  about  the  cap?" 

"  I  was  working  in  my  field,  throwing  out  "  My  retriever.  Curly,  was  playing  with  me. 

manure,  when  I  saw  the  prisoner  come  out  of  I  was  teasing  him  by  waving  the  cap  before 

the  popple  thicket  on  Pritchard  *s  place. "  him.     He  managed  to  get  hold  of  it  and  ran 

"  How  far  were  you  from  the  thicket  ?  "  with  it  into  the  thicket.     In  a  moment  or  so  he 

"  My  field  is  right  across  the  county  road. "  came  back  without  it.     I  could  not  find  it,  nor 

"  At  what  point  did  the  prisoner  emerge  from  could  I  induce  him  to  retrieve  it. " 

the  thicket  as  respects  the  spot  where  the  body  "When  was  this?" 

was  found ? "  "About  two  o'clock. " 

" He  came  out  right  opposite,  a  good  quarter  "Two  witnesses  have  sworn  they  saw  you 

mile,  I  should  say. "  come  out  of  the  thicket  shortly  before  sun- 

"  Anything  unusual  in  the  prisoner's  appear-  down. " 

ance  or  actions?"  "That  was  on  my  way  home.     I  tried  again 

"  He  didn't  have  no  hat.     I  noticed  that. "  to  get  Curly  to  hunt  up  the  cap. " 

After  a  few  more  questions  the  witness  was  "How  do  you  account  for  the  cap's  being 

excused.     In  an  instant  he  appeared  in  the  found  at  the  upper  edge  of  the  thicket  ? " 

boys'  line  of  vision  and  sat  down.  "I  cannot  account  for  it." 
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"  Could  the  dog  have  carried  it  that  far  in  the  cadences  of  the  voice  went  on  and  oil.    The 

time  before  he  returned  ? "  clock  tick-tocked.     People  breathed.     It  re- 

'*  I  do  not  think  so — I  am  certain  not. "  minded  him  of  church. 

"How  do  you  account  for  the  holes?"  A  little  stir  brought  him  back  from  final 

"They  might  have  been  the  marks  of  Curly's  drowsiness.     A  man  in  the  row  ahead  of  him 

teeth, "  said  Mr.  Kincaid  doubtfully.  wanted  to  get  out.     The  disturber  carried  an 

"  Look  at  them. "  overcoat  over  his  left  arm,  and  it  amused  Bobby 

A  pause  ensued.  vastly  to  see  the  stiff  collar  of  that  overcoat 

"They   certainly   do  not  look  like   teeth-  rumple  the  back  hair  of  those  who  sat  in  the 

marks, "  acknowledged  Mr.  Kincaid.  second  row.     As  he  watched,  it  caught  the  long, 

At  this  moment  the  heavy  bell  in  the  engine-  oily  locks  of  the  witness  for  the  prosecution, 

house  tower  boomed  out  the  first  strokes  of  With  a  fierce  exclamation  the  man  turned, 

noon.     The  boys  nearly  lost  their  holds  from  scowling  at  the  other's  whispered  Q^ccuse.  When 

the  surprise  of  it.     By  the  time  they  had  recov-  he  had  again  faced  to  the  front,  he  had  rear- 

ered,  court  had  been  declared  adjourned,  and  ranged  his  disturbed  locks, 

the  crowds  were  pouring  forth  from  the  opened  After  this  slight  interruption,  Bobby  again 

double  doors.  relapsed  into  day-dreaming.     He  fell  once  more 

By  remarkable  prompitude  and  the  exercise  to  visualizing  the  scene  of  that  day.  Gradually 
of  the  marvelous  properties  ascribed  impar-  the  court-room  faded  away.  He  saw  the  hill- 
tially  to  the  worm,  the  eel,  and  the  snake,  side,  the  burnt  logs  on  the  bare  ground,  the 
Bobby  and  Johnny  succeeded  in  gaining  a  popples,  silvery  in  the  sun,  the  sky  blue  above 
place  in  the  court-room  for  the  afternoon  ses-  the  hill.  The  patch  of  brown  by  the  rustling 
sion.  It  was  not  a  very  good  place.  Breast-  scnJb  oak  glimmered  before  his  eyes.  He  saw 
high  in  front  of  them  was  a  rail.  Behind  them  again  the  exact  angle  it  lay  above  him.  For  the 
pressed  a  suffocating  crowd.  On  the  other  side  hundredth  time  he  looked  over  the  sights  of  the 
of  the  rail  were  many  benches  on  which  was  rifle,  fair  against  that  spot  of  brown.  "I  must 
seated  another  crowd.  This  second  multitude  have  overshot  a  foot,"  he  sighed,  "or  it  would 
concealed  utterly  whatever  occupied  the  floor  of  have  taken  him  square. " 
the  court-room.  Only  when  one  or  another  of  And  then  as  he  stared  over  the  sights,  his  fin- 
the  actors  in  the  proceedings  arose  to  his  feet  ger  on  the  trigger,  the  imaginary  scene  faded, 
could  the  boys  make  out  a  head  and  shoulders,  the  familiar  court-room  came  out  of  the  mists 
They  could  see  the  massive  walnut  desk,  and  to  take  its  place.  Slowly  the  brown  spot  at 
the  judge,  however,  and  the  lower  flat  tables  at  which  he  aimed  dissolved,  a  man's  head  took 
which  sat  the  recording  officials.  And  on  the  its  place;  the  oily-haired  witness  for  the  prose- 
blank  white  wall  ticked  solemnly  a  big  round  cution  happened  now  to  occupy  exactly  the 
clock.  The  second-hand  moved  forward  by  a  position  relative  to  Bobby's  attitude  as  had  Mr. 
series  of  swift  jerks,  but  watch  as  he  would  Kincaid's  cap  the  day  of  the  murder.  And 
Bobby  could  see  no  perceptible  motion  of  the  through  the  slightly  disarranged  long  hair,  and 
other  two  hands.  In  the  monotony  of  some  of  exactly  in  line  with  the  imaginary  rifle  sights, 
the  proceedings  this  bland  clock  fascinated  him.  Bobby  could  just  make  out  a  dull  red  furrow 

Likewise  the  li\ing  wall  before  him  caught  running  along  the  scalp.     At  this  instant,  as 

and' held  his  half -suffocated  interest — the  slope  though  uneasy  at  a  ^scrutiny  instinctively  felt, 

of  shoulders,  the  material  of  coats,  the  shape  the  man  reached  back  to  smooth  his  locks, 

of  heads,  the  cut  of  hair.      One  by  one  he  The  scar  at  once  disappeared, 

passed  them  in  review.     Two  seats  ahead  sat  For  perhaps  ten  seconds  Bobby  sat  abso- 

a  thickset  man,  with  very  long,  oily  black  hair,  lutely  motionless,  while  a  new  thought  was 

He  turned  his  head.     Bobby  recognized  the  bom.     Then,  oblivious  of  surroundings  or  of 

man  who  had  found  Pritchard's  body.      He  the  exasperated  objections  of  those  near  him, 

nudged  Johnny,  calling  attention  to  the  fact.  he  clambered  over  the  rail  and  wriggled  his 

The  prosecuting  attorney  was  on  his  feet,  way  to  the  open  aisle.     Several  tried  to  seize 

making  a  speech.     It  was  interesting  enough  at  him,  but  he  managed,  in  some  manner,  to  elude 

first,  but  after  a  time  Bobby's  attention  wan-  them  all.     Once  in  the  open  he  darted  forward 

dered.     The  prosecuting  attorney  was  a  young  toward  the  astonished  officials.     His  freckled 

man,  ambitious,  and  ego  was  certainly  a  large  face  was  very  red,  his  stubby  hair  tousled,  his 

proportion  of  his  cosmos.     Bobby  listened  to  gray  eyes  earnest.     The  sheriff  rose  from  his 

him  while  he  spoke  of  the  obvious  motive  for  seat  as  though  to  stop  him. 

the  deed;  but  when  he  began  again,  and  in  de-  "  I  want  to  see  that  cap! "  cried  Bobby  to  the 

tail,  to  go  over  the  evidence  already  adduced,  blur  in  general.     He  caught  sight  of  it,  ran  to 

Bobby  ceased  to  listen.     Only  the  monotonous  seize  it,  looked  at  it  closely,  and  threw  it  down 
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with  a  little  cry  of  triumph.  The  bullet-holes  Not  the  faintest  trace  of  embarrassment  con- 
were  not  both  at  the  top;  one  perforation  was  fused  his  utterance,  but  he  got  very  little 
high  up,  but  the  other,  on  the  left-hand  side,  forward  under  the  prosecuting  attorney's  ques- 
was  situated  low  near  the  edge.  Bobby  knew  tioning — the  matter  was  too  definite  in  his  own 
that  the  man  who  had  worn  that  cap  must  have  mind  to  permit  of  his  following  another's 
been  hit.  method  of  getting  at  it.     Finally  the  judge  in- 

The  judge's  gavel  was  in  the  air,  the  sheriff  terposed. 
on  his  feet,  a  hundred  mouths  open  to  ex-        "  It's  not  strictly  in  my  province,"  said  he, 

postulate  against  this  interruption  of  a  grave  "  but  we  are  all  anxious  for  the  truth.  I  hope  the 

occasion.  prosecuting  attorney  may  see  the  advisability  of 

"  Mr.  Kincaid  did  not  do  it ! "  cried  Bobby  allowing  the  boy  to  tell  his  own  story  in  his  own 

aloud.  way.     Afterward  he  will,  of  course,  have  full 

The  clamor  broke  out.     The  sheriff  seized  opportunity  for  cross-questions. " 
Bobby  by  the  arm.  This  being  agreed  to,  Bobby  went  ahead. 

"Here,"  he  growled  at  him,  "you  little  brat  I        "Mr.  Kincaid  lost  his  cap,  just  as  he  said, 

What  do  you  mean  raising  a  row  like  this  ?  "  and  Curly  carried  it  into  the  woods  and  dropped 

Bobby  struggled.  He  had  a  great  deal  to  it.  Another  man  came  along  and  picked  it  up 
say.  All  was  confusion.  Half  the  room  and  put  it  on.  Then  he  walked  through  the 
seemed  to  be  on  its  feet.  Bobby  saw  his  father  thicket  and  came  up  with  Mr.  Pritchard.  He 
making  way  toward  him  through  the  crowd,  knew  where  Mr.  Pritchard  was,  because  Mr. 
Only  the  clock  and  the  white-haired  judge  Pritchard  had  just  shot  his  little  rifle  at  a  hawk 
beneath  it  seemed  to  have  retained  their  cus-  or  something.  He  stabbed  Mr.  Pritchard,  and 
tomary  poise.  The  clock  tick-tocked  dcliber-  then  walked  downhill  and  climbed  up  on  a 
ately,  and  its  second-hand  went  forward  in  stump  to  look  around.  He  was  facing  down- 
swift  jerks;  the  judge  sat  quite  motionless,  his  hill.  He  saw  Mr.  Kincaid  and  Curly  'way  be- 
chin  on  his  fists,  his  eyes  looking  steadily  from  low.  Just  then  his  cap  was  knocked  off  by 
under  their  bushy  white  brows.  another  bullet. " 

"Just  a  moment,"  said  the  judge  finally.        "  What  other  bullet  ?"  interposed  the  prose- 

"  Sheriff,  bring  that  boy  here. "  cution  sharply. 

Bobby  found  himself  facing  the  great  walnut        "  That  was  just  an  accident, "  said  Bobby 

desk.     Behind  him  the  room  had  fallen  silent,  confusedly;  "it  happened  to  hit.     It  wasn't 

save  for  an  irregular  breathing  sound.  shot  at  him  at  all. " 

"Who  are  you?"  asked  the  judge.  "You  mean  a  spent  ball  from  somewhere 

"Bobby  Orde."  else?  Who  shot  it?   Where  did  it  come  from  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  say  the  prisoner — Mr.  Kin-        "  I'll  'splain  that  in  a  minute. " 
caid — did  not  commit  the  deed  ?  "  "  Then  he  ran  as  fast  as  he  could " 

Bobby  started  in  a  confused  way  to  tell  about        That  was  as  far  as  Bobby  got  for  the  mo- 

the  cap.     The  judge  raised  his  hand.  ment.     A  slight  confusion  at  one  of  the  doors 

"  Were  you  present  at  this  crime  ?  "  he  asked  interrupted  him.     Almost  immediately  it  died, 

shrewdly.  but  before  Bobby  could  resume,  the  sheriff  el- 

"  Yes,  sir, "  replied  Bobby.  bowed  his  way  forward. 

The  judge  lowered  his  voice  so  that  only        "  Laughton — you  know,  that  second  witness, 

Bobby  could  hear.  the  fellow  who  worked  for  Pritchard — tried  to 

"  Do  you  know  who  murdered  Mr.  Pritch-  get  out.     I  have  him  in  charge. " 
ard?"  "Hold  him,"  said  the  judge.     The  sheriff 

"  Yes,  sir, "  replied  Bobby  in  the  same  tone,  elbowed  his  way  back  down  the  aisle. 
"I  do."  "How  do  you  know  all  this?"  began  the 

"  Who  was  it  ?  "  prosecuting  attorney. 

"  I  don't  know  his  name.     He's  sitthig "        "  If  Mr.  Kincaid  wore  the  cap,  why  isn't  his 

"  I  thought  so, "  interrupted  the  judge.   "  Mr.  head  hurt  ?  "  demanded  Bobby. 
Sheriff, "  he  called  sharply.     That  oflficial  ap-        "  If  the  shot  was  fired  by  Pritchard  when 

proached.     "Close  all  doors,"  said  the  judge  lying  on  the  ground,"  explained  the  attorney, 

to  him  quietly,  "  and  see  that  no  one  leaves  this  "  it  would  not  have  scraped. " 
room.     Mr.   Attorney,   your  witness   here  is        " But  it  wasn't, "  persisted  Bobby.     "It  was 

ready  to  be  sworn. "  fired  from  downhill,  and  about  thirty  feet  away. 

Bobby  went  through  the  preliminaries  with-  That  would  hit  the  man,  wouldn't  it?"  he  ap- 

out  a  clear  understanding  of  them — or,  indeed,  j)ealed. 
a  definite  later  recollection.     He  was  deadly  in        "  Certainly. " 
earnest.     The  crowd  did  not  exist  for  him.        "  Well,  is  Mr.  Kincaid  hurt  ? " 
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"  This,  your  honor,"  said  the  attorney  with  "  I  suppose  I  did, "  said  Bobby  complacently, 

some  impatience,  "is  beside  the  mark "  At  this  moment  the  open  hot-air  re^ster 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  cry  from  Bobby.  began  to  speak,  carrying  up  the  voices  from  the 

"He's  gone!"  he  wailed,  pointing  his  hand  rooms  below.  As  the  subject  under  discussion 
toward  the  seat  where  Laughton  had  been  was  the  closest  to  the  boys'  hearts  for  the  mo- 
sitting,  ment,  they  drew  near  to  Usten. 

"  Was  that  the  man  ? "  asked  the  judge.  "  It'sMr.  Kincaid  himself! "  breathed  Bobby. 

"Yes,"    said    Bobby,    "and    he's    gotten  "  I've  been  trying  to  catch  you  all  the  way  up 

away."  the  street,"  Mr.  Kincaid  was  saying,  "but  you 

"  Mr.  Sheriff, "  said  the  judge,  "  examine  the  walk  like  a  steam-engine. " 

man  for  a  scar  or  wound  on  the  head. "  "I  felt  good,"  explained  Mr.    Orde.     "I 

The  sheriff  disappeared.     The  clock  tick-  knew  you  were  innocent,  of  course,  but  it  looked 

tocked  away  five  minutes,  then  ten.     Finally  dark." 

the  door  swung  open.  "Yes,  it  looked  dark,"  admitted  Mr.  Kin- 

"  Your  honor, "  said  the  sheriff  clearly  across  caid.     "Where's  that  youngster  of  yours?  He 

the  court-room,  "  the  man  has  confessed. "  saved  the  day. " 

"  I  was  just  going  to  look  for  him.     There're 

Bobby  and  his  friend  Johnny  English  sat  on  a  few  points  I'd  like  to  clear  up.  If  he  saw  all 
the  floor  of  Bobby's  chamber  reviewing  the  ex-  that,  why  didn't  he  say  something  before  ?  " 
citing  events  of  the  afternoon.  In  the  tumult  "  Don't  know.  But  he  certainly  spoke  to 
following  the  sheriff's  announcement,  Bobby  the  point  when  he  did  get  going.  Look  here, 
was  temporarily  forgotten.  He  had  slipped  Orde,  I'm  proud  of  that  kid.  I  want  you  to 
back  into  the  crowd,  and  from  that  point  had  let  me  do  something;  he's  old  enough  now  to 
followed  closely  all  that  had  ensued.  Laugh-  have  a  sure  enough  gun,  and  I  want  you  to  let 
ton's  confession  merely  filled  in  the  details  of  me  give  it  to  him.  Stafford  has  a  little  shotgun 
Bobby's  surmises.  It  seems  that  Pritchard  — sixteen-gauge — ever  see  one?" 
had  had  a  violent  quarrel  with  his  man, ending  "Nothing  smaller  than  a  twelve,"  con- 
by  knocking  him  down  and  stalking  off  across  fessed  Orde. 

the  fields.  Mad  with  rage,  Laughton  had  "Well,  I  told  him  to  keep  it  for  me.  I'd 
picked  himself  up  and  followed,  without  even  like  to  give  it  to  Bobby.  He's  learned  fast,  and 
pausing  long  enough  to  get  a  hat.  He  had  lost  he's  paid  attention  to  what  he  learned.  I  don't 
track  of  his  victim  in  the  popple  thicket,  but  believe  in  guns  for  small  boys,  but  Bobby  is 
had  come  across  Kincaid's  cap,  which  he  had  careful;  he  doesn't  make  any  breaks." 
appropriated.  A  shot  from  Pritchard's  little  Johnny  reached  over  to  clasp  Bobby  ex- 
rifle  apprised  him  of  his  enemy's  whereabouts,  citedly. 

The  murder  committed,  he  had  mounted  a  "Now  we  can  get  partridges!"  he  squealed 

stump  to  spy  upon  the  country.     He  had  seen  under  his  breath. 

Kincaid  and  his  dog,  and  was  just  about  to  But  Bobby  was  unexpectedly  cold  to  this  en- 
withdraw,  when  the  cap  was  knocked  from  his  thusiasm.  He  reached  over  to  close  the  regis- 
head  by  a  bullet  which  at  the  same  time  broke  ter.  At  once  the  voices  were  shut  off.  Then 
the  skin  on  his  scalp.  Thinking  himself  dis-  for  some  time  he  sat  cross-legged,  staring 
covered,  he  had  run.  Later,  reconnoitering  straight  in  front  of  him.  To  Johnny's  re- 
carefuUy,  he  had  seen  two  apparently  unex-  marks  he  replied  irritably  until  that  youngster 
cited  small  boys  with  a  rifle  climbing  into  a  flounced  himself  into  a  corner  with  a  book, 
pony  cart  half  a  mile  away,  and  had  come  to  ostentatiously  indifferent, 
the  conclusion  that  the  bullet  had  been  spent,  Bobby  was  seeing  things.  As  was  his  habit, 
and  a  chance  shot.  The  idea  of  incriminating  he  was  visualizing  a  scene  that  had  passed,  re- 
Mr.  Kincaid  had  not  come  to  him  until  later,  calling  each  little  detail  of  what  had  at  the  time 

Mr.   Kincaid  had  at  once  been  released,  apparently  passed  lightly  over  his  conscious- 

Under  cover  of  the  congratulations,  the  boys  ness.     It  was  this  faculty  that  later  gave  him 

made  their  escape.  his  chief  equipment  in  the  field  of  letters. 

"I  don't  see  how  you  ever  figured  it  out!"  He  saw  again  plainly  the  yellow  sand-hills 

cried  Johnny  for  the  dozenth  time.  under  his  feet,  and  the  village  lying  below,  its 

"I  knew  it  must  have  hit  his  head,  unless  it  roofs  half  hidden  in  the  lilac  and  mauve  of 

just  grazed  his  cap,"  said  Bobby,  "and  when  I  bared  branches,  its  columns  of  smoke  rising 

saw  that  scar "  straight  up  in  the  frosty  air.     He  saw  the 

"Gee!  it  was  great,"  gloated  Johnny,  "just  sturdy,    round-shouldered    form    in    the    old 

like  a  book!  It'll  be  in  all  the  papers  to-morrow,  shooting-coat,  the  lined,  brown,  lean  face,  the 

You  saved  I^Ir.  Kincaid's  life,  didn't  you  ? "  white    mustache    and    eyebrows,    the    kindly 


The  Hole  in  the  Cap — By  Stewart  Exlward  White  325 

twinkling  eyes  squinted  against  the  western  scar  on  Laughton^s  head,  and  then  I  knew  if 

light.     He  heard  again  Mr.  Kincaid's  deep,  the  holes  in  the  cap  were  low  down,  he  must 

slow  voice:  have  been  the  man. " 

"Sonny,  you  can  always  be  a  sportsman.  "Why  didn^t  you  tell  all  this  before?" 
A  sportsman  does  things  because  he  likes  them,  "  Fd  never  seen  the  cap;  and  I  thought  Mr. 
Bobby,  for  no  other  reason — not  for  money,  Kincaid  had  done  it.     I  wasn't  going  to  give 
nor  to  become  famous,  nor  even  to  win — and  a  him  away. " 
right  man  does  not  get  pleasure  in  doing  a  thing  Both  men  burst  into  laughter, 
if  in  any  way  he  takes  an  unfair  advantage — if  "And  you  thought  Fd  kill  a  man!*'  re- 
you — not  the  thinking  you,  nor  even  the  con-  proached  Mr.  Kincaid  at  last, 
scious  you,  but  the  'way-down-deep-in-your-  "  I'd  have  done  it — to  old  Pritchard, "  main- 
heart  you  that  you  can't  fool  nor  trick  nor  lie  to  tained  Bobby  stoutly. 
— ^if  that  you  is  satisfied,  it's  all  right. "  After  a  time  Mr.  Kincaid  returned  to  the  first 

Bobby  ^ghed  deeply  and  went  down-stairs,  subject. 

He  opened  the  door  and  entered  very  quietly,  "  There  is  no  doubt,  Bobby, "  said  he,  "  that 

so  that  neither  occupant  of  the  room  saw  him  a  man  careless  enough  to  shoot  at  anything 

before  he  spoke.  without  knowing  what  it  is — especially  in  a  set- 

"I  heard  what  you  said — through  the  regis-  tied  country — ^is  not  fit  to  have  a  gun  of  any 

ter,"  he  explained,  "but  I  can't  take  the  shot-  kind.     There  are  plenty  of  i>eople  killed  every 

gun. "  year  through  just  such  carelessness.     On  that 

Both  men  turned  and  looked  at  him  curiously,  ground  you  are  quite  right  in  saying  that  you  do 

the  first  natural  exclamations  stilled  on  their  not  deserve  the  new  shotgun. " 

lips  by  the  sight  of  his  straight,  earnest  little  "Yes,  sir,"  said  Bobby, 

figure  facing  them.  "But  you  will  never  do  anything  like  that 

"Why  not,  Bobby?"  asked  Mr.  Orde  at  last,  again.     You  have  learned  your  lesson.     And 

"  I  was  the  one  who  fired  that  shot  that  hit  you  told  the  truth.     That  is  a  great  thing.     It  is 

Mr.  Laughton's  head.     I  did  it  a-purpose. "  easy  to  cover  up  a  mistake,  but  very  hard  to 

"What  for?"  show  it  when  you  don't  have  to.     I  was  a  little 

"I  saw  something  brown  in  the  brush,  and  I  disappointed  that  you  forgot  about  shooting  at 

was  sure  it  was  a  partridge,  so  I  shot  at  it.     I  things;  but  I  am  more  than  proud  that  you 

really  didn't  know  it  was  a  partridge.     It  just  remembered  to  be  a  sportsman.     With  your 

looked  brown.     You  told  me  not  to  do  that,  father's  permission,  I'm  going  to  get  you  that 

lots  of  times,  but  I  got  all  excited  and  forgot.  So  shotgun,  just  the  same.     We'll  go  down  to- 

you  see  I'm  not  careful,  like  you  said.     I  ought  gether  in  the  morning  to  get  it. " 

not  to  have  any  shotgun. "  At  the  end  of  ten  minutes  more  Bobby  re- 

"Oh,   Bobby!"    said  Mr.   Kincaid,   "and  turned  to  his  room.     He  looked  about  it  as  one 

that's  one  of  the  most  important  things  of  all. "  looks  on  a  half-remembered  spot  visited  long 

"I  know,  sir,"  said  Bobby;  "that's  why  I  ago.     The  place  seemed  smaller;  the  toys  triv- 

thought  I'd  tell  you. "  ial.     A  deep  gulf  had  been  passed  since  he  had 

The  two  men  examined  the  youngster  for  left  the  room  a  half  hour  before.     To  his  eyes 

some  time  in  silence.    A  very  tender  look  had  opened  a  new  vision.    Little-Boyhood  had 

lurked  back  in  their  eyes.  fallen  away  from  him  as  a  garment.     A  touch 

"  What  did  you  do  then  ? "  asked  Mr.  Orde  had  loosed.     All  experience  and  observation 

at  last.  had  led  the  way;  but  it  was  only  in  expecta- 

"  I  saw  the  cap  fly  up  in  the  air,  and  ran. "  tion  of  the  supreme  test  of  self-sacrifice.    Char- 

"Yes?"  acter  changes  radically  only  under  that  test. 

"And  then  after  a  little  I  saw  Mr.  Kincaid  Bobby  had  borne  it  well,  and  now  stood  at  the 

come  out  down  below,  and  I  thought  it  was  all  threshold  of  his  Youth, 

right  until  I  got  home. "  He  picked  up  the  Flobert  rifle  and  looked  it 

"Why  did  you  jump  up  in  court  this  after-  over, 

noon?"  "It'll  always  be  handy  to  fool  with,"  said 

"I  knew  where  I  was  standing,  and  I  saw  a  he  to  Johnny. 


tbeEAST 


NE  year  during   the  Anjer,  and  so  we  spent  the  night  in  that  an- 

soulhwest      mon-  chorage  which  was  once  so  weU-known  as  a 

soon,    I  went  a  trip  port  of  call  among  deep-water  sailing  vessels. 

through    the    Mulay  After  supper  tlie  steward  brought  our  chairs  on 

ago    with    Nichols    in  deck,  and  while  we  sat  beneath  a  magnificent 

e    bark    Omega.      We  and  quiet  moon,  Nichols  told  me  a  story  of  hu- 

stopped   at    Banjarmassiii.    at  man  hearts,  filled  with  romance  and  the  insist^ 

Macassar,  at  Pangool  on  the   southern    coast  ent   call   of  love.     The  evening  breeze  drew 

of  Java;  and  on  the  run  to  Batavia,  found  our-  off-shore  across  the  water;  and  as  I  listened  to 

selves  becalmed   in  the  Straits  of  Sunda  one  the  tale,  1  looked  around  in  wonder  at  the  un~ 

pleasant    afternoon.    Toward   sunset   a   few  broken  calm  that  seemed  to  rest  upon  the  land. 

puffs  of  wind  carried  us  into  the  harbor  of  "Do  you  see  that  mass  of  trees  in  the  deep 
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shadow?"   Nichols  said,  pointing  toward  the  "I  ran  across  him  a  long  while  ago  in  New 

shore.     "There's  a  house  behind  them, — the  York,  during  those  few  years  when  I  was  oflF 

old  consulate  bungalow.     Years  ago  when  the  the  sea.     One  of  those   sudden  friendships 

China  trade  was  flourishing,  ships  used  to  stop  sprang  up  between  us, — an  affection  that  men 

here  for  mail  and  orders;  and  for  some  reason  now  and  then  feel  for  each  other,  and  as  strong 

our  government  always  kept  a  consul  at  Anjer,  a  sentiment  as  there  is  in  the  world.    He  was 

though  he  wasn't  much  but   a  postmaster,  doing  some  sort  of  engineering  work  about  the 

I've  called  here  often  in  the  old  days;  it  was  the  city,  and  we  took  rooms  together.     Living  as 

first  port  after  a  long  passage,  and  Anjer  al-  wedid,  our  interests  grew  very  close;  we  seemed 

ways  meant  a  lot  to  me.     I  used  to  go  ashore  in  to  think  alike  about  a  good  many  things,  and 

calm  weather  and  visit  the  consulate;  it's  situ-  feel  alike,  though  we  were  radically  different  at 

ated  beautifuUy  among  palm  trees,  with  an  heart.     I  supposed  that  there  wasn't  a  trouble 

open  view  of  the  water  and  a  winding  path  lead-  or  a  joy  of  his  that  I  didn't  share, 

ing  to  it  from  the  landing.     But  certainly  I  "I  remember  the  night  he  left  very  well, 

never  anticipated,  as  I  sat  chatting  with  our  He'd  spent  hour  after  hour  on  a  couch  I  had  in 

consul  over  some  month-old  news,  how  much  my  room,  strumming  a  guitar  and  singing  to 

I'd  see  there  one  day,  and   how  vividly   I'd  himsell  in  a  sort  of  incoherent  voice,  a  habit  of 

hold  it  in  my  memory. "  his  when  he  was  feeling  blue.     He  hummed 

Nichols  waited  so  long  in  silence   that   I  over  all  the  old  tunes  that  evening,  until  it 

began  to  wonder  if  he  was  going  on.  nearly  drove  me  wild;  an  awfully  melancholy 

"  What  was  the  story,  anyway  ? "  I  asked.  sound,  with  the  notes  of  the  guitar  picking 

"I  was  thinking,"  said  Nichols.     "I  want  through.    Later  he  went  out,  and  the  next 

you  to  understand  what  sort  of  a  man  Bert  morning  I  found  a  note  addressed  to  me  on  his 

Mackay  was.     It's  diflficult  to  show  a  picture  table.     It  didn't  enlighten  me  much;  I've  for- 

of    anyone;    and    Bert — well,  you'll  have  to  gotten  most  of  it.     I  think  it  began  something 

take  my  word  for  a  lot  of  it.     He  was  one  like  this:   *  I'm  going  to  try  to  do  a  big  thing; 

of  those  erratic  fellows  that  people  like  but  I've  done  too  many  little  ones.     Perhaps  you'll 

don't  approve  of.     He'd  do  anything,  on  the  hear  from   me   again,   perhaps  you   won't.* 

spur  of  the  moment,  and  suffer  for  it  after-  Then  after  a  few   instructions   about  some 

ward,  for  he  was  sincere.     Many  didn't  admit  affairs  of  his,  he  asked  me  to  forgive  him. 

his  sincerity,  and  credited  him  with  evil  in-  That  was  like  him,  as  if  I  was  doing  the  suffer- 

tentions,  because  he  made  a  lot  of  mistakes, —  ing!  *I  want  you  to  forget  that  you  ever  knew 

was  always  making  them.     But  I  knew  his  me,'  he  said.     *  Something  pretty  hard  has 

heart,  and  didn't  misjudge  him.  come  into  my  life,  and  I've  got  to  go,  that's  all. 

"  Take  him  altogether,   he  was  the  most  I've  got  to  work  this  out  alone. '    At  the  end  of 

primitive  man  I  ever  met.    He  was  as  wild  as  the  letter,  he  asked  God  to  bless  me.     It  struck 

nature;  he  didn't  analyze  life  at  all,  he  let  it  me  as  incongruous  at  first;  but,  after  all,  I  don't 

come  and  go;  and  like  nature,  too,  he  grew  know  anyone  who  had  a  better  right  to  men- 

instinctively  to  his  correct  stature.    A  man  of  tion  God.     At  least,  he'd  always  been  true  to 

the  open, — swift-minded,   sympathetic,   mag-  himself,  and  everyone  can't  claim  that  virtue, 

netic, — he  was  really  a  tremendous  force;  and  "So  that  was  the  end  of  our  brief  comrade- 

that  sincerity  of  his  which  plunged  him  into  ship,  and  you  can  imagine  how  it  affected  me. 

moods  of  remorse  and  despair,  led  him  out  of  Friends   are   scarce   enough,    heaven  knows, 

every  experience  with  a  dean  heart  and  a  without   losing  one   in   such   vague   circum- 

serious  conviction.  stances.     But  I  never  heard  from  him;  and 

"  You  can  imagine,  with  all  this,  that  his  way  after  a  while  he  faded  into  the  background,  as 
with  women  was  rash,  sudden,  appalling  and  even  the  sharpest  details  of  this  great  picture 
awfully  fascinating.  He  wasn't  clever,  but  will  do  if  we  keep  moving.  Sometimes  I 
winning;  he  couldn't  talk  well,  but  had  a  thought  of  him,  and  wondered  what  he'd  lost 
manner  which  spoke  for  him  louder  than  or  found.  But  I  never  doubted  that  he'd 
words.  In  fact,  he  possessed  the  flash  of  come  into  his  own  at  last,  the  old  adventure, 
power  that  can't  be  cultivated  or  affected,  the  Something  had  called  him  down  the  wind, 
appeal  of  eyes,  the  shock  of  latent  love,  a  glori-  some  note,  some  fragrance,  some  hidden  face 
ous  and  terrible  inheritance.  Yes,  he  was  very  of  beauty, — and  he'd  gone  out  alone,  as  he 
much  alive, — a  splendid  being!  He  broke  had  written,  to  find  the  answer  and  the  con- 
many  hearts, — that  was  bound  to  be;  and  I  summation — love  or  death — that  hearts  like 
used  to  tell  him  that  his  own  would  be  broken  his  pursue, 
past  mending  some  day.    He'd  laugh  and  say  Nichols  reached  for  a  cigar.     While  he  was 

rv^rnof^c  if   rtrrvii1/i    rvo  fno  /^nliy  fKinrr  f/N  e«t«rA  Vkii<m  li/vV^fi'n/v  if      T  T«.«tf/«n^^    nic   Tt»r>a          T-Ta  tiroc    o    man 
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who  claimed  attention  by  his  very  silence, —  that  bungalow:  one  of  the  world's  failures, 

a  tribute  to  a  singular  p>ersonality.  buried  in  the  wreck  of  an  overwhelming  past; 

"  Quite  a  number  of  years  after  all  this, "  he  an  exile,  who'd  seen  me  in  the  offing  and  was 
went  on  slowly,  "  I  reached  the  Straits  of  Sunda  making  ready  for  a  Visit,  longing  for  a  sight  of 
bound  out  to  Hong-Kong.  The  southwest  a  face  and  a  word  of  home;  a  criminal,  who 
monsoon  was  well  under  way,  but  something  was  afraid  of  me,  and  was  even  then  concealing 
prompted  me  to  call  at  Anjer;  I  hoped  to  find  evidence,  sweeping  tables,  locking  drawers.  At 
some  letters  from  home.  We've  all  felt  the  last  I  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer.  *  Mr.  Hun- 
same  way  after  a  long  passage;  Anjer  marks  ter!*  I  shouted  to  my  mate.  *Send  some  men 
the  end  of  the  voyage.  First  land — first  land,  aft  and  throw  the  dingey  overboard.  I'm 
There's  nothing  like  it  in  the  world.   Think  of  going  ashore.' 

the  messages  of  love  and  faith  beyond  the  sea,        "  Under  the  hills  the  land  loomed  high.  You 

that  have  come  off  to  ships  from  that  deserted  know  how  strange  it  seems,  after  a  voyage  at 

and  forgotten  bungalow!  Sometimes  there  were  sea,  to  step  from  a  ship's  deck  into  an  open 

messages  of  death,  too,  but  we  couldn't  pass  boat,  to  look  across  the  water  from  a  lower 

by  without  knowing.    So  I  anchored  with  my  level,  to  see  a  shore  approach  and  hear  the  rote 

heart  full  of  excitement  and  uncertainty,  as  if  of  waves  on  a  beach  close  at  hand.     When  her 

something  was  about  to  be  revealed.  nose  touched  the  landing,  I  made  a  jump  of  it. 

"  The  first  boat  that  came  off  from  shore  I  wanted  to  catch  him  napping,  whoever  he 

brought  me  disappointing  news.     R had  was;  I  wanted  to  surprise  him  and  watch  his 

been  transferred  to  Batavia,  the  consulate  had  face.    The  air  under  the  trees  was  full  of  the 

been  discontinued,  and  my  letters,  if  there  were  land  smell,  and  sounds  made  themselves  heard 

any,  were  being  held  at  Batavia  or  Singapore,  distinctly  in  the  great  silence.     I  picked  my 

Old  Sa-lee  was  in  the  boat,  and  on  questioning  way  up  the  path,  and  in  a  minute  or  two 

him  I  learned  that  shortly  after  R left,  the  arrived  in  plain  sight  of  the  bungalow. 

bungalow  had  been  occupied  by  a  stranger.        "  The  little  house  stood  surrounded  by  trees 

The  fact  didn't  interest  me  much,  and  I  cursed  and  underbrush.     It  had  a  neglected  appear- 

myself  for  stopping.     The  wind  was  gone  for  ance,  and  even  in  the  night  I  could  see  how  the 

the  evening,  however,  and  nothing  for  it  but  to  jungle  had  closed  in  on  it  since  R 's  time. 

lay  over  till  the  next  day.  The  light  inside  was  gone;  but  there  was  moon 

"The  air  was  heavy  that  evening,  one  of  enough  for  me  to  make  out  that  the  veranda 

those  nights  of  threatening  showers  that  never  was  deserted  on  the  front.     I  began  to  wonder 

come.     Over  there  above  the  land,  the  moon  if  the  tenant  had  turned  in;  and  then  that 

was  high  and  full,  and  clouded  by  a  faint  mist  strange  instinct  that  leads  a  roan  to  the  rear 

like  descending  veils  of  dew.     The  ship  seemed  of  a  house  when  he's  eavesdropping  got  hold 

resting  after  the  long  passage;  forward  the  men  of  me,  and  I  took  to  the  woods.      I  struck  up 

were  singing  accompanied  by  an  old  accordion,  the  hill  a  little  way,  skirted  a  row  of  palms  that 

and  off  across  the  water  I  could  hear  the  voices  bordered    an   open   space,    and   fetched   out 

of  natives  crying  wild  and  startling  melodies,  directly  behind  the  bungalow  in  a  patch  of 

A  faint  breeze,  fanned  down  from  the  hills,  shadow. 

brought  with  it  the  sensuous  odor  of  blooming        "  A  man  was  picking  a  guitar  on  the  back 

flowers.     Yes,  I  was  touched  by  many  mes-  veranda,  and  singing  to  himself.     I  listened, 

sages.     I  had  been  faithful  to  my  trust  once  but  couldn't  hear  distinctly.     The  effect  of 

more,  and  brought  the  vessel  in.   And,  like  my  that  voice  in  the  stillness  was  beyond  descrip- 

friend  of  long  ago,  I  dared  to  speak  the  name  tion.     We're  all  prone  to  be  touched  in  an 

of  God  below  my  breath  in  thankfulness.  emotional   way   by  sounds,  smells,  caresses, 

"It  must  have  been  quite  late, — the  moon  draughts  of  memory,  glimpses  of  falling  stars, — 

had  passed  overhead,  I  remember,  and  the  sing-  and  now  and  then  in  this  sailor-business  we  get 

ing  had  died  out  forward  and  ashore, — when  I  a  shock  of  beauty  so  acute  that  it  makes  life 

noticed  lights  in  the  old  consulate  bungalow,  almost  worth  living.     I  felt  it  then, — a  perfect 

As  I  paced  up  and  down  I  began  to  wonder  emotion.     I  stood  at  the  heart  of  an  old  and 

who  the  stranger  was  that  Sa-lee  had  spoken  visionary  land;  and  I'd  been  dreaming  until 

of;  what  fanatic  had  chosen  that  house  of  soli-  I'd  nearly  lost  the  world — or  won  the  dream,  I 

tude  to  live  in,  and  how  he  managed  to  pass  the  can't  say  which.    And  then  I  heard  this  note 

time.     I  kept  my  eye  on  the  light,  which  seemed  of  music,  the  final  stroke,  like  the  voice  of  Adam 

to  travel  about  and  vanish  now  and  then  be-  sounding  the  first  love  song  in  Eden.     Only 

hind  a  closing  door.    It  excited  me;  you  can't  this  man  was  singing  alone, 
imagine  what  a  state  I  was  in,  thinking  about        "  Suddenly  the  voice  rose,  and  I  caught  the 

the  thing.     I  pictured  all  sorts  of  people  in  tune,  and  the  words. 
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"  *  What  would  you  do^  love,  if  home  reluming  it's  often  that  way  between  two  men,  and  they'll 

With  high  hopes  burning,  with  wealth  for  waste  hours  in  working  up  to  the  only  thing 

you    .     .     . '  they  want  to  talk  about.     So  I  mentioned  some 

old  escapade  of  ours,  and  gradually  we  drifted 

"  All  at  once  I  remembered  the  voice — and  back  into  the  past.  No  doubt  he  had  brooded 
knew  who  it  was.  He  used  to  sing  it  on  that  many  an  unhappy  night  over  memories  like 
couch  in  my  room;  perhaps  it  was  one  of  the  these;  I'm  sure  he  recalled  them  better  than  I 
songs  he  bothered  me  with  the  last  night  that  I  did.  He  kept  citing  queer  details,  little  re- 
saw  him.  It  seemed  impossible — and  the  next  marks  and  by-words,  stock  jests  that  we  used  to 
instant  something  closed  in  my  throat  because  laugh  at,  and  snatches  of  forgotten  songs.  He 
the  significance  of  the  words  dawned  on  me.  was  unquenchable!  It  amused  me  to  listen  to 
*  With  high  hopes  burning' — and  all  the  years  him,  pleased  me,  too;  and  when  I' heard  his  in- 
between,  which  I  knew  hadn't  profited  him  fectious  laugh,  I  realized  that  whatever  he'd 
anything  if  he  was  here!  I  choked,  and  uttered  been  through  his  spirit  hadn't  died.  The  ele- 
a  low  exclamation.  He  got  up,  and  I  heard  the  mental  fire  was  still  there.  I  took  my  eyes 
guitar  strike  the  floor  with  a  hollow  clash,  away  from  him,  and  looked  around  at  the  jungle 
'  Who  is  there  ? '  he  asked  softly,  as  if  he'd  been  and  the  hiUs  and  the  moon  overhead;  and  all  at 
expecting  a  call  from  that  direction.  once  it  struck  me  how  much  he  resembled  the 

^"  I  started  across  the  patch  of  open  ground,  land  he'd  stumbled  on.     I  saw  it  in  a  flash 

and  came  into  the  moonlight.     When  I  got  of  understanding,  a  land  full  of  the  instinct 

nearer,  I  saw  him  standing  by  the  veranda  rail,  and  gift  of  love;  weary,  too,  and  wise  with  age 

leaning  out,  showing  his  face, — a  lot  older,  but  and  the  lessons  it  had  learned, 

still,  for  all  that,  just  the  same.  "  *  Why  don't  you  stay  here  ? '  I  asked,  taken 

** '  Who  is  it  ? '  he  asked  again,  sharply  this  by  the  fancy.     '  You  talk  about  going  home, — 

time,  for  he'd  discovered  that  I  was  a  man.  why  do   you   think   of   it  ?    You   belong  in 

"  I  felt  as  if  I  must  excuse  myself.     *  Bert, 'I  the    Orient.     Why    don't    you    love   here — 

said, '  I  haven't  been  on  your  trail.     I  just  hap-    marry * 

pened  to  call  here. '  "  *  No,   no ! '    he  cried.     *  You  don't  know 

**He  leaned  out  farther,  and  suddenly  rec-  what  you're  saying.'    He  stopped  short,  and 

ognized  me.     'Nichols!'  he  said,  as  if  to  him-  looked  at  me  as  if  he  was  searching  my  mind, 

self.     The  weight  of  years  seemed  to  strike  him  *  Love  will  never  come  to  me, '  he  said, 

with  a  swift  blow;  he  sank  down  and  buried  his  "  *  Nonsense! '    I   answered.     '  What  possi- 

face  on  the  railing.     When  I  took  his  hand,  he    ble  reason  could  you  have  to  believe  that ' 

gripped  me  like  a  vise.     We  didn't  speak  for  a  "'Good  heavens!'    he  cried.    'Haven't  I 

long  time.  paid  enough  to  know  ? '   He  wandered  to  the 

"  After  I'd  sent  my  boat  back  to  the  ship  with  veranda  rail  and  leaned  against  a  post  there, 

orders  to  come  ashore  for  me  in  the  morning,  looiring  away.     *  A  long  while  ago, '  he  went  on, 

we  sat  talking  till  late  in  the  night.     Ten  years,  '  I  took  every  ray  and  hope  and  dream  of  love 

I  believe  it  had  been  that  long  since  I  last  saw  out  of  my  heart,  and  took  them  in  my  hands — 

him.     The  amazing  thing  was  that  I  had  found  so — and  crushed  them,  and  killed  them,  and 

him  even  then.     '  Of  all  places  in  the  world, '  I  threw  them  down,  as  if  I'd  taken  my  heart 

asked  him,  'how  did  you  strike  this  God-  itself  and  squeezed  the  last  drop  of  blood  out  of 

forsaken  spot  ?*  it  like  a  sponge.     I  tell  you,  the  thing's  dead. ' 

"'I  came  up  about  six  months  ago,  from  '**Why?  Tell  me, — if  it's  all  over. * 
Australia, '  he  said.    '  A  captain  down  there  told  "  He  took  a  long  walk  that  time,  around  the 
me  about  it,  and  I — well,  it's  quiet,  and  yet  a  comer;  when  he  came  back,  he  sat  down  heav- 
fellow  sees  a  ship  now  and  then, — watches  ships  ily  like  a  man  tired  out  with  carryi/ig  a  load, 
and  things.     It's  quiet  here — '    He  had  been  'It's  hard  to  begin,'  he  said.     'Do  you  re- 
walking,  and  stopped  in  front  of  my  chair,  member  a  little  girl  I  used  to  talk  about ;  you 
'It's  heaven!'   he  cried.     'Nothing  to  raise  a  met  her  once  in  New  York  in  the  old  days? 
row,  nothing  to  fight  for,  nothing  to  live  for,  Her  name  was  Helen  Rand. ' 
much — you    don't    understand!     Nothing   to  "*A  slender  girl  with  dark  hair  and  brown 
bother, — that  is —    You  don't  know  how  quiet  eyes  ? '  I  asked, 
and  peaceful  it  seems. '  " '  Yes, '  he  said,  and  threw  himself  back  in 

'*  I  didn't  answer,  but  his  words  confirmed  the  long  chair.     '  Well,  she  went  away.    She's 

the  notion  that  I'd  always  had  ever  since  he  got  the  same  eyes  now,  wide,  childish. ' 

went  away.     A  man  isn't  tired  of  life  at  his  age  "'Now!'    I  shouted.     '  You  don't  mean — 

unless  he's  lost  the  heart  of  life  itself.     I  felt  a    she  isn't ' 

certain  delicacy  about  approaching  his  story;  *"No,  no,*  he  said.     'I  haven't  seen  her  fox 
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six  months.     She's  down  in  Australia — was  wouldn't  notice  him.     One  time — ^she  had  left 

then— Melbourne. '  her  husband  then — he  got  a  word  with  her. 

"'What  have  you  been  up  to  now — '    I  She  asked  him  what  he  was  doing  there.     *I 

started  in,  but  he  cut. me  oflF.  just  want  to  be  around  in  case  you  need  me,' 

"*N<5thing,'  he  said.    'She's  not  mine, —  he  answered.    'It's  gone  a  long  way  beyond 

never  has  been.'    He  sat  up  suddenly  and  that,  Bert,'  she  said.    'I'll  never  need  you 

leaned  toward  me.    *  I've  been  near  her  night  again. '    He  tried  to  take  her  hand.    *  I  can't 

and  day  for  almost  ten  years  of  my- life,  as  near  let  you  go,  Helen! '    he  cried.     ' Let  me  go  ? 

as  I  could  get!'    he  said.     'I've  been  near,  You  sent  me!'  she  told  him. 
ready  to  help, — anything!  God,  I  had  to  be  in        "'Imagine  it!'   he  said  to  me.     'What  was 

the  same  city!'  He  hesitated,  and  then  went  on.  the  use?    I  thought  of  the  old  times, — they 

'  I  found  out  too  late  that  I  loved  her, '  he  said  seemed  old  already;  and  when  I  looked  into  her 

humbly.     *  I  found  out  just  one  day  too  late,  eyes  I  couldn't  realize  that  she'd  learned  so 

I'm  paying  for  one  day.     All  I've  done,  all  I  much.     There  didn't  seem  to  be  any  change, 

ever  can  do,  all  the  love  I've  wasted,  all  the  and  yet  she  was  another  woman!' 
love  I'm  going  to  throw  away,  won't  begin  to        "  Some  time  later,  she  went  on  a  cruise 

pay  the  price.     Don't  you  see  ? '  through  the  South  Seas  in  a  yacht.     After  she 

'"And  you've  kept  it  going  all  this  time,'  I  left  'Frisco  Bert  got  a  little  money  ahead;  and 

said.  when  he  heard  the  following  year  where  she 

"  He  laughed.    *  I  knew  you  wouldn't  under-  was,  he  shipped  on  a  steamer  bound  for  Hono- 

stand, '    he    answered.     '  You've   grown   old,  lulu,  and  took  another  grip  of  life  in  that  glori- 

you've  forgotten.     I  couldn't!    Just  because  ous  island  of  the  Pacific  where  you'd  think  that 

love  in  your  world  means  faith,   quietness,  everything  but  happiness  would  die  in  the  open 

placid  days,  months,  years,  do  you  think  love  sun.     So  it  went,  year  after  year,  from  Hono- 

never  follows  a  diflFerent  course  ?  Bad  as  she  is,  lulu  to  Shanghai,  f rom]Shanghai  to  Hong-Kong, 

I  can't  help  loving  her.     I'm — I'm  respon-  and  on  down  the  China  Sea  to  Singapore;  a 

sible  for  her  soul '  year  on  the  West  Coast,  Calleo,  Iquiqui,  Val- 

"  I  wish  I  could  tell  it  as  he  did  that  evening  paraiso,  she  never  resting,  and  he  following  in 

in  his  convincing  voice,  laughing  sometimes  his  time.     I've  often  wondered  what  her  life 

while  he  spoke  of  years  that  must  have  seared  must  have  been  through  this;  for  we  know  now 

his  heart  with  pain,  throwing  it  all  aside  with  a  that  she  always  loved  him — that  a  flame  was 

gesture  at  once  brave  and  pathetic,  showing  by  burning  in  her  heart  too.     Pride,  pride — it 

the  white  light  of  his  extraordinary  narrative  leads  us  to  deny  so  much !    She  must  have 

a  backgrouhd  somber  and  terrible  and  hard,  grown  to  be  a  strong,  clear-headed  woman; 

a  life  of  ineflFectual  war,  without  happiness,  nothing  but  strength  could  have  carried  her  so 

without  peace,  without  reward,  and  through  it  far.    But  we'll  never  know  the  bitterness  and 

all  a  love  so  strong  that  it  must  have  torturfed  anguish  of  her  decision.    I  haven't  a  doubt  that 

his  very  dreams.     She  had  fled  from  New  York  the  thought  of  him  constantly  at  her  heels,  the 

at  once,  it  seems, — flying  from  life,  from  him,  sight  of  him  now  and  then  in  her  wake  making 

from  the  memory  of  the  one  day  of  which  he  hard  weather  of  it,  held  her  to  the  course  she'd 

spoke^     He  spent  half  a  year  in  finding  her,  and  chosen.     No  woman  respects  a  man  who  can't 

when  at  last  they  met  she  didn't  want  him,  solve  his  own  destiny.     And  he,  poor  fellow, 

didn't   need   him,    wouldn't    have   him.     He  had  failed   so   miserably  to   solve   anything, 

couldn't  save  her  then;  the  time  had  gone  by.  Isn't  it  often  the  way, — a  man  who  can  sway 

This  was  in  San  Francisco,  and  she  lived  there  women  by  the  very  audacity  of  his  assurance  is 

a  year,  successful,  well-appearing,  and  growing  impotent  before  the  one  that  he  really  loves! 
more  beautiful  every  day.     '  You  can't  imagine        '* '  You  see  how  stifling  the  situation  was, 

how  beautiful  she  was, '  he  told  me.     '  People  don't  you  ? '  he  asked  me,  as  if  all  at  once  he'd 

talked  about  her;  she  became  known.     Such  a  grown  afraid  that  I  was  doubting  him.    '  I 

little  girl,  with  such  sad  eyes *  couldn't  seem  to  pick  up  an  interest  in  life  for 

"She  was  clever,  kept  a  good  grip  on  her-  my  own  sake.     I'd  got  into  the  habit  of  drifting, 

self,  and  soon  married  a  man  with  considerable  that's  the  trouble.     Sometimes  I'd  think  that 

money  and  passed  into  another  world.     Bert  I'd  paid  the  price — enough.     But  then  I'd  see 

found  some  sort  of  work, — newspaper,  I  think;  what  might  have  been,  feel  her  eyes,  know  how 

but  he  couldn't  put  his  heart  into  anything,  and  I  wanted  her — needed  her  yet;  realize  how  I 

so  didn't  get  along.     He  told  me  that  he  went  didn't  own  my  life  or  my  heart  after  all,  just 

hungry  and  shabby, — couldn't  earn  enough  carried   them   around!    Then  the  old   hope 

money  to  support  himself.     Once  in  a  great  would  come  back,  and  I'd  start  out  on  a  new 

while  he  would  see  her,  but  of  course  she  tack.     But  it  kept  me  under  the  crowd;  it  was 


too  much.'     He  stopped  short,  suddenly  over-  don'l  blame  her.     I  don't  blame  anybody  for 

come  by  the  dimensions  of  his  suffering.     '  It's  anything  now.     1  asked  her  if  I  might  see  her, 

been  too  much,'  he  said.  and  she  replied  that  it  wasn't  difficult  to  gain 

"How  they  finally  came  to  Australia  I  don't  access  to  her  house.     All  the  while  she  was 

remember.    They  must  have  been  there  some  looking  at  my  clothes  with  a  sort  of  amused 

time;  hespokeof  Sydney, of  Newcastle.ofBris-  scorn.     I  didn't  present  much  of  an  appear- 

bane  and  of  Melbourne,  where  he  saw  her  for  ance.     Then  she  said  something  that  was  un- 

the  last  time.     '  I  met  her  face  to  face  one  day, '  necessary.     She  told  me  that  I  didn't  look  as  if 

he  said.     'She  looked   as  if   she   was  going  I  had  the  price.     I  woke  up — and  realized  sud- 

dowQ-hill.     I  suppose  I  must  have  said  what  denly,  fully,  decisively  like  a  blow — how  im- 

was  Id  my  mind;  I  wasn't  in  a  mood  to  dodge  possible  it  was  to  keep  on.     Impossible!   I'd 

facts.    She   was  angry   at   my   comment, — I  been  talking  with  a  friend  that  morning  about 
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Anjer.    He  sailed  the  next  day,  and  brought  cries.    *  You  are  safe;  you  will  not  go? 'she  said 

me  up  here.     I've  got  a  few  dollars,  enough  to  breathlessly.    'Safe?'  he  asked,  bending  over 

live  on.      And   I'm   getting  back  my   grip.  her.    'Have  you  been  watching?'  She  looked 

You've  come  along, — I  think  I'll  be  all  right — '  up  into  his  face  with  a  glance  which  expressed 

"  Well,  I  suppose  he  had  been  through  deep  infinite  concern.    *  The  man  stood  beside  me  as 

water;  what  amazed  me  was  the  marvelous  I  was  coming, '  she  said.    *  I  would  have  killed 

resilience  of  the  man.    '  Yes,  God  is  good, '  I  him,  but  I  saw  that  you  were  warned. '  *  Thank 

said.    *This  is  the  place  for  you;  you've  been  God!'   he   exclaimed.    She   drew   her  arms 

led  here  by  a  wise  Providence.     You  can  get  it  about  his  neck.    *  I  could  not  go!   I  must  see 

all  back '  you!'    she  cried.     *Hush!'  he  said.     'Speak 

*•  *  Exactly, '  he  said.  '  The  land  has  taught  lower,  you  will  wake  my  friend. ' 
me  that.  I've  got  back  more  than  I  hoped.'  "Her  language  was  picturesque.  She  con- 
He  stopped,  and  I  felt  that  he  was  telling  me  veyed  her  meaning  by  extravagant  periods,  the 
something  vitally  important  from  his  point  of  symbolic  speech  through  which  the  Oriental 
view.  'I've  got  back  my  self-respect, '  he  said,  mind  appeals  to  its  inborn  idealism.  '  Your 
*  I'll  be  ready  to  go  home  soon.  I  think  I'm  of  friend  ?  Who  is  yourfriend  ? '  she  asked.  * Inall 
some  account  yet.  The  past's  a  sort  of  joke, —  the  time  that  you  have  dwelt  here,  no  ships  have 
a  horrible,  fantastic  joke;  but  I  shall  quit  loving  waited,  you  have  had  no  friends  come.  Who  is 
her  now.  I  shall  try  to  do  that;  I've  learned '  your  friend  that  comes  in  a  great  ship?   Tell 

"  I  wondered  what  was  going  on  in  his  mind,  mel'   *  Dear, '  he  said,  '  he's  my  brother,  and  I 

For  the  first  time  in  the  evening  he  puzzled  me;  haven't  seen  him  since  I  was  a  boy. ' 
I  had  an  impression  that  I  had  missed  a  few       "She  shrank  away  from  him.    'Ah!'  she 

words,  or  perhaps  failed  to  place  them  cor-  said.    '  Then  he  will  take  you — ^you  will  go  ? ' 
rectly.    Thinking  it  over  after  I'd  gone  to  bed       "'Not  yet,'  he  told  her.    'Not  for  some 

that  night,  I  asked  myself  if  it  wasn't  more  than  time. ' 

anything  the  habit  of  youth  that  turned  him       "'But  you  will  go?'  she  persisted.    'Some 

home, — the  call  of  a  familiar  environment,  day  you  will  not  be  here,  and  the  sun  will  cease 

memories  of  streets  and  faces  and  echoing  to  rise  in  the  sky,  and  the  moon  and  the  stars 

words.    Where  wa9  his  heart,  anyway?  There,  will  fall  silently,  and  all  light  will  die,  and  you 

in  the  West;  or  here,  where  out  of  the  ordinary  will  not  be  here! ' 

course  his  love  had  landed  him  at  last  ?  And       " '  I've  told  you  many  times,  it  must  be  so, '  he 

would  he  ever  be  content  ?    I  wondered,  and  said.    '  You  knew  it  long  ago. ' 
doubted  very  much  if  he  himself  knew  what       "Again  she  clasped  him  about  the  neckT 

was  best,  he'd  failed  so  long,  lived  so  inglori-  'No!    Nol'    she  cried.    'I  cannot  lose  you! 

ously.  You  are  mine!  Stay  here.     It  is  a  fair  land — 

"While  I  lay  in  bed  trying  to  piece  these  and  am  I  not  fair?'   She  touched  her  breast, 

things  together,  I  heard  someone  moving  in  'You  will  not  look  at  me!'  she  said, 
the  house.    Steps  shuffled  along  the  corridor,       "'I  dare  not!' 
and  paced  softly  up  and  down  the  veranda.  He       " '  Then  look ! '  she  whispered, 
had  been  kept  awake  too,  it  seemed,  and  had       "  I  saw  him  take  her  in  his  arms.     So  he 

gone  out  to  walk  it  ofif.     I  was  debating  in  my  had  found  this — beyond  what  he  had  hoped.  I 

mind  whether  to  get  up  and  speak  to  him  or  let  got  a  light  on  his  peculiar  problem.    He  told 

him  have  it  out  alone,  when  he  left  the  veranda  me  that   he'd  regained   his  self-respect;   he 

and  I  lost  his  footstep  in  the  grass.    I  wondered  meant  that  he  could  still  win  love !  He  said  that 

where  he'd  gone, — if  I'd  have  to  look  him  up  he  might  forget;  but  what  he  meant  was  that 

and  bring  him  back  from  one  of  his  moody  ex-  perhaps  he  would  learn  to  love  again.    And 

cursions,  and  was  still  undecided  when  I  heard  when  he  spoke  of  going  home,  he  thought  only 

low  voices  outside.     I  couldn't  make  out  what  of  tr3ring  himself  again,  proving  himself.     We 

was   being   said.     Suddenly   I   thought   that  don't  talk  about  these  things;  we  make  a  pre- 

someone  must  have  come  from  the  ship  for  me,  tense  of  caring  for  business  and  material  affairs ; 

and  jumped  up  to  look  out.  but  just  the  same  it's  love  we're  here  for,  and 

"He  stood  in  front  of  the  window  at  some  it's  love  we  spend  our  lives  in  seeking  and 

little  distance  in  the  full  moonlight;  and  across  serving.     Without  it,  a  man  is  not  a  man.  And 

the  open  space  a  woman  came  toward  him  with  there  I  saw  him,  face  to  face  with  it,  touching 

a  gliding,  crouching  step,  starting  from  the  the  Eastern  heart  that  I'd  discovered  was  so 

shadow  where  I  had  waited  in  the  early  even-  like  his  own.    Yes,  I  can  see  him  yet,  holding 

ing.     As  she  approached  him  he  held  out  his  her  in  his  arms  and  looking  above  her  head 

hands;  she  quickened  her  pace,  and  suddenly  into  the  unfathomed  mystery,  looking  beyond 

flung  herself  on  his  breast,  uttering  low  native  her  into  the  years,  trying  to  heed  a  farther  call. 
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***It  can't  be!'  he  said.     *It's  impossible!'  magnificently  tall  she  was.     *So — ^you  have 

Everything  seemed  impossible  to  him.     'And  chosen?'  she  went  on.     *This  which  I  have 

so — to  save  greater  pain,  I'll  go  at  once. '  offered,  you  throw  down!  What  will  you  find  ? 

"She  clung  to  him.     *I  do  not  understand,'  Is  love  so  strong  in  your  land,  are  nights  like 

she  said.     *  Dear, '  he  answered, '  I've  seen  too  this,  is  happiness  as  deep  ?  In  convent-school  I 

much  sadness,  and  too  much  misery,  to  fail  read  otherwise. '    He  put  out  his  hand,  but  she 

again.     I  haven't  told  you  all  of  my  life, — ^the  drew  away  like  some  wild  creature.     *No!   It 

worst  of  it.     You  wouldn't  care  to  hear. '  is  done! '  she  said. 

"She  paused  before  she  answered.     *For  "A   moment  passed.     Then  she  left  him 

what  is  past,  I  have  no  memory, '  she  said.     'I  standing  knee-deep  in  the  grass,  and  went 

too  have  much  to  forget;  and  thu5 — ^behold,  it  rapidly  toward  the  shadow.     He  stood  still 

is  gone!  To-day  lives,  to-morrow  we  carry  with  watching  her,  but  she  didn't  look  back.     When 

us  like  a  child  not  born,  but  yesterday  is  dead !  she  reached  the  border  of  the  jungle,  she  turned; 

What  do  you  seek?  Love?  I  will  give  you  all!'  I  couldn't  see  her  clearly,  but  she  made  some 

She  struck  her  breast  again.     *  My  love  will  violent  motion  with  her  arm,  and  the  moonlight 

never  fail!'  she  cried.  struck  on  a  bracelet  she  wore. 

"  *  I  prize  your  love, '  he  said.  "  The  following  day  he  spent  with  me  aboard 

"  *  What  do  you  seek  ? '  she  cried  again,  the  ship.  I  had  a  lot  of  magazines  and  pap)ers, 
*  Faith  ?  Happiness  ?  Peace  ?  They  are  all  and  he  took  an  almost  childish  delight  in  read- 
here!  My  people  will  claim  you,  for  I  am  noble  ing  the  news  and  looking  at  the  pictures.  I 
in  the  hills.  What  do  you  ask  ?  Ask,  and  I  will  decided  to  keep  the  ship  over  another  night  in 
give!' she  cried.  Anjer.     In  the  afternoon  we  noticed  a  bark  to 

"He  held  her  at  arm's-length,  and  looked  at  the  westward,  coming  up  the  Straits,  and  from 

her.     I  heard  him  sigh.  time  to  time  we  watched  her  through  the  glass 

"*It  is  because  you  do  not  love!'  she  said  as  she  drew  nearer.     That  evening  we  went 

quite  low.     *  Before  Allah,  am  I  not  fair  ?  Why  ashore  again  and  sat  on  the  veranda,  planning 

have  I  not  your. love?    Look — we  are  alone,  the  future  and  building  a  few  of  those  castles 

See  how  I  hold  you,  feel  my  heart  here,  behold  which  I've  decided  are  after  all  the  best  reward 

my  eyes — ah ! '    Her  face  was  close  to  his.    *  If  of  life.     It  was  another  calm,  tropical  evening 

love  was  in  your  heart,  you  could  not  stand  with  a  little  land-breeze  off  the  hills.     I  could 

thus. '  see  the  vessel  lying  quietly  at  anchor;  and  as  I 

"'Stop!'  he  cried.     *  You  can't  see *  watched  her,  a  sort  of  loneliness  tugged  at  my 

"* I  cannot  see,  my  eyes  are  dim  with  love!'  heart.     To-morrow   I'd  be  gone.     Bert  had 

"  He  thrust  her  away  suddenly,  as  men  will  promised  to  go  home  with  me  when  I  came 

do  in  fear.     *A11  my  life,'  he  said  in  a  dead  down  the  Sea,  but  that  was  months  away, 

voice,  *  I've  followed  a  woman  who  wouldn't  "  We  talked  about  a  lot  of  things,  but  at  last 

love  me.     Years — ^years — to  the  ends  of  the  came  to  speak  of  life  and  what  we'd  learned, 

world,  I've  followed  her,  until  I'm  weary,  and  I  hoped  that  he'd  mention  the  woman  who  had 

heartsick,    and    must    forget.     I've    forsaken  saved  him  at  the  price  of  her  own  heart,  but  he 

friends,  and  left  my  home,  and  gained  nothing,  evidently  had  no  such  intention.     Thinking  of 

Now  I'm  going  back.     Dear  heart,'  he  said,  what  I'd  seen  and  heard  the  previous  night,  I 

*if  I  were  young  and  full  of  hope,  j.  wouldn't  k^t  my  eyes  on  the  shadow  at  the  rear  of  the 

stand  here  idly.     But  I've  learned,  beyond  all  bungalow;  and  as  if  in  answer  to  my  thoughts, 

question,  the  price  of  life,  and  I'm  no  longer  she  appeared  there,  moving  into  the  moonlight 

young.     You  see,  I  have  nothing  left  to  offer,  like  a  thing  of  magic,  and  upon  us  before  we 

An  old  heart — broken — a  brain  without  fire!'  could  rise,  before  our  voices  had  died  out.     She 

" '  I  will  make  well  the  heart,  and  fire  the  went  directly  to  Bert,  and  put  her  hand  on  his 

brain ! '  she  cried.  arm  as  it  lay  along  the  rail.     *  I  came  to  see  your 

"He  swayed  toward  her,  met  her  in  a  brief  friend,'  she  said, 

and  wonderful  embrace, — then  broke  away.  "  I  didn't  know  what  to  do;  it  was  no  business 

Shfe  gave  a  little  cry.     *  You  will  not  ?  I  cannot  of  mine.     So  I  got  up  awkwardly,  saying,  *  I 

ask  again!'  she  said.  guess  I'll  go  around  the  house.'    *No,  don't,' 

"' Dear,  it's  not  to  hurt  you  that  I  refuse, '  he  Bert   interrupted.     'I  want  you   to   meet — ' 

answered.     'You  have  not  seen '  Who?  I  wondered  what  he'd  call  her.     But 

"  She  pointed  toward  4he  house.     *  He  has  she  saved  him  by  coming  to  me  and  taking  my 

come!'  she  said  fiercely.     'He  is  your  friend,  hands.     'Like  you,  I  am  his  friend,'  she  said, 

and  now  you  think  of  home!    I  should  have  "Standing  before  her,  holding  her  hands,  I 

killed  him  when  I  stood  at  his  side!'    She  saw  how  beautiful  she  was.     She  had  that 

stepped  back,  and  I  saw  for  the  first  time  how  golden  Malay  skin,  dusky,  full,  smooth  as  dark 
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marble;  across  her  brow  was  an  ornament  of  flowers,  why?  and  the  earth,  why?  I  have  held 

ivory  and  carved  black-wood ;  her  breast  was  my  hands  above,  toward  the  white  clouds,  ask- 

bare  in  a  long  slit,  and  shadowed  like  the  face  ing  why,  why  ?    And  now  I  have  come  again  to 

of  a  pool.     The  moonlight  shone  directly  on  you,  and  ask,  why?    Love!'  she  cried  softly, 

her,  the  jungle  stood  at  her  back,  secret  and  'you  know  not  what  you  say!  You  are  life  to 

fUled  with  gloom,  and  through  her  hands  I  me,  and  the  breath  of  the  body.     I  cannot  live 

touched  the  blood  of  the  East,  rushing  like  alone!    You  have  taken  my  heart  from  my 

water  on  the  hills  after  a  heavy  tropic  rain.  breast,  and  would  carry  it  to  strange  lands 

"I  took  my  own  hands  away.     *  All  are  his  where  it  would  die.     You  must  not;  see  how  I 

friends, '  I  said.     She  smiled.     *  Has  it  been  hold  you  fast !  * 

thus?'    she    asked.     I    nodded.     *But    none  "He  didn't  take  her  hands  away.     *When 

loved  him  with  the  heart?'  she  cried,  half-  the  ship  comes  back,  I  am  going,'  he  said, 

questioning.     '  Many, '  I  said,  *  but  none  gained  *Then  I  will  follow!'   she  cried,  interrupting 

the  answer.'    'None?' she  asked  searchingly.  him.     ' I  will  go  with  you — home!'  He  smiled 

*His  heart  is  given  to  one  who  wears  it  on  a  at  her.     *  You  wouldn't  find  it  what  you  think,' 

chain  for  play, '  I  said.     She  seemed  to  tremble  he  said.     *  It's  not  like  this. '    *  Blind  one, '  she 

at  the  thought,  and  suddenly  asked  me  where  answered,  *  would  you  not  be  with  me  ?  Would 

she  was.     I  told  her  that  I  didn't  know.  *Not —  you  not  be  the  same?   It  is  but  you  I  wish! 

home?'  she  said.     'Not  there — home — '    She  Stay  with  me,  then,  here  in  the  land  which  is 

stretched  out  a  hand  vaguely.     *  No, '  I  replied,  mine,  which  shall  be  yours!    Stay  with  me, 

'It  is  not  for  that  he  goes?'  she  cried,  greatly  where  nights  are  sweet,  as  to-night  is  sweet.' 

relieved.     '  No, '  I  said  again.     *  Why  have  you  " '  It  wouldn't  last, '  he  answered, 

changed  him  ? '  she  demanded.     All  this  time,  "  *  When  it  had  ended,  we  could  die, '  she 

Bert  had  been  standing  in  hesitation.     The  whispered.     'It  would  be  better  to  die  so, 

woman's  voice  carried  a  wild  reproach;  he  must  having  lived  for  a  time!  Stay  with  me  till  love 

have  felt  outrageously.     I  turned  to  go,  and  grows  cold!' 

when  I  had  taken  a  few  steps  she  spoke.     '  He  "  He  pushed  her  off,  and  got  up  slowly  like 

is  mine! '  she  said;  and  then,  remembering  who  one  dazed.    For  a  long  while  he  stood  without 

owned  the  best  of  him,  '  Is  she  so  beautiful?'  moving  beside  the  chair. '  Stay! '  she  whispered, 

she  cried,  as  if  pleading  with  fate.     I  didn't  '  I  cannot  answer, — ^let  me  think,' he  said.   She 

wait  to  listen.  slipped  to  the  floor  at  his  feet,  clasping  him 

"  On  the  front  veranda  there  wasn't  any  about  the  knees, 
moon.  I  paced  up  and  down  a  while  to  catch  '*'Look  down!'  she  said.  'To-night  we 
my  breath,  and  then  my  imagination  got  to  live!  To-morrow?  There  may  come  no  to- 
working.  I  felt  actually  sick  at  the  struggle  morrow!  But  to-night  is  here. '  And  while  she 
they  were  going  through.  A  sight  of  her  had  spoke,  clear  and  sharp  across  the  water  came 
shown  me  how  powerful  she  was.  I  pitied  her,  the  rattle  of  a  falling  anchor-chain, 
too;  but  I  didn't  want  her  to  get  him!  It  terri-  "He  seemed  to  stiffen  where  he  stood.  In 
fied  me  to  think  how  she  might  sway  him.  His  the  moonlight,  his  face  was  white  and  cold  like 
heart  was  starved,  and  she  was  so  heedless  with  the  face  of  a  statue.  '  No! '  he  said  in  a  loud 
her  love,  as  all  women  are.  voice.     He    wasn't    answering    her,    he   was 

'*  In  a  few  minutes  I  noticed  a  ship  close  in-  speaking  for  the  ear  of  greater  things, — con- 
shore,  inside  of  mine, — the  vessel  we'd  seen  science  and  memory  and  the  figure  of  his  faith- 
running  up  in  the  afternoon,  I  told  myself,  less,  abandoned  ideal.  I  saw  that  he'd  de- 
She  held  my  attention  only  for  a  moment;  my  cided.  She  lay  at  his  feet  crying,  a  monotone 
heart  was  in  what  was  going  on  around  the  of  despair.  He  bent  over  and  lifted  her  up, 
house,  where  I  couldn't  see.  I  remembered  and  held  her  in  his  arms  while  the  air  seemed 
Bert  as  he  used  to  be,  careless,  ready,  virile;  I  hushed  for  a  moment,  silent  before  the  tragedy 
closed  my  eyes  and  thought  of  the  woman,  the  of  love.  He  held  her  quite  a  while,  she  looking 
most  glorious  native  woman  of  the  East  I've  steadily  in  his  face  all  the  time  with  a  wild  ter- 
ever  seen — close,  whispering  of  happiness ror  in  her  eyes.     Then  he  kissed  her  on  the 

'*  How  I  got  into  the  room  beside  the  window,  forehead.     *  Dear, '  he  said, '  I'm  sorry  that  you 

I  can't  remember.     It  may  have  been  unworthy  too  should  have  to  suffer  so. ' 

of  me;  but  I  had  to  see,  hear,  know.     They  sat  "I  left  the  window;  I  should  have  gone 

in  a  long  steamer-chair,  and  she  leaned  against  sooner.     It  must  have  been  half  an  hour  before 

his  side  speaking  rapidly.     '  All  day  have  I  he  came  around  to  find  me.     '  That's  over, '  he 

been  wandering  in  the  hills,'  she  said.     'All  said.     '  What  ship  is  it  ? '  *  Hov:  in  the  devil  can 

day  have  I  been  thinking  of  your  choice.     I  I  tell  in  the  dark?'  I  snapped.     Now  that  I'd 

have  asked  the  great  trees,   why?  and  the  got  him  back,  I  felt  unreasonably  angry  with 
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him  for  disturbing  my  dream.     '  It's  a  small  never  saw  her  again.     Fm  not  so  sure  that  she 

bark,  that's  all  I  know,  *  I  said.     '  They  seem  to  never  saw  him,  though.     It  may  have  been 

be  getting  a  boat  out.     There  she  is  now — see,  imagination,  but  as  we  went  oflF  in  the  boat  the 

between  those  trees  ? '  *  I  wonder  who  it  can  be,  next  morning,  I  looked  back  and  thought  I 

who'd  want  to  come  ashore  here,*  he  said.     We  caught  a  flash  of  white  garments  among  the 

listened,  and  heard  the  oars  chunking  in  the  shadows  of  the  trees.     Something  undoubtedly 

rowlocks,  and  two  or  three  quick  commands,  moved  against  the  front  of  the  jungle  and  dis- 

They  were  near  the  beach.    A  faint,  confused  appeared.     I  didn't  say  anything  about  it  at  the 

murmur  of  voices  came  up  from  the  landing,  time. 

and  then,  cutting  through  the  stillness  like  a  "I  heard  the  last  chapter  of  that  romantic 
knife,  a  sharp  cry.  My  heart  leaped  into  my  story  going  up  the  China  Sea,  for  I  took  them 
mouth.  It  sounded  like  a  woman's  voice,  with  me  to  Hong-Kong  and  sent  them  home 
*  Did  you  hear  that  ? '  Bert  asked  me;  we  leaned  across  the  Pacific.  After  Bert  had  left  Mel- 
over  the  railing,  straining  our  eyes,  but  couldn't  bourne,  she  missed  him;  and  just  as  he  had 
make  anything  out.  Silence  had  fallen  sud-  waked  up,  so  she  discovered,  grasped — in  the 
denly.  Then  one  voice  started  up,  angry,  flash  of  a  second,  as  it  were — what  it  meant  to 
jarring:  *Give  way,  boys!'  and  we  heard  the  her,  and  what  she'd  been  doing,  and  bowed 
oars  again.  before  that  law  which  through  any  wrong  keeps 

"  The  strangeness  of  the  whole  thing  startled  the  heart  pure  and  the  soul  ready  to  fulfil  itself, 

us.     We  looked  into  each  other's  eyes,  almost  She  tried  to  locate  him.     Some  said  he  was  in 

afraid.     While  we  were  speaking  hurriedly,  Singapore,  some  in  Hong-Kong;  but  one  man 

starting  to  go  down  to  the  landing,  we  saw  told  her  that  he'd  seen  him  sail  on  a  vessel 

someone  coming  up  the  path;  it  seemed  to  be  bound  for  Manila.     'It  didn't  matter  where  I 

the  figure  of  a  woman.     She  came  very  slowly  was, '  she  said,  *  so  I  took  passage  on  the  next 

stopping   now   and   then,   staggering   as  she  ship  I  could  find  going  up  the  China  Sea, — ^the 

walked.     When  she  got  nearer,  we  made  out  bark  William  Hdes,  Captain  Olsted.     I  knew 

that  she  was  hatless,  empty-handed.    Shadows  that  I  could  get  word  of  Bert  somewhere  along 

were  across  the  path,  so  that  we  couldn't  see  the  coast.  * 

clearly.     She  walked  like  a  person  in  a  dream,        "  Well,  as  soon  at  they  got  outside,  Olsted 

looking  on  the  ground  at  her  feet  and  stretch-  grew  familiar.     She  was  the  only  woman  on  the 

ing  out  her  hands  as  if  feeling  the  way.    At  the  ship  and  he  had  heard  of  her  ashore.     *  He  was 

end  of  the  path,  she  stopped  and  raised  her  a  beast!'  she  said  fiercely.     'I  told  him  the 

head.     I  heard  Bert  breathing  hard  at  my  side,  truth, — ^but  he  wouldn't  believe  me! '  Bert  took 

She  was  quite  close  by  this  time;  her  face  was  her  hand,  and  she  turned  her  face  to  him,  full  of 

awful!  All  hope  seemed  gone  from  it,  like  the  unutterable  love.     Yes,  no  one  can  say  she 

face  of  a  dead  woman  I  once  saw;  her  eyes  didn't  love  him, — ^she  who  had  been  all  things 

stared  blanklv,  and  she  clutched  with  one  hand  to  all  men. 
at  the  bosom  of  her  dress.  ''  So  that  was  the  situation  on  the  William 

"  *  Is  anyone  here  ? '  she  asked  brokenly.  Hales , — an  old  one,  old  as  the  hills.    All  that 

"* Helen!'  I  heard  Bert  cry  at  my  elbow,  day  coming  up  the  Straits,  while  we  were 

The  next  instant  he  was  over  the  railing  and  watching  them  with  the  glass,  she  had  been  in 

had  her  in  his  arms.     *  Helen!'   he  said  again  terror.     She  didn't  know  what  he  would  do 

with  his  face  close  to  hers.  when  they  reached  port,  and  seeing  the  land 

"  *  Bert  Mackay  ? '  she  said  eagerly,  very  close  aboard,  began  to  expect  all  sorts  of  name- 
sadly,  too.     *Oh,  Bert,  let  me  stay  here!'  less  things.     It  fell  calm  off  Anjer,  and  Olsted 

"  I  thought  she  was  sobbing,  but  the  sound  drifted  in  and  anchored  near  my  ship.    About 

came  from  the  shadow  of  the  trees.     Someone  this  time,  it  seems,  he  had  been  making  further 

there  was  uttering  smothered,  choking  cries.^'  approaches  to  her.     *  I  fought   him   with   a 

Nichols  lighted  a  fresh  cigar.  It  was  knife,'  she  told  us  *and  succeeded  in  cut- 
growing  late,  and  the  moon  had  sailed  far  ting  him  about  the  hands.  It  threw  him 
over  toward  Sumatra  side.  He  smoked  a  into  a  beastly  rage.  He  swore  by  every  oath 
while  before  he  took  up  the  story  again.  then  that  he  wouldn't  keep  a  woman  like  me  on 

"  That's  the  way  she  found  him,  almost  too  the  ship  an  hour  longer. ' 
late ! "  he  began  suddenly.     "  And  yet,  he  had        "  It  seemed  that  he  acted  on  his  word, — ^got  a 

won   before   she   came.     I'm   glad   of   that,  boat  out  and  bundled  her  into  it  as  she  was. 

Their  meeting  was  pathetic;  and  a  second  time  She  thought  of  trying  to  communicate  with  the 

that  evening  I  found  myself  an  outsider.     Sit-  other  ship,  but  decided  that  on  the  whole  she'd 

ting  alone,  I  thought  of  the  native  woman,  and  be  better  off  on  land.     She  supposed  that  there 

tried  to  find  her,  l)ut  she  had  gone  away.  Bert  were  white  people  ashore,  and  asked  Olsted  the 
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way  to  the  village.     When  he  told  her  what  an  speech,  almost  beyond  thought.     She  was  very 

abandoned  place  it  was,  she  lost  heart.     It  was  close  to  me.     I  pulled  myself  up  at  last — I  was 

then  that  she  cried  out.     *  Go  up  to  the  consul-  afraid  that  I  would  touch  her;  and  then  she 

ate  bungalow,'  Olsted  told  her.     'I  see  lights;  spoke.     *  You — '  she  said  in  a  low  voice, — a 

some  natives  probably  live  there. '     Thus  fate  voice  that  belonged  to  the  land.     She  turned 

led  her  on,  and  brought  her  home.  away,  looking  high  at  the  moon,  and  I  saw 

**  Well,  it's  over  now,  over  for  them  both,  her  fingers  clutching  at  the  rail. 
Bert's  doing  well  on  the  West  Coast,  and  they        "  *  For  what  do  you  wait?'  I  asked  at  last, 
have  a  ranch  in  southern  California  where  they        "  She   whirled   on   me   with   a   gesture   of 

spend  the  dry  season  in  another  land  of  flowers,  abandon,   throwing  down   her  arms.     *  Any- 

They  have  two  children,  and  are  very  happy,  thing!'  she  cried.     *A  word,  a  message.     Can 

I've  heard  from  him  often  since;  he's  anxious  you  tell  me  nothing?  Has  he  come?' 
for  me  to  visit  them  sometime."  "  *He  is  far  away, '  I  answered. 

Nichols  got  up  and  went  to  the  rail,  looking        "  She  put  her  hand  on  mine.     '  You  are  his 

toward  the  land.     **  I've  seen  the  woman  since,  friend, '  she  said.     *  Has  he  sent  no  word  by 

too, "  he  said  after  a  while.     *'  A  year  later  my  you  ? ' 

course  led  me  again  out  East,  and  I  arrived  at        " '  He  does  not  know  that  I  am  here, '  I  told 

Anjer  on  one  of  these  nights  of  stillness  and  her. 

moonlight.     After  the    anchor   was   down   I        "  *  Ah,  I  have  waited,  night  upon  night  I '  she 

ordered  a  boat  overboard,  and  went  ashore  in  cried.     *  Whenever    ships    come    in,    I    have 

the  early  evening   to   revisit   the   bungalow,  waited — in  darkness,  in  rain — always!  Will  he 

Would  you  believe  it,  my  heart  was  in  my  not  come  ?  Tell  me ! ' 
throat  as  I  went  up  the  path ;  the  air  seemed  full        " '  He  will  never  come, '  I  said, 
of  whispers,  and  all  the  shadows  seemed  to        "Her  voice  rang  out  suddenly,  fierce  with 

start  and  move.     I  stopped  half-way  to  the  hate.     *He  was  a  child'!  The  woman  took  him! 

house,    listening    intently,    and    a   wandering  Tell  me  why,  why ' 

breeze  off  the  hills  stirred  the  palms  with  a        "  *  The  woman  was  his  wife, '  I  had  to  say. 
quick  rustle  as  of  rapidly  departing  feet.     I        "She  drew  her  hands  away  sharply,  and 

found  an  old  rattan  chair  still  standing  on  the  stepped  back.     *It  is  enough!'  she  said.     For 

veranda,  drew  it  to  the  railing,  and  sat  there  a  a  while  she  stood  motionless,  tense, — I  couldn't 

long  while  looking  across  the  oval  of  grass  see  her  face.     Then  she  turned  to  me  for  the 

flooded  with  moonlight,  remembering  the  tragic  last  time.     *  He  is  happy  ? '  she  asked, 
earnestness   which   once   invested   that   over-        "  I  nodded.     I  couldn't  speak, 
grown,  deserted  spot.  "'He  loves  her?'  she  asked  again. 

"It  all  seems  very  real  to  me,  and  suddenly  "I  found  my  voice.  *More  than  all  the 
in  the  midst  of  my  retrospect  I  thought  of  the  world  I '  I  cried,  fairly  beside  myself, 
woman  he  had  left  behind.  She  had  lurked  in  "  She  flung  out  her  arms  with  a  quick  cry,  as 
the  shadow,  and  seen  all;  she'd  vanished  into  if  she'd  suddenly  received  a  vital  wound.  I 
the  jungle  with  a  cry  that  barely  reached  me.  was  about  to  give  her  some  advice,  God  forgive 
And  then  we'd  left  her  alone  in  the  land,  and  me — tell  her  to  forget  him,  as  he  once  had  told 
she  had  watched  us  go.  I  turned  to  the  opening  me  to  forget.  She  moved  into  the  open  swiftly, 
where  I'd  seen  her  appear  that  last  evening;  and  and  the  words  died  on  my  lips.  The  next  in- 
just  at  the  edge  of  the  shadow  I  seemed  to  see  stant  she  cried  out  some  native  syllables  in  a 
her  actually  standing,  drawn  back  as  if  from  wild  voice,  and,  while  I  watched,  stabbed  her- 
something  she  didn't  dare  behold.  It  startled  self  and  fell  lifeless  in  the  rank  grass, 
me;  and  when  the  figure  moved,  I  admit  "And  that's  the  way  I  left  her,  very  beauti- 
that  my  heart  stood  still.  She  walked  like  ful,  crouching  low  as  if  to  spring,  the  tall  grass 
a  tiger,  with  a  crouching  step  of  absolute  closing  over  her,  the  gift  passed  on,  the  mystery 
grace,  cautious  but  not  afraid.  When  she  dissolved  in  mystery.  She  rests  there  in  my 
stepped  into  the  full  moonlight,  I  began  to  memory,  at  the  foot  of  the  Java  hills,  the  moon 
realize  that  it  was  truly  the  same  woman,  and  high  overhead,  and  a  faint  land-breeze  stirring 
that  I  wasn't  alone.  the  palms  that  rustle  like  departing  feet.     The 

"  She  came  swiftly  and  leaned  on  the  rail  in  passionate,  wayward  ardor  of  the  East,  it  asks 

front  of  mc.     I  didn't  get  up,  and  we  looked  at  little  and  gives  much,  and  so  dies,  as  I  had  heard 

each  other.     No  wonder  that  she  had  moved  her  say,  having  lived  for  a  time !  Who  shall  say 

him!  Her  eyes  called  as  if  they'd  spoken  words  what  is  best,  I  wonder,  beyond  the  prompting 

of  love;  the  beauty  of  her  face  was  beyond  of  the  heart  of  love?" 
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THIi  psythology  of  (ire>;>  from  the  fern-  Itut  this  master  passion  does  not  by  any 

inineslandpoinl  has  never  been  written,  means   preclude   an    interest    in    many   other 

When  it  is,  woman  will  have  emerged  ihinf^s.     Woman    has   decided,    tor    instance, 

forever  from  her  seven  veils  of  mystery  and  the  that  she  n'anls  the  ballot.     She  has  set  her 

Sphynx  will  have  lost  vogue  as  the  unrivaled  heart  on  it,  cries  for  it,  means  to  have  il.   The 

propounder  of  unanswered  riddles.  earth  is  filled  with  the  noise  of  her  clamoring. 

Dress  means  so  many  things  to  a  woman  Thus,  at  the  present  time,  she  permits  the 

(hat  a  man  can  never  really  understand.   It  is  lookeron  to  enjoy  one  of  the  most  amusing  and 

al  once  her  profoundest  interest,  her  amuse-  remarkable  manifestations  of  the  eternal  fem- 

ment,  her  profession,  her  recreation,  religion  inine  that  the  world  has  ever  seen.    She  has 

and  dissipation.   Her  passion  for  it  is  vital  and  announced  her  intention  of  having  a  voice  in 

fundamental  and  lies  deeper  than  the  instinct  all  matters  of  government  and  taking  her  part 

of  adornment  or  any   mere  abstract  love  of  in  the  responsibilities  they  entail,  and  she  has 

grace  and  beauly.     She  knows  intuitively  that  equipped  herself  for  the  fray  in  fashions  so 

she  "by  the  mere  act  of  being  fairsetscountless  grotesque  and  eccentric  that  ihe  monkeys  in 

laws  of  life  in  motion."  densest  .\sia  would,  upon  viewing  ihcm,  retire 
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into  their  jungle  fastnesses  and  hold  their  sides  in  either  gowns  or  hats,  nothing  to  cause  spon- 

in  inextinguishable  laughter.  taneous  laughter  at  any  rate.     They  looked 

It  would  be  interesting  to  know  why  woman  shocked  and  seemed  to  think  it  a  rather  irrev- 
has  chosen  just  this  psychological  moment  for  erent  handling  of  sacred  subjects.  But  w^hen 
bursting  into  a  hysteria  of  clothes,  and  why  I  was  talking  to  a  member  of  the  staff  of  this 
she  should  prefer  to  stand  before  the  *' world's  magazine  about  the  illustrations,  he  said:  "I 
low  footlights''  proclaiming  her  complete  think  we  shall  present  some  of  the  styles  ex- 
fitness  for  larger  responsibilities  with  all  the  act ly  as  they  are.  What's  the  use  of  caricaturing 
appearance  of  a  daughter  of  Bedlam.  a  caricature?" 

A  few  years  ago,  she  rather  adopted  styles  Still,  that  is  not  necessarily  an  argument 

of  a  stem  and   practical  masculinity,  short  against  woman's  deficient  sense  of  humor.    It 

skirt,  coat,  shirt  with  stiff  collar,  her  brother's  may  mean  that  clothes  are  too  vital  and  intimate 

necktie,  a  severely  tailored  hat  and  stout  boots;  an  interest  in  her  life  for  her  to  be  able  to  view 

but  the  pendulum  has  swung  to  the  other  ex-  them  humorously. 

treme  of  the  arc.    At  the  moment  when  she  is  A  great  queen  w^as  willing  to  go  down  to 

more  unfettered  in  thought  than  ever  before,  posterity  wearing  a  hoop-skirt.    Nevertheless, 

she  chooses  to  be  most  fettered  in   appear-  there  was  an  early  Victorian  simplicity  and 

ance.  modesty   about   that   rat-trap  garb   that   has 

She  maintaitis  that  she  is  in  reality  a  sturdy  nothing  in  common  with  the  glaring  ix)ster 
oak  and  that  she  has  proven  her  right  to  be  so  effects  of  to-day.  Then,  woman,  as  a  violet 
regarded,  but  her  daringly  original  reading  of  by  a  mossy  stone,  shrank  demurely  within  her 
the  part  is  to  dress  it  as  the  clinging,  floppy  wire  enclosure  and  buried  her  drooping  head 
vine.  To  be  picturesque  is  the  duty  of  the  and  coy  blushes  in  the  deep  shade  of  the  shel- 
moment.  We  must  stumble  forward  over  tering  {)oke  bonnet.  Then,  the  waiting  Love- 
gowns  as  much  en  train  in  front  as  in  the  lace  beheld  the  lady  of  his  dreams  advance  as 
back,  and  so  tight  that  all  freedom  of  move-  a  balloon  floating  along  the  earth,  its  slender 
ment  is  sadly  impeded.  To  be  enormously  stem  crowned  by  a  large  coal-scuttle.  All 
capable  and  yet  to  look  as  if  one  were  fitted  Clarissas  were  alike  in  appearance,  and  it  took 
for  nothing  but  to  "sit  on  a  cushion  and  sew  a  keen  eyes  to  tell  who  was  who.  Thus  the 
fine  seam  and  dine  upon  strawberries,  sugar  mystery  of  the  inscrutable  feminine  was  more 
and  cream," — that  is  the  feminine  ideal — for  intact  and  inviolate  than  ever, 
the  moment.  But  now  woman  scorns  concealment.    Mys- 

It  is  not  so  difficuh  for  the  youthful  to  con-  teryl     She  apparently  abjures  it.     Fearlessly 

form,  especially  if  they  are  agile  acrobats,  but  she  emerges  from  a  swirl  of  draperies  which 

it  does  seem  a  good  deal  to  impose  on  the  com-  seem  to  shrowd  the  curves  of  grace.  And  there 

fortable,    middle-aged,    motherly    person — to  is  not  a  line  concealed,  not  a  petticoat  retained; 

ask  her  to  be  picturesque  in  the  particular  and  yet, oh  curious  paradox,  she  retreats  behind 

fashion  of  to-day,  the  lissom  willow-wand  with  the  revelation  and  remains  as  great  a  mystery 

all  her  draperies  under  her  feet  and  something  as  when  she  employs  every  device  of  incognito, 

that  she  knows  resembles  the  family  market  Has  a  bed-slat  form?     Has  a  telegraph-pole 

basket  on  her  head.     Poor  Mother!  shape? 

To  what  can  this  eruption  of  eccentricity  Why  longer  marvel  at  the  magic  miracles 
in  styles  and  its  unquestioning  acce[)tance  be  of  the  Eastern  faker  when  we  have  the  incon- 
due?  Is  it  an  outward  and  visible  sign  of  the  trovertible  testimony  before  our  eyes  that  the 
inherent  submissiveness  of  woman,  yielding  portly  lady  of  yesterday  is  the  sinuous  whale- 
meekly  to  the  arrogant  dictators  of  fashion  bone  of  to-day  ?  What  has  she  done  with  it — 
grown  crazed  with  power?  Or  may  it  more  that  too,  too  solid  flesh  which  expressed  itself 
reasonably  be  attributed  to  that  complete  lack  in  rather  sagging  lines  and  somewhat  exag- 
of  a  sense  of  humor  of  which  we  have  ever  gerated  and  aggressive  curves? 
been  accused?  Years  ago,  there  appeared  an  amusing  pic- 

I  have  splintered  many  a  lance  in  defense  ture  in  a  certain  journal.    It  represented  two 

of  woman's  sense  of  humor,  ever  maintaining  small  boys  standing  before  a  circus  poster  of  an 

that  it  w^as  as  keen  or  keener  than  a  man's,  enormous  elephant  whirling  about  on  the  tip 

only  less  obvious  because  more  subtle.    It  was  of  his  tail  upon  the  base  of  a  tiny,  upturned 

rather  a  blow  then,  upon  disc  ussing  the  subject  wine  glass.    One  of  the  boys,  a  little  '^doubting 

of  sheath  and  medieval  gowns,  and  the  relative  Thomas,"  asks  breathlessly  of  the  other,  **  Do 

merits  of  cart-wheel  and   i)each-basket   hats  you  believe  that?"     His  companion  replies 

with  a  group  of  women,  to  have  them  all  assert  with  simple,  solid  conviction,  "I  don't  believe 

that  they  did  not  see  anything  inherently  funny  there  ain't  nothink  that  an  ephelunt  can't  do." 
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Woman  in  her  relation  (o  fashion  inspires  the 
same  unfaltering  faith.  Personally,  long  ob- 
servation has  absolutely  convinced  me  that 
"there  ain't  nothink  that  that  ephelunt  can't 
do."  She  can  be  tall  or  short,  slout  or  slim, 
as  the  fashion  of  the  hour  requires.  Dark  or 
fair  is  simple.  Doctore  polter  about  and 
shake  their  heads  and  predict  the  most  dread- 
ful things  if  this  or  that  organ  is  unduly  com- 
pressed; but  I  have  seen— who  has  not? — a 
fair  young  girl  laced  unlil  she  resembles  an 
hour-glass  stow  away  a  luncheon  that  would 
appall  the  plow-man.  It  really  doesn't  seem 
to  be  the  sisters  of  fashion  who  suffer,  but  the 


women  who  are  deprived  of  the  stimulus 
of  keeping  up  with  that  gaudy  procession. 
^\'e  are  informed  by  those  who  have  had 
much  experience  in  hosj)itaU  that  women 
show  greater  fonitude  than  men  in  bear- 
ing pain.  But  (he  place  to  learn  that 
lesson  is  at  ihe  corsetiferes.  The  evenlsin 
the  realm  of  fashion  during  the  past  year 
are  worthy  an  epic.  Consider  ihat  thrilling 
dramatic  moment  when  the  cold,  authori- 
tative statement  rang  outr  "Hips  must 
gol"  If  the  word  had  been  "Ears  must 
go!"  it  would  have  t>een  recei(|ed  asloy- 
ally,  the  order  obeyed  as  unqucstioningly 
by  that  best  disciplined  body  the  world  has 
ever  seen — the  votaries  of  fashion. 

"Hips  must  go!"     Without  a  murmur, 
witliout  even  a  suggestion  of  mutiny,  the 
vast  army  of  stout  women  mo\ed  in  one 
mighty,  acquiescent  body  on  the  torset- 
iferes.     As  by  magic,  in  answer  to  the  de- 
mand, the  supply  of   these  experienced 
artists  in  torture  increased.     Without  a 
dissenting  voice  the  army  resigned  itself 
to  the  inevitable.     It  was  magnificent,  but 
it  was  not  war.     No,  it  was  martyrdom. 
That  is  the  secret  of  our  slender  grace. 
Compression!    Yes,  but  all  this  fat  that 
is  moulded  out  of  sight  has  to  go  some- 
where, and  where  does  il  go  ?     One  has  a 
hideout;  vision  of  ingrowing  fat.     An  un- 
necessary fear.     Compression,  it  has  been 
discovered,  will  in  time  eliminate  the  super- 
fluous  flesh ;   but   this   adipose- reducing 
corset   which  transforms  the  stout    lady 
into  the  sylph,  must  be  worn  night  and 
day  to  gain  results  as  quickly  as  possible, 
and  it  is  built  upon  the  lines  of  the  great- 
est possible  resistance.  The  shirt  of  Nessus 
would  be  a  mosl  comfortable  and  lu\uriou.>i 
jacket  in  comparison  with  it.     It  is  cer- 
tainty not  a  waistband.     It  is  a  harness. 
The  backboards  of  our  grandmothers  were 
supposed    10    l>e   uncomfortable.      What 
would  ihe  dames  of  that  era  have  thought 
if  they  had  had  to  wear  a  skintight — oh,  no 
that    word    has    lost    significance — a  coat  of 
armor  much  tighter  than  skin,  and  reaching 
from  under  the  arms  nearly  to  Ihe  knees  on 
the  sides,   and   held   firmly   in   place  by  the 
most  elaborate  system  of  gartering,  half  a  dozen 
elastics  that  give  not  at  all.     The  steel  bands 
extending  downward   o^er    ihe  stomach    are 
ver}-  broad    and    some    corselitres  prefer  to 
lace  up  the  corsel  along  the  sides  of  these  h&ts, 
instead  of  in  the  back,  claiming  that  they  thus 
gel  more  of  the  desired  compression. 
Is  it  uncomfortable?   Does  it  hurt? 
No  one  ever  heard  a  woman  complain.   She 
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may  bite  her  lips  and 
clinch  her  hands,  and  the 
hot  tears  may  start,  but 
Imd  her  harness  tight? 
Oh  clear,  no.  She  may 
be  a  little  stout.  Reluc- 
tantly she  admits  this,  but 
she  ne\'er  wears  a  tight 
corset.  She  can  thrust 
her  arm  right  down  be- 
tween it  and  her  flesh. 

The  logical  sequence  of 
no  hips  was  of  course  no 
petticoats.  This  was  stag- 
gering. The  luxurious 
rustle  of  silk,  the  delicate, 
soft  swish  of  lace  has  ever 
been  like  music  in  a 
woman's  ears,  but  again 
"theirs  not  to  question 
why."  Perhaps  a  tear  or 
so  was  folded  away  in  the 
dainty  garments,  and  a 
sprig  of  rosemary  for  re- 
membrance, but  the  petti- 
coats went  and  the  tight 
silk  knickerbockers  were 
adopted  in  their  place,  or 
rather,  the  sheath-bock- 
ers,  an  unalluring,  com- 
bination garment  of  per- 
fect!)' plain  knickers  and 
sheath  corset  cover.  Not 
a  ruffle  of  lace  was  j>er- 
milted,  not  even  an  edge 
to  tone  dowii  the  severity. 

Now  one  vva.s  ready  for 
the  sheath  gown,  the  ad- 
mirably advertised  sheath 
gown,  whose  first  appear- 
ance was  heralded  by 
cable  to  a  waiting  world ; 
and  the  brave  pioneers 
who  first  donned  it  were 
followed  by  hooting 
crowds,  and  found  it  nect 
police  protection. 

Then  came  the  question  of  huir.  AW  this 
whaie-lxine  sinuosity,  this  tape-line  slenderness 
had  to  be  balanced,  and  the  huge  hat  demanded 
hair,  more  hair.  Kipling's  famous  lines,  "a 
rag  and  a  lx)ne  and  a  hank  of  hair,"  give  a 
most  accurate  picture  of  the  diime  dti  moiide. 
The  bone  had  donned  the  rag  and  now  only 
awaited  the  hair.  The  importation  of  human 
hair  increased  a  thousand  fold.  Motors  and 
carriages  stood  for  hours  before  the  hair- 
dressing  establishments.  Battalions  of  women 
advancefi  on  foot.     Thev  now  match  hair  as 
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larefully  as  they  once  matched   worsteds  or 
riblions. 

By  the  wa}-,  this  is  a  serious  moment  tor  the 
writer  of  fiction,  lie  can  no  longer  draw  his 
heroine's  heavy  masses  of  hair  smoothly  back 
from  her  broad  low  brow,  (wist  it  in  a  great 
loose  knot  at  the  najie  of  the  neck  and  thrust 
a  single  red  rose  in  its  shining  coils.  Nay,  it  is 
incumbent  ujwn  him  to  be  a  far  more  exjwrt 
hair-dres^er  than  that.  The  heroine  sits  before 
her  dressing  table,  her  own  hair,  after  being 
waved  on  hot  irqns,  is  combed  smoothly  down 
from  the  crown  of  her  head  over  her  face, 
straight  down  the  back  and  sides  of  her  head. 
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Then  the  rolls,  vulgarly  called  rats,  of  pur-  woman  to  remove  her  hat,  one  may  not,  with 

chased  hair  are  placed' all  about  her  head,  or  at  propriety,  ask  a  lady  to  remove  her  hair, 
the  back  and  sides  as  the  mode  of  the  moment        And  speaking  of  hats,  we  have  had  cver\' 

decrees.     Her  own  hair  is  then  drawn  up  over  possible  variety  with  lis  during  the  past  year. 

them,  and  the  foundation  is  laid,  ready  for  the  For  a  time  we  seemed  to  have  speciahzed  on 

superstructure.     The  real  architectural  feats  brims,  to  wit,  the  cart-wheel,  and  we  speedily 

are  yet  to  be  essaye<i.  had  to  learn  that  deprecating,  undulating  little 

The  maid  pauses  anil  g^y.vA  interrogatively  sidewise  dip  which  would  enable  us  to  get  in 

at   the   image   of   her   mistress   in   the  glass,  and  out  of   doors  without    becoming   sti: 


r  will  mad- 
ame  wear  this  even- 
ing?" 

Madame  considers: 
there  is  every  variety 
of  the  shining,  waving 
sc  alps  made  up  in 
countless  ways  upon 
the  table  before  her. 
Her   eye   rims    them 

"I  think  the  coro- 
net braids  lo-night, 
Marie,  or  no,  I  be- 
lieve I  prefer  puffs, 
yes  puffs,  not  more 
than  a  dozen  of  ihem, 
and  two  or  three  of 
those  little  twists  and 
a  few  curls." 
•  These  fastened  on 
securely  by  the  skill- 
ful fingers  of  Marie, 
the  now  indispens- 
able barette  must  be 
adjusted,  the  jeweled 
pins,  combs  and  orna- 
ments, the  aigrettes, 
feathers,  Howers, 
bunches  of  grapes, 
foliage,  etc.,  properly 
placed  and  madame 
is  ready  for  dinner,  a 
play,  the  opera. 

Several  years  ago 
there  was  so  loud  an 
outcry  against  the 
picture  hat  that  it  has 
become  the  universal 

custom  for  a  woman  to  remove  her  hat, 
she  happens  to  be  wearing  one,  as  soon 
she  enters  the  theater.      That  would 


A  $40.00  Corset 

This  adipue- reducing  ciHiel  whLch  traiufoimi  the 
•tout  lady  ioto  the  iylph»  muBt  be  warn  pioht  and  day 
to  gain  leuilli  ai  quickly  u  pouible,  and  it  ii  buill 
upon  the  linei  of  the  greatot  pouible  reiiitance. 
The  (hirt  of  Neuiu  would  be  a  ttxoit  comloitsble 
and  tuiurioui  jacket  in  compuiioa  wilh  it.  It  i* 
cenatoly  not  a  waittband.     It  i>  a  hamen 


As  the  size  of  the  hat 
increased,  so  did  the 
price,  but  that  was  a 
mere  detail,  .\  great 
milliner  assured  me 
that  her  business  had 
been  but  slightly  af- 
fected by  the  financial 
depression  of  the  past 
year  or  so.  "No," 
she  said,  "they  may 
have  to  mortgage 
everything  of  value 
they  possess,  motors, 
pictures,  jewels,  etc., 
but  they  know  these 
hats  are  expensive, 
requiring  feathers 
that  cost  fifty  or  a 
hundred  dollars 
apiece,  and  they 
rarely  question  the 
price." 

Then  suddenly,  all 
in  the  twinkling  of  an 
e\'c,  we  faced  about 
and  concentrated  on 
crowns;  hence  the 
peach-basket,  its 
crown  rising  a  domed 

ture,  its  brim  lying 
comfortably  against 
one's  shoulder  blades, 
atid  the  woman  be- 
neath almost  extin- 
guished, her  head 
tilted  back  that  she 
might  see  at  all  and 
in  evidence.  And  with 
a  correspondingly  bi- 
tlowers  and  feathers 


If  only  the  tip  of  her  chin 

>  these  bizarre  sha[)es  is 

-  zarre  trimming,   fruits 

the  question  of  seeing  over  jumbled  together  and  only  the  impossible 

or  around  the  lady  in  front  of  you  at  the  play;  binations    of    colors    being   considered    really 

but  there  are  more  ways  than  one  of  beating  smart.     One  dealer  informed  me  almost  with 

the  devil  around  the  stum]),  and  the  play-goer  tears  in  his  eyes  that  there  had  been  quite  a 

has  come  sadly  to  realize  that  the  picture  hat  heavy  demand  for  vegetables,  which  so  far, 

offered   no  greater  obstruction   to   his  vision  unfortunatelv,  his  house  had  not  Ijeen  able  to 

than  the  picture  hair;  and  whereas  one  might,  supply, 
in  the  good  old  days,  courteously  request  a        But  the  great,  arroijant,  unquestioned  god- 


Piclure  Hak 

The  pUy-goer  hai  come  lully  to  tealize  th*l  the  piclme  hat  ottttd  no  ptatt  oUlrncuoa  lo 
his  vition  ihan  the  picture  b»ii;  utd  whereu  one  miglil,  in  ihe  good  old  diyi.  couiteoutly 
remove  her  ha),  one  may  nol.  with  propriety,  a>k  a  lady  to  remove  liei  hair 


dess  of  fashion  received  a  iheck.  It  is  iistully 
so.  No  mailer  liow  bij;  the  flea,  there  are 
always  other  flea*  to  lease  it.  Uehind  the  su- 
preme jmiver  is  usuallv  a  sii])rcnicr.  In  this 
case  it  was  the  maniifatturers.  They  said  in 
effett:  "These  Greek  styles  are  ruinous  to 
business.  .\  year  or  livo  ago,  il  took  twenty 
yards  or  more  to  make  a  Rown,  now  it  can  he 
done  on  live  or  six."  The  designers  listened. 
Consequenily,  the  hanisherl  ]>iaits  and  fjathers 
be^aM  to  make  a  coy  hut  insistent  uiijiea ranee, 
sleeves  look  on  a  less  rijjid  contour,  lines  bcsian 
to  flow. 

The  old  or<ier  chanjielh.  In  former  days  one 
had  the  conM.iousness  of  the  best  black  velvet 
gown  trimme<i  with  reallv  i;o<k1  lace  which  one 
could  always  fall  back  on.  year  after  year,  tor 
worth  while  occasioi!s.  Of  course  there  were 
gradations  in  slyle,  slow,  aniiciiiated,  ihor- 
ouRhly  canvassed,  ))ut  these  affecteii  the  black 
velvet  alK)ul  as  much  as  h'An  Nou\eau  aHivts 
the  Pyramid-;. 

"They  say  thai  sleeve>  will  he  smaller  in 
the  fall,"  announce*!  vour  mother's  dress- 
maker. -Will  you  have  your  black  velvet 
ahered  a  litlei'" 

"Oh  no,  I  think  not,"  she  woid.l  rq.ly 
serenely.  ■"  It  was  made  in  Paris  only  ten  years 
ago  and  trimmcil  with  mv  Chantillv  hice.  ll 
will  last  a  good  manv  veaVs  vet." 

Whal  stabilily:  What  cklml  The  black 
velvet  was  a  pass]K>rt  enabling  one  lo  a|)]iear 
anywhere.  Its  value  was  no  more  lo  l.-e  (jues- 
tioned  ihan  old  lace  or  family  jewels. 

Noiv— a  s<ani  one  season  for  the  most  elal;- 
orate  and  exjiensive  gowns;  now,  in  the  lan- 
gijage  of  llie  race  track,  a  complete  reversal 
of  form  may  be  looked  for 


Consider  the  menial  agility  it  takes  to  keep  up 
with  one's  waist  line.  One  goes  lo  bed  at  nifjht 
in  the  sweet  assurance  that  it  will  be  under  the 
arms  for  the  nc.\t  two  or  three  months  at  any 
rate,  and  awakes  to  learn  from  the  headlines 
in  the  morning  papers  that  the  waistline  is 
[H)sitively  at  the  knees.  There  is  absolutely 
no  u.se  in  ]irogno>ticating  anything  about  it  any 
longer.  That  the  waisthne  occurred  at  the 
waist  ivas  an  axiom  accepted  as  unquestion- 
ingly  as  that  the  earth  revolves  on  its  axis,  but 
in  ihese  days  of  higher  criticism  it  is  likely  to  be 
anywhere.     It  bloweih  where  is  listeth. 

Il  is  just  about  here  in  this  article  that  the 
man  who  is  reading  il  (and  I  hojie  no  man  will 
read  it.  Il  was  not  written  for  them.  It  may 
pui  ideas  into  iheir  heads,  and  they  are  lire- 
some  enough  already)  will  shake  his  head 
solemnly  and  say  lo  his  wife  with  a  sujwrior, 
pitying  smile,  la])ping  the  magazine  wilh  his 
forefinger  the  while,  "My  dear,  if  a  loi  of  silly 
women  want  to  makece.ricatures  of  themselves, 
will  you  tell  me  why  you  sensible  ones  particl- 
l^aie  in  ihe  orgie!'  .\re  there  not  enough  con- 
servative women  in  the  world  to  make  a  stand 
against  all  this  bedlamic  absurdity?" 

If  his  wife  is  a  wise  woman,  she  will  smile 
and  sav,  "Ves.  dear,  I  <iuite  agree  with  you," 
knowing  ihe  futility  of  arguing  with  a  man 
on  the  subjeci  of  woman's  dress;  but  it  she  is 
one  of  those  ardent,  impclunus  creatures  who 
can't  keep  out  of  a  debate,  she  will  inform  him 
that  no  woman  likes  to  be  a  frump  and  look 
ten  years  behind  the  times  and  as  if  she  had 
tloated  down  from  some  planet  of  dowdies. 
She  will  (hen  probably  revert  to  ihe  time  when 
she  Iried  lo  conform  to  his  ideas  of  feminine 
dress  and  they  accepted  an  invilalion  lo  dinner, 


The  Peach  Basket  Hal  The  Cart  Wheel  Brim 

With  iheie  bizaire  )h*p«  u  ■  cone^HJodingly  bizarre  tHmming.  Iruili,  flowerg  *h(i  feslhen 
jumbled  logelhn  uuf  only  ihe  impOMible  combinMioDi  of  colon  being  coniideied  really  imart. 
One  dealer  informed  me  almoil  wilh  lean  in  hit  eyri  ihat  ibere  bad  been  quite  a  beavy 
demand  for   vegelablet.  wliirh   w  far.  uniortunalely,  nil  hoUK  had  nol  been  able  lo  lupply 

anil  he.  seeing  her  modest  frumyjisliness,  tried  Hut  all  the  ^anic,  to  come  hack  lo  ihe  "lu- 

toact  all  evenhig  as  if  she  didn't  belong  to  him.  mult  anil  the  shouting,"  I  do  nol  ihink  it  is 

And  how  that  catty  Mrs.  Smith- Jones  put  up  quite  fair.     I  have  no  wish  lo  shirk  civic  re- 

her  lorgnon,  and  after  sun*eying  her  for  ten  sponsibilities.     I'd  ju.-it  as  lieve  be  on  the  jurj', 

minutes  with  a  steady,  amused  stare,  turned  or  be  a  con  press  worn  an,  or  a  senatress,  or  a 

to  him  and  said:  "How  sweet  and  demure  your  judge.  anythinR  but  a  prisoner  at  the  bar  to  be 

wife   looks,   Mr.   Robinson,  with  that  dear,  judged  and  senlenced  by  members  of  my  own 

quaint  way  of  wearing  her  hair,  and  that  dar-  se.t.    N'or  would  I  mind  galloping  up  San  Juan 

ling,  funny,  old -fash  ion  e<l  frock."     And  how  hill,wavinglhetricolorandshouting"Banzai!" 

on   the  drive  homeward    he  had   smoked   in  if  it  were  necessary.     Women  do  more  ditBcult 

sulky  silence  for  a  season,  and  Anally  said  in  stunts  than  those  any  time  and  think  nothing 

tones  of  puzzled  irritabilily,  "Emma,  why  on  of  it,  take  it  all  in  the  day's  work.     But  I  do 

earth  do  you  not  get  a  new  gown  and  try  and  not  think  we  ought  to  be  asked  lo  conduct  the 

look  more  like  other  people  ?   Now,  that  liitle  affairs  of  slate  and  keep  up  with  the  fashions 

Mrs.  Smith- Jones,   a  charming  woman,  was  at  the  same  time.     It  is  more  than  any  woman 

very  simply  and  inexpensi\ely  gowned,  I  am  can  do,  especially  if  she  is  earning  her  bread 

sure,  and  yet,  she  had  that  look  of  the  world,  by  the  sweat  of  her  brow,  or  the  ink  of  her  pen. 

of "    Oh,    welt,    things   were   very    un-  .Ah  well,  we  cannol  have  everything,   Wom- 

pleasant  for  a  while.   It  is  no  use  going  into  it  an's  achievements  in  many  lines,  considering 

further.     You  know  exactly  what  they  Iwth  the   hami)ering  conditions   under  which   she 

said.  has  labored,  have  been  little  less  than  mar- 
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The  Gardens  of  Shushan — By  Marjorie  L.  C.  Pickthaii 
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velous.  She  has  really  performed  some  re- 
markable feats  of  horticulture  in  Naboth's 
vineyard,  but  in  her  own  little  garden  patch 
of  dress,  she  has  not  proven  herself  a  Burbank. 
She   has   had   an   exclusive   occupation    and 


plenty  of  time,  centuries  wherein  to  evolve 
artistic  and  beautiful  costumes  and  none  did 
hinder  her,  but  it  would  be  a  brave  man 
or   woman   who  would  dare  accuse   her  of 


success. 


The   Gardens   of   Shushan 


'*  And  the  king  loved  Esther  .  .  .  and 
made    her    queen  instead  of   Vashti." 

By   MARJORIE  L   C.   PICKTHALL 

Be  pitiful  1     Her  lips  have  touched  this  cool 

Clear  stream  that  sets  the  long  green  leaves  astir. 

The  very  doves  that  dream  beside  the  pool 
Sang  their  soft  notes  to  her. 

For  her  these  doors  that  claim  the  amorous  south, 
Bound  in  red  bronze  and  stayed  with  cedar  wood. 

And  here  the  bees  sought  honey  from  her  mouth. 
So  like  a  flower  she  stood. 

For  her  the  globed  pomegranates  grew,  and  all 

Sweet  savoury  fruits  rose  perfect  from  their  flower. 

Here  has  her  soul  known  silence  and  the  fall 
Of  each  enchanted  hour. 


Under  her  feet  all  beauty  was  laid  low. 

In  her  deep  eyes  all  beauty  was  made  clear. 

When  the  king  called  her  through  the  amber  glow, 
*•  O  Vashti,  I  am  here  I  " 


Still  the  sweet  wells  return  to  me  her  face, 
Still  her  lost  name  on  every  wind  is  blown. 

The  shadows  and  the  silence  of  this  place 
Are  hers  alone. 


HisMOTTHE 


With  III 
by  Thor 


strations 
IS  Fogarly 


I 


MRS.  RrCGAN'  was  at  the  front  wind.iw 
iif  her  icDement-hiiusc  Hal,  watching. 
Slic  was  not  l>euutifiil.  Her  ej'es  were 
sunken  ;ind  beady  under  the  worried  wrinkles 
■  if  her  forehead;  her  high-boned  check.s  would 
Ffmind  you  of  the  corners  of  a  battered  leather 
trunk;  her  withered  old  moiilh  was  drawn  as 
ii;;hily  shut  as  if  she  were  holding  pins  be- 
nveen  her  lips.  And  yel,  in  those  eyes,  about 
that  mouth,  there  was  pn  expression  of  an.\- 
'ous  and  loving  expectation  that  was  more 
346 


Ijeaiilifiil  (ban  beauly,  because  it  was  so  hu- 
man, because  it  had  that  endearing  ugliness 
of  worn  life.  She  wa^vatching  for  Larry— 
her  S((p  ^.arryl — and  she  ke|)t  saying  to  her- 
self: '-He's   late.     I   wonder   what's   keepin' 

He  was  twenty-odd,  a  typesetter  by  trade, 
■■a  sober,  law-fearin'  goiHl  lad"— as  she  would 
boast— who  neither  smoked  nor  drank  nor 
used  bad  language  ("e.vcept  now  an'  then, 
mebbe,  when  he  fergets  I'm  in  hearin'") — 
ami  who  brought  his  money  home  to  her  on 
pay-days  ''as  reg'lar,  come  Friday,  as  Friday 
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comes."     She  had  worked  her  hands  "to  the  tience  that  she  cried  "Is  that  yerself?"  when 
bone"  to  give  him  his  "schooh'n',"  in  the  days  she  heard  the  door  open, 
when  he,  after  school  hours,  used  to  go  on  the  "Sure,"  he  answered.     "HowVeyou  been?' 
streets  to  shine  shoes  or  sell  newspapers  or  do  She  looked  back  quickly  over  her  shoulder 
whatever  else  came  to  hand  to  earn  an  honest  as  she  measured  her  drawing  of  tea.     (She 
penny.     She  was  working  for  him  still,  but  no  said  afterward:  "As  soon  as  he  oj)ened  his 
longer   going   out    scrubbing   and    taking   in  mouth,  I  knowed  there  was  somethin' wrong.") 
washing  and  stitching  ulsters  at  night  on  a  She  heard  him  coming  down  the  little  hall  to 
sewing-machine  at  twenty  cents  an  ulster.    (It  her;  and  he  should  have  gone  to  wash.     "Din- 
was  the  machine  that  had  made  her  voice  so  ner's  ready,"  she  assured  him. 
loud;  she  had  been  used  to  talking  while  she  He  said:     "So'm  I." 
worked.)     Now  she  sat  at  home  "  like  a  lady,"  He  had  a  parcel  in  hi3  hand.     He  tossed  it 
and  only  sewed  and  mended  and  cooked  and  upon  the  kitchen  table.     "  What's  that  ?"  she 
scrubbed  and  swept  and  dusted  and  washed  asked. 

and  ironed  for  him — and  only  sat  up  late  at  He  answered:  "Open  it  and  see." 
night  till  he  had  gone  to  bed,  so  that  she  She  was  not  only  mystified;  she  was  natu- 
might  tuck  him  in;  for  she  believed  that  if  she  rally  somewhat  alarmed.  And  his  casual  ex- 
did  not  watch  him  so,  he  would  be  sure  to  planations,  as  she  untied  the  string,  did  not 
kick  the  covers  off  his  legs  in  the  night,  like  a  reassure  her.  (He  had  seen  "it"  on  the 
big  baby,  and  catch  his  "death  o'  cold."  street.     A  push-cart  peddler  had  had  it.     He 

"He*s   late,"   she   said,   for   the   twentieth  had  thought  she  might  like  it.) 

time.     "I  wonder  what's  keepin*  him."      -  It  was  a  white  crocheted  " umbrella"  shawl. 

She  would  see  him  as  soon  as  he  turned  the  She   spread   it   out,    half- flattered,   uneasy, 

street  corner  far  below  her,  and  she  would  touched  by  his  thought  for  her  but  uncertain 

hurry  back  to  the  kitchen  where  the  dinner  how  to  take  it.     "There  now,"  she  reproached 

was  all  ready  to  be  whisked  out  of  the  oven  to  him,  "  why  'd  yuh  w^aste  yer  money  ?" 

the  table.     As  soon  as  he  0}>ened  the  door  of  He  laughed  shamefacedly  and  went  back 

the  flat,  she  would  call  "Is  that  yerself?"  and  toward  his  bedroom. 

he  would  reply  with  a  cheerful  grunt  of  as-  He  knew  that  she  would  fold  the  shawl 

sent.     ("He   never  talks  till   he's  fed — poor  away  in  a  bureau  drawer,  and  show  it  to  her 

boy.")     There  would  be  no  kisses,   no  em-  visitors  as  a  "prisent  from  Larry,"  and  per- 

braces  of  affection,  no  show  of  love  between  haps  on  some  special  occasion  wear  it  with  all 

them.     Her  pot  pie,  her  biscuits,  and  her  Eng-  the  pride  in  the  world.     He  did  not  know  that 

lish  breakfast  tea  "  with  a  pinch  o'  Paykoe  in  after  he  left  her,  she  returned  to  her  tea-mak- 

it"  were  her  caresses;  she  would  ply  him  with  ing  so  absent-mindedly  puzzled  to  know  what 

them,  beaming  on  him  fondly,  every  "help-  was  "up"  that  she  forgot  to  put  in  the  extra 

ing"    affectionate    and    every    bite   grateful;  spoonful  "fer  the  pot." 

and  his  final  sigh  of  repletion  would  be  as  Her   suspicions   were   not    allayed   by   his 

eloquent  to  her  as  the  suspiration  of  a  full  talkativeness  at  the  table,  for  she  knew  him 

heart.  well  enough  to  understand  that  whenever  he 

She  would  have  to  tell  him  all  the  gossip  of  had  anything  on  his  conscience  he  was  always 
the  neighborhood — where  she  knew  every-  instinctively  ingratiating  and  good-humored, 
body's  troubles,  because  everybody  came  to  She  said  little;  she  hstened  without  betraying 
her  to  borrow  a  little  assistance  in  bearing  herself;  she  watched  him  furtively  with  her 
them.  ("Yuh  can  have  annything  I've  got  to  sharp  old  eyes.  But  she  saw  nothing  in  his 
spare,"  she  would  tell  them.  '*  Many's  the  talk  until  he  had  finished  telling  her  about 
time  when  I  had  nothin',  I  wisht  I  c'u'd  borry  the  opening  of  the  new  subway  from  Brook- 
it  meself.")  And  he  would  read  the  news-  lyn  Bridge  to  Harlem.  Then — having  pushed 
papers  and  listen  to  her  talk — both  at  the  one  away  his  plate  and  tilted  back  his  chair  com- 
time — and  if  there  was  anyone  happier  than  fortably — he  said:  "We  could  get  a  fine  big 
Mrs.  Regan  then,  it  was  some  one  who  had  flat  uptown  for  what  we  pay  here.  It  wouldn't 
no  right  to  be.     She  was  sure  of  that.  take  me  any  longer  to  get  home,  either,  now\ 

"He's  late,"  she  said.     "I  wonder — there  We  don't  have  to  hve  down  here.     We  could 

now  I"  move  for  next  to  nothing — five  or  ten  dollars." 

It  was  he.  He  had  evidently  been  leading  up  to  that 

She  did  not  wait  to  wave  him  a  greeting,  proposal,    diplomatically;    and    with    equal 

She  ran  to  the  kitchen  and  caught  up  her  diplomacy  she  evaded  it.     She  did  not  reply 

towel,  all  her  anxieties  forgotten  on  the  in-  that  this  was  her  home;  that  all  her  friends 

stant.     And  it  was  with  no  resentful  impa-  were  about  her  here;  that  the  church  in  which 


she  had  been  married,  in  which  lir  had  been  he  was  spending  his  evenings  in  the  nMims  of 

christened,  in  which  she  had  heard  mass  for  the  association,    helping    to   prepare    for  the 

the  last  thirty  years,  was  just  around  the  cor-  coming    campaign.     She    rose    to    clear    the 

ner— to  say  nothing  of  her  grocer  and  her  table,  sii  that,  under  cover  of  the  activity,  she 

butcher!     She  suggested  merely:  '■Vuh'd  miss  might  have  lime  to  ihink. 

the  boys."  "I  met  the  Senator  on  ihe  street  to-day," 

This  referred  to  the  younger  members  of  he  said,  "'and  told  him." 

the    Dan   Healy   Democratic  Association   in  "Told  him  what?" 

which  lie  was  a  stalwart.     ''Oh,  well,"  he  "That  I  was  quilting  i>olitics." 

said,  easily,  "  I've  been  thinking  of  giving  all  She  put  down  her  dishes.     "  Fer  the  love  o' 

that  up  any  way.     There's  nothing  in  it  for  Heai'en,  u'liy/" 

me.      I've   got    my   work.      I    don't    need   to  "Well,"  he  said,  "I  been  thinking  it  over. 

live    off    politics.       I've    sort    of    cut    it    out  It's  all  right— but  it  ain't  straight.     They're 

lately."  a  nice  lot  of  fellahs,  but  they're  in  wrong." 

For  some  weeks  past  he  had  been  going  out  He  was  a  big,  dark-faced    Irish  boy,   deep- 

every  night;  and  he  had  let  her  sup|H>se  that  eyed,  svilh  a  gaze  that  was  calmly  direct.     "I 
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want  to  keep  Hear  of  it.  Thai's  why  I  want 
lo  get  uptown  out  of  this." 

"They've  been  good  fricn's  lo  us,  Larry. 
Many's  the  dollar  Senator  Dan " 

"  I  know  all  about  that.  I've  irieci  lo  make 
it  up  to  him.  I've  done  things  for  him  I 
wouldn't've  done  for  anybody  else— around 
the  polls.     I  won't  do  it  any  more." 

'■.\re  yuh  sore  'cause  yuh  didn't  get  Flana- 
gan's place  ?" 

"Sore?  No,  I'm  darned  glad  J  didn't 
gel  it." 

■'  What's  come  over  yuh,  then?" 

"Well,"  he  said  vagui-Iy,  "I've  been  meet- 
ing people — another  sort  of  people.  I've 
been  seeing  things  diff'renl." 

She  realized,  Ihen,  thai  she  was  facing  a 
crisis  in  his  life  greater  than  any  she  had  had 
to  deal  with  since  the  day  when  he  had  wished 
lo  leave  school  so  that  she  might  not  hai'e  lo 
work  so  hard  for  him.  The  boy  was  wanting 
to  take  his  life  into  his  own  hands  again,  to 
turn  against  his  politics,  his  cla.ss  and  all  his 
old  associations.  So  much  she  understood 
with  a  mother's  jealous  instinct,  in.sianily,' 
though  she  did  not  accuse  him  of  understand- 
ing it  himself.  He  had  been  inliuenced  by  some 
one.    She  set  herself  to  find  out  who  it  wa.s. 


She  asked:  "Are  yuh  goin'  out  to-night?" 

He  accepted  the  question  with  relief.  "I 
thought  I  would— a  little  while.  I'll  be  back 
early."  He  sat  with  his  elbows  on  the  table. 
"I  promised  I'd  see  some  one." 

She  turned  her  back  craftily  before  she 
asked:  "Can't  yuh  bring  him  here?" 

"  Well,  not  very  well,"  he  said.    "  It's  a  girl." 

Hf  tried  to  give  it  in  a  matter-of-fact  tone, 
but  he  did  not  succeed.  She  tried  to  receive 
it  in  a  maCler-of-fact  manner,  and  she  was 
more  successful.  She  kept  her  back  to  him 
and  continued  with  her  work,  only  glancing  at 
the  shawl  with  her  lips  tightened.    A  girl! 

It  was  her  opinion  that  every  girl  in  the 
town  was  a  designing  hypocrite  who  was  bent 
upon  flattering  Larry  into  marrying  her  so 
that  she  might  not  have  to  work  for  a  living. 
Not  one  ()f  the  whole  useless  set  would  know 
how  to  cook  for  him.  Not  one  woidd  wash 
or  mend  for  him.  Not  one  would  be  able  lo 
do  anything  but  spend  his  money  in  clothes 
for  herself  and  ruin  his  digestion  with  stuff 
bought  at  delicatessen  counters,  and  with  her 
folly  and  extravagance  worry  him  to  death. 

It  is  a  mortifying  thing  to  raise  a  boy  to  the 
l()vable  helplessness  of  manhood  only  to  have 
him  taken  advantage  of  by  one  of  your  own 


sex.     She  said  angrily:  ''Are  y'  ashamed   lo  fare  and  a  liltic  Irfinbling  of  her  hands  as  she 

show  her?"  look   up  the  dishes  were  the  only  signs  she 

After  a  moment  of  silence,  he  replied:  '"All  showed  of  her  emotion.     (He  was  going  to 

right,    then.     I'll    bring    her."    And    rising  marry!    She  would  have  to  share  Larry  with 

abruptly  from  (he  table,  he  stalked  into  the  a  strange  woman— if  he  did  not  desert  her 

front  room  and  sal  down  at  the  window.  altogether!) 

She  did  not  need  any  further  pnM>f  that  the        She  continued  her  work,  .all  the  joy  of  it 

girl  had  caught  him,  for  he  was  not  the  sort  gone  from   her,   miserable,   but  bearing  her 

of  boy  to  bring  any  young  woman  U>  see  her  misery  dumbly.     She  did  not  even  ask  him 

unless  he  had  been  already  commilled,  in  his  who  the  girl  was.     (What  did  il  matter  ivho  it 

own  mind,  to  matrimony.     The  pm.spect  of  was?)     She    tidied    up    her    kitchen    deter- 

his  death  itself  would  hardly  have  been  less  mineUly.     "She'll- not    find    the    place    dirty 

welcome  to  her;  and  yet  the  hardening  of  her  when  she  comes"  she  promised  herself — re- 
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serving  an  opinion  of  what  it  would  be  lilic 
before  the  girl  had  been  long  in  charge  of  it. 
And  when  Larry  had  dressed  and  gone  out, 
she  attacked  the   little  front   room   with  the 
same  thought — arranging  ihe  folds  in  her  lace 
curtains  to  conceal  patching,,  and  covering  the 
delinquencies  of  her  "crimson  plush"  with  a 
cushion  here  and  a  tidy  there,  and  dusting  the 
paper  fans  and  the  framed  phdlograph  in  its 
red-velvet    mat,    and    assuring    herself    that 
the  block  of  wood  was 
safely    sup|«>rting    the 
back    leg    of    the    easy 
chair  that    had    lust   a 
caster.      "They'll    be 
gettin'  new,"  she  proph- 
esied.     She     herself 
had  clung   to   the  old, 
even  when  Larry   had 
wished    U>    be   rid    nf 
them.  ("  There's  nolhin' 
so    comfort 'ble    to    set 
in    as    an    ol'    chair," 
she    would    say,    "un- 
less.'tis  an  ol'  Ijoot.") 
She    wa-s    old    herself. 
Well,   he    would     siHin 
learn  whether  the  new 
was  better!    She  shook 
her  head  prophetically. 
He    would    siwn    learn 
whether   the    new   was 
better. 

II 

That  mood  pa.ssed, 
and  a  more  character- 
istic one  succeeded  it. 

She  knew  the  girt 
would  be  some  "gum- 
chewin'  young  gad- 
about with  no  more 
than  brains  enough  lo 
dress  herself  like  a 
fool."  A  shoi)-girl,  no 
doubt — ^a  shop-girl  (hat 
carried  all  her  wages 
i)n  her  back  and  walkwl 

with  a  wiggle!  There  were  no  giris,  no  m.ire, 
like  the  girls  of  l/cr  day.  Xever  a  one.  N'ow, 
they  went  to  work  in  offices  instead  of  staying 
home  and  learning  the  things  a  girl  ought  to 
know.  They  made  iK>or  wi\'cs  and  worse 
mothers;  they  were  half  of  them  sickly  and  all 
of  them  silly;  they  knew  no  more  a!x)ut  iheir 
proper  business  in  life  than  a  [xjacock  knows 
about  hatching  duck's  eggs. 

She   muttered    and   grumbled   it   over   and 


over  while  she  dressed — angry  at  heri^elf  now, 

because  she  had  dared  Larry  lo  bring  ihe  girl. 

What  could  she  say  lo  the  fool  creature?     Let 

him  marrj'  her  and  go  off  with  her  out  of  this. 

She  coukl  lake  care  of  herself — and  that's  all 

she  uvuld  do.     She  didn't  want  to  see  the  girl. 

Why    should    she?     Drat    the    young    snip. 

Who  wanted  lo  listen  to  her  cackle?     It  was 

noise  enough  to  wear  your  ears  out.     If  Larry 

liked  it,  let  him  take  it  and  live  with  it.     There 

was  no  accounting  for 

tastes.     Larry! — of  all 

boys     in     the    world! 

Well,   live   and    learn, 

live  and  learn. 

She  plumped  herself 
down  in  her  rocking 
chair  by  the  window 
and  waited  indignantly 
for  them  to  come.  She 
lot>ked  very  sour,  \ery 
stiff  and  forbidding. 
Hard  work  had  kept 
her  thin  and  angular. 
She  snorted  and  mut- 
tered to  herself. 

And  she  was  still  in 
this  frame  of  mind 
when  the  arrival  of 
Larry  and  his  "girl" 
brought  her  lo  her  feet. 
'■\ow  then,"  she  said, 
"now  then." 

There    entered    a 
meekly  dressed    young 
woman,    alxiut     thirty 
years  old.  tall,  in  black, 
with  a  plain  pale  face 
and    a   subdued    man- 
ner,   'ifiss  McCarty," 
Larry    introduced    her, 
very   proud  and  some- 
what  apprehensive. 
("tiod    help  us,"  Mrs. 
Regan  said   afienvard, 
"  I  thought  'twas  a  joke 
he  was    playin'.      She 
was   nothin'   at   all   to 
liHik  at.  An'  old  enough 
to  marry  iwo  nf  himl")     He  did  not  notice  how 
his  mother  received  ifiss  McCarty;  he  was 
only  anxious  about  how  Miss  McCarty  w(uild 
be  'imi>resscd.     And  (he  mother  received  her 
as  a  rival  who.  at  first  sight,  disproved  all  the 
formidable  re]X)rts  concerning  her;  and  Miss 
ilcCarty  showed  no  more  impression  than  is 
indicated  by  the  deepening  of  resene. 

She  had  a  broad,  flat  forehead;  and  her  eyes 
were  set  under  it,  far  apart  and  colorless,  with 
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a    quiet    despondency    of    expression.     Her  the  possible  construction  of  more  subways — 

mouth  had  the  same  flatness — a  wide  mouth,  rose  placidly  to  say  good  night;  and  Mrs. 

thin-lipped   and  full  of  the   character  of   a  Regan  awoke,  too  late,  to  the  inhospitality  of 

woman  who  has  a  mind  of  her  own.     When  her  behavior. 

she  sat  down  she  folded  in  her  lap  a  pair  of  "Yuh're  never  goin'  so  soon!"  she  cried, 

immaculate  hands,  large,  firm,  very  white  and  "  Wait  a  bit.     Have  a  cup  o'  tea  now."    The 

evidently  very  capable.     Her  physical  large-  girl  refused  firmly,  but  Mrs.  Regan  hurried 

ness  was  obviously  of  the  same  quality  of  out  to  the  kitchen  to  put  on  the  kettle  and 

graceful  strength.  open  the  cake  box.     She  heard  Larry  call  out 

''Well    now!"    Mrs.    Regan   said   at    last,  something   which    she   did    not    understand. 

"  Will  yuh  tell  me  somethin'  ?     Wherever  did  And  when  she  returned  with  her  pewter  cake- 

yuh  meet?"    Her  excitement  gave  her  voice  basket  and  her  tray  of  cups,  the  room  was 

the  shrillness  that  made  her  sound  shrewish  to  empty, 

those  who  did  not  know  her.  They  had  gone. 

"Downtown,"    Larry   answered,    with    his  She  went  back  to  the  kitchen,  thumped  the 

eyes  still  fixed  on  the  girl.  cake  into  the  box,  banged  the  basket  down  on 

"  Do  yuh  work  ?"  the  mother  asked  her.  the  table,  and  snatched  the  kettle  from  the 

"Oh  yes,"  she  said,  "I've  always  worked."  stove.     "There!"    she    said.     "Now!"    And 

And  she  spoke  in  the  voice  that  had  glamored  seating  herself  in  the  chair  by  the  fire-escape 

Larry.  window  she  began  to  weep. 

It  was  not  the  voice  of  a  dialect;  it  was  not  She*  had  done  it.     She  had  quarreled  with 

even  markedly  the  plaintive  intonation  of  the  them.     The  girl  would  take  Larry  away  from 

Celt.     It  was  a  rich  full  breathing  of  deepened  her.     It  was  the  end  of  everything! 
vowels  and  blurred  consonants  that  put  a  sort 

of  pastoral  gentleness  and  charm  on  every  III 
word — as  soft  as  an  Irish  mist  on  the  green 

undulations  of  an  Irish  landscape.  Larry  had  first  seen  Miss  McCarty  in  a 

"  What  do  yuh  do  ?"  Mrs.  Regan  demanded,  downtown  barber  shop — and  if  he  had  not 

Larry  answered  for  her:  "She's  a  mani-  hung  up  his  hat  before  he  had  seen  her,  he 

curist."  would  have  backed  out  of  the  place.    As  it 

"A —    What's  that?"  she  cried,  annoyed  was,  he  had  taken  his  seat  in  the  chair  nearest 

because  the  girl  had  an  appearance  of  ighor-  her  with  an  uncomfortable  feeling  that  she 

ing  her.  had  intruded  upon  his  toilet.     She  was  mani- 

Larry  laughed  nervously.     Miss  McCarty,  curing  at  a  little  table  near  the  door, 

it  was  evident  to  him,  did  not  understand  the  "Hair  cut,"  he  said,  in  a  husky  undertone, 

brusque  kindliness  of  his  mother's  inquiries,  and  felt  like  a  fool  when  the  barber  swathed 

"Never  mind  what  it  is,"  he  said.     "What  him  in  striped  calico  and  tucked  it  in  around 

difference  does  it  make  ?"  his  neck.     It  was  no  position  for  a  man  to  be 

Mrs.  Regan  contained  herself  by  folding  her  seen  in  by  any  young  woman.     In  the  best  of 

arms  upon  her  pride.     "True  enough,"  she  circumstances  hair-cutting  was  to  Larry  an 

said.     "What  diff'rence?     'Tis  none  o'  my  operation  of  personal  beautification  that  was 

bus'ness.     None  at  all."    And  with  that  she  to  be  rushed  through  with  a  scornful  lack  of 

assumed  an  attitude  of  silent  self -suppression  attention;  he  would  scarcely  look  at  himself  in 

that  was  comical — as  well  as  tragic.  the  glass  until  he  could  do  it  alone  and  un- 

"  It  only  took  us  twenty  minutes  to  get  down  ashamed  (and  curse  the  barber  who  had  made 

to  Fourteenth  Street  from   a  Hundred  and  the  parting  an  inch  too  high  on  his  head). 

Third,"  Larry  told  her.  And   now,  when  his   hair   had   been  ruffled 

"Did  it,"  she  said  shortly.  up  unbecomingly,  he  kept   darting  irritated 

"Lots  of  flats  to  rent  up  there."  glances  at  her  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye,  to 

She  said  nothing.  see  that  she  was  not  staring  at  him. 

"Better  air,  too."  She  was  polishing  the  finger  nails  of  a  man 

With  one  hand  supporting  an  elbow,  she  who  had  his  back  to  Larry,  so  that  Larry 

fingered  her  lips  as  if  she  were  fingering  a  pad-  could  not  see  his  face.     It  was  enough  for  him 

lock  on  them.     Miss  McCarty  was  very  re-  to  see  hers.     (Not  that  she  was  beautiful — or 

posedly  looking   aside   out   of   the   window,  even  of  an  interesting  ugliness.     He  thought 

Larry  tried  to  make  talk.  her  merely  plain  looking,   with  a  nose  too 

The  end  of  it  came  when  the  girl,  having  large.)     What  he  saw  in  her  face  was  the  evi- 

carried  on  five  minutes'  futile  conversation  dence  that  her  customer  was  annoying  her; 

with  him — about  flats,  comparative  rents  and  and  as  Larry  watched  her,  he  added  his  irri- 
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tated  embarrassment  about  his  own  toilet  to  There  is,  in  such  afiFairs,  an  unwritten  code 

an  accession  of  uncultured  contempt  for  the  that  prohibits  the  asking  of  personal  questions, 

man  who  could  loll  back,  ogling,  in  a  barber  The  young  man  must  accept  the  young  woman 

shop,  while  a  woman  polished  his  nails.  "sight  unseen" — as  the  boys  say  when  they 

The  barber  slewed  Larry's  head  around —  "swap"  with  their  hands  behind  them — until 
first  this  way  and  then  that  way — with  the  the  first  trial  of  acquaintance  has  been  proven, 
masterful  hand  of  his  trade;  and  Larry  caught  Then,  if  the  interest  becomes  serious,  mutual 
but  fleeting  glimpses  of  the  girPs  reddened  confidences  are  naturally  exchanged,  the  ifight 
ears  and  frigid  haughtiness.  The  man  was  to  receive  them  having  been  established.  It 
leaning  forward  on  one  elbow,  a  roll  of  flesh  was  for  this  reason  that  even  after  Larry  and 
bulging  above  his  collar.  Larry's  slanted  eye  she  had  gone  to  the* theaters  together,  sat  in 
fixed  on  that  fat  roll  malevolently  for  a  mo-  the  parks,  and  patronized  the  museums  cf  art 
ment  before  the  barber  swung  him  around  and  of  natural  history — which  a  thoughtful 
again.  And  when  he  was  sheared  and  public  has  erected  for  the  use  of  New  York 
sleeked  down  with  bay  rum  and  out  of  the  lovers  who  need  sheltered  benches  on  wet 
chair  finally,  he  reached  for  his  hat — with  his  Sunday  afternoons — he  knew  as  little  about 
eyes  on  the  remembered  neck — just  as  the  her  past,  her  parentage  and  the  private  cir- 
girl,  dropping  her  chamois  pad,  looked  up  ap-  cumstances  of  her  life  as  she  knew  about  his. 
pealingly  at  the  barber  as  if  for  aid  against  She  remained  placid,  uncoquettish  and  still  re- 
insult,  served  with  the  reserve  of  a  woman  whose 

Larry  stepped  forward,  jabbed  his  fingers  voice  was  not  made  for  chatter.  (That  voice 
in  between  the  neck  and  the  collar,  and  raised  haunted  him.  He  heard  it  even  in  the  midst 
the  man  with  one  hand  while  he  withdrew  the  of  the  crashed  metallic  tinklings  of  the  lino- 
chair  with  the  other.     (The  tightened  collar  types.) 

prevented  any  but  a  guttural,  choked  outcry.)  Then,  one  evening,  when  he  called  upon  her 

Larry  jerked  him  clear  of  the  table  and  pro-  by  appointment  to  take  her  to  the  theater,  she 

pelled  him  swiftly  toward   the  screen  door,  did  not  meet  him  at  the  door  of  the  flat-house; 

shoved  him  through  that,  ran  him  across  the  and  he  ascended  to  the  top  floor  apartment  to 

sidewalk,    and    there,    bumping   him   behind  find  her  with  a  headache  and  unwilling  to  go 

with  a  bent  knee,  sent  him  sprawling  into  the  out.     She    was    sharing    the    flat    with    two 

gutter.     Then,  without  any  undignified  haste,  friends — one  a  head  waitress  in  a  dairy  res- 

but  with  suflScient  celerity,  he  shouldered  his  taurant,   the  other  a  black-haired  little  So- 

way  through  the  middky  crowd  on  Broadway,  cialist  who  was  trying  to  organize  a  union 

turned  a  comer,  and  hurried  back  to  his  work,  among  the  shop-girls  of  a  department  store 

He  had  almost  forgotten  the  incident  before  where   she  worked.     And   it   was   here   that 

he  saw  her  again.     He  had  not  gone  near  the  Larry  began  to  "see  things  difif'rent"  (as  he 

barber  shop  meanwhile.     He  had  not  given  told   his  mother)   in  the  matter  of  politics, 

her  a  thought — except  a  vaguely  resentful  one.  Here,  too,  he  got  another  impression  of  Miss 

And  when  he  met  her  face  to  face  in  City  Hall  McCarty,  from  the  deference  which  her  two 

Park,  he  was  not  sure  where  he  had  seen  her  room  mates  showed  her  and  the  air  of  right 

before.     She  said,  quite  frankly  and  unem-  with  which  she  accepted  it — to  say  nothing  of 

barrassed:  "I  want  to  thank  you.     Don't  you  the  graceful  dignity  of  the  way  in  which  she 

remember  me?"  reclined   upon   a   shabby   comer  couch   and 

"Sure  I  do,"  h^  replied,  and  he  did  not  say  listened  to  the  argument  between  Larry  and 

it  flippantly.     She  had  spoken  in  that  wonder-  the  Socialist. 

ful  voice  of  hers,  and  it  had  made  him  respect-  She  gave  him  an  impression  not  only  of  su- 

ful  at  once.  perior  experience  and  superior  age  but  even 

He  turned  back  with  her,  and  she  accepted  of  superior  culture;  and  when  he  left  her  that 

his  escort  as  a  matter  of  course.     They  said  night  he  had  an  uneasy  suspicion   that   she 

nothing  of  any  importance;  they  parted  at  the  was,  perhaps,  "above"  him. 

steps  of  the  "L"  in  Park  Place,  with  a  nod  He  was  ambitious.     He  was  also  proud — as 

and  a  smile; -and  Larry  was  half  way  back  to  proud  as  his  mother.     And  when  he  came  to 

his  own  station  of  the  Third  Avenue  Elevated  ask  the  girl  to  call  on  Mrs.  Regan  with  him, 

at  Brooklyn  Bridge  before  it  occurred  to  him  he  gave  the  invitation  as  if  it  were  a  defiance, 

that  he  would  like  to  see  her  again  and  had  She  accepted  it — after  a  moment's  reflection — 

not  provided  the  opportunity  of  doing  so.  with  some  of  that  feminine,  Old-World  dig- 

The  omission  made  it  necessary  for  him  to  nity  that  refuses  to  recognize  a  lover  until  he 

stand  opposite  the  barber  shop,  next  nobn,  makes  his  formal  declaration, 

and  wait  for  her  to  come  out  for  luncheon.  It  was  this  dignity  that  carried  her  through 
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the  interview  with  Mrs.  Regan  outwardly  un-  that  was  only  too  well  controlled.    But  he  did 

moved;  and  it  was  this  dignity  that  sat  so  stiff  not  meet  her  anxious  penitent  glances,  and 

upon  her  as  she  journeyed  back  to  One  Hun-  when  he  went  away  to  his  work  he  left  her  to 

dred  and  Third  Street  with  Larry,  in  the  roar-  as  unhappy  a  day  as  any  that  her  husband 

ing  subway,  after  she  had  refused  Mrs.  Re-  had  ever  given  her.     (She  had  quarreled  with 

gan's  cup  of  tea.    There  was  nothing  to  say;  Larry!    He  would  be  leaving  her.     It  was  all 

the  noise  about  them,  in  any  case,  prevented  over.) 

them  from  saying  anything;  and  Larry  waited  She  prepared  for  him,  broken-heartedly,  a 

until  they  were  on  the  street  before  he  even  lavish  dinner  of  stuffed  heart  and  mashed  po- 

asked  when  he  might  see  her  again.  tatoes;  and  he  came  home  earlier  than  usual 

She  replied  calmly:  "I  don't  know."  to  eat  it  with  what  she  mistook  for  signs  of  a 

"  Will  you  come  to — to  the  theater  to-mor-  better  feeling  toward  herself.    That  night,  to 

row  night?"  her  surprise,  he  did  not  go  out;  he  read  his 

"  No,  thank  you,"  she  said.  newspaper  and  reread  it  and  read  it  again,  un- 

"Why?"  til  it  was  evident  to  her  that  he  was  reading 

Her  manner  replied  that  she  did  not  feel  he  the  same  pages  twice  without  knowing  it.   She 

had  any  claim  upon  her  that  would  justify  the  watched  him — but  without  gathering  any  idea 

question.    She  looked  straight  ahead  of  her  in  of  what  was  going  on  in  his  mind, 

silence.  And  she  watched  him  all  next  day  (which 

Larry  put  his  hands  in  his  coat  pockets,  was  Sunday)  without  understanding  his  lack- 
with  the  air  of  a  boy  who  has  been  insulted  luster  mood,  his  absent-mindedness  and  his 
and  who  puts  away  his  fists  temporarily  until  gentleness  toward  herself.  He  did  not  go  out; 
he  can  make  sure  that  the  insult  was  intended,  he  sat  gloomily  indoors;  and  when  he  pro- 
He  asked:  "Don't  you  want  me  to  come  to  posed  a  street-car  ride  in  the  cool  of  the  even- 
see  you?"  ing,  she  went  with  him,  in  a  remorseful  state 

"  I  think  not,"  she  said  in  her  smoothest  of  wonder, 

voice.    "No."  At  last,  when  she  could  bear  it  no  longer, 

Larry  took  her  to  her  door  without  another  she  asked:  "What's  become  o*  the  girl  that 

word.    He  stopped  on  the  pavement.   "  Good  yuh  don't  take  her?^^ 

night,"  he  challenged.  "Her,"  he  said  bitterly.     "We're  not  good 

She  looked  back  over  her  shoulder  as  she  enough  for  her.'* 

took  the  first  step.     "Good-by,"  she  replied  "  An' why  not  ?"  she  cried, 

cheerfully;  and  it  was  a  cheerfulness  that  only  "I  don't  know,"  he  answered,  in  a  tone 

made  finality  sound  more  final.  hard  and  even.     "And  I  don't  care." 

Larry   nodded    briefly   and    turned   away.  "There  now!"    Mrs.  Regan  addressed  her- 

And  to  match  the  finality  in  her  cheerfulness,  self  aloud.     "  What  d'  yuh  think  o'  that  ?" 

there  was,  in  his  nod  of  dismissal,  an  anger  She  stared  at  him,  turning  in  her  seat,  with 

that  was  as  implacable  as  an  Irish  hate.  such  an  expression  of  bewilderment  that  he 

asked  sourly:  "What's  the  matter?" 

IV  "Nothin',"    she    said,    collecting    herself. 

"Nothin'atall." 

Mrs.  Regan,  when  he  returned  to  the  flat.  But  throughout  the  silence  in  which  they 

had  apparently  gone  to  bed,  but  after  he  was  finished  their  car  ride,  she  kept  saying  to  her- 

in  bed  himself  she  came  to  his  room  in  her  self  in  her  thoughts:  "What  d'  yuh  think  o' 

blue  flannel  wrapper  with  a  light,  to  make  her  that  ?    An'  me  thinkin'  he  was  mad  at  me  an' 

peace  with  him;  and  he  pretended  that  he  was  goin'  to  leave  me  fer  the  girl.     .     .     .    What 

asleep,  lying  very  stifiiy  on  his  back  with  his  d'  yuh  think  o'  that  ?    The  likes  o'  her!    The 

eyes  shut,  in  an  attitude  that  would  not  have  likes  o'  her  to  be  puttin'  him  down!    Him — 

deceived  the  blind.    There  was  nothing  for  that  was  worth  a  dozen  of  her.     It's  enough 

her  to  do  but  to  go  back  to  her  misery  and  lie  to  make  the  saints  in  heaven  laugh  at  their 

awake  with  it,  staring  at  a  darkness  that  was  prayers.     .     .     .     Glory  be  to  Peter!    What 

as  black  as  her  future  to  her.     (She  had  quar-  d'  yuh  think  o*  that?"    Amazement  and  in- 

reled  with  Larry.     Oh  dear — oh  dear!)  dignation  alternated  with  amazement  and  re- 

When  he  came  to  his  breakfast,  next  mom-  lief.     She  was  not  going  to  lose  Larry — but 

ing,  he  had  his  eyes  open — to  be  sure — ^but  the  likes  of  her/    Not  good  enough  for  her, 

otherwise  his  mental  attitude  seemed  to  be  un-  Did  anyone  ever  hear  anything  to  equal  that  ? 

changed.    He  ate  his  breakfast — which  she  The  fool  of  a  girl!    What  were  they  coming 

laid  before  him  as  humbly  as  if  it  were  an  to  nowadays — the  girls — any  way  ?    She  could 

altar  sacrifice — and  he  spoke  to  her  in  a  voice  have  chuckled  with  contempt  for  them,  if  it 
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had  not  been  that  Larry  would  have  heard,  yuh  bein*  nutty — though,  Lord  knows,  y'  act 

Larry  was  evidently  in  no  frame  of  mind  to  like  it." 

hear  laughter.  He  swallowed  the  insult — turned  suddenly 

He  continued  in  a  mood — or  rather  in  and  dispirited — and  they  let  the  quarrel  lapse  into 

out  of  a  number  of  moods — which  she  did  not  a  worried  gloom  until  some  fresh  misunder- 

find   herself  able   to  follow.     In  accordance  standing  should  arouse  it  again. 

with  the  best  traditions  of  the  poets,  he  lost        It  summed  up  for  her,  before  long,  into  the  j 

his  appetite — like  all  young  people  crossed  in  conclusion  that  the  boy  was  ill,  that  he  was  f 

love — but  only  because  he  had  developed  in  unhappy,  that  he  was  eating  out  his  heart — 

its  place  a  worried  indigestion  that  made  him  and  ruining  his  digestion — because  of  a  fool 

irritable  instead  of  languishing  and  lackadaisi-  of  a  girl  with  whom  he  had  quarreled.     "  They 

cal.    He  had  decided  that  Miss  McCarty  had  neither  o*  them  Ve  got  sense  enough  to  know 

thrown   him  over  because,   after  seeing  his  what  they  want!     Some  one  ought  to  take  an' 

mother  and  his  home,  she  had  found  them —  bump  their  heads  together  fer  them.     Drat 

and  him — "beneath"  her;  and  one  night  he  them  both!    They'll  drive  me  out  o'  me  wits, 

would  bring  his  mother  home  the  gifts  of  a  .     .     .     If  f  had  her  here,  now,  Td  give  her  a 

resentful  pride  in  her,  and  the  next  night  he  talkin'  to  she*d  not  ferget  to  her  dyin'  day!" 
would  be  querulous  and  sharp,  and  handle        But  she  did  not  have  her  there;  and  she 

the  furniture  as  if  he  could  scarcely  restrain  had  not  the  faintest  suspicion  of  where  to  find 

himself  from  throwing  it  out  the  window.    He  her — until,  one  day,  when  she  had  been  to  call 

would  come  to  his  breakfast  with  a  melan-  on  a  neighbor  who  had  recently  moved  to  One 

choly  lover's  distaste  for  food;  and  after  his  Hundred  and  Third  Street,  she  told  I-arry  of 

eggs  and  coflfee,  he  would  be  ready  to  boil  the  visit  and  he  said:  "Hundred  and  Third 

over  with  ill-temper  at  a  word.     He  was  sick  Street!     Whereabouts?"     She  replied:  "Near 

and   despondent,    bilious   and   bad    natured,  the  subway.      First  block  east."    He  said:  "I 

fiercely  proud  and  for  the  most  part  quite  im-  don't  want  you  to  be  fooling  around  there, 

possible.  It'll  look  as  if  we  were  trying  to  follow  her." 

His  mother  did  everything  to  tempt  his  ap-  And  she  remembered  that  Larry  and  the  girl 

petite  with  rich  dishes  that  only  made  him  the  had  come  down  from  One  Hundred  and  Third 

more  dyspeptic.     She  tried  to  please  him  by  Street  in  "twenty  minutes." 
proposing  that  they  move  to  a  flat  uptown        "Folly  her!"  she  said  to  herself.     "Why 

and  buy  a  "bran'  new"  set  of  furniture  that  should  /  folly  her!     It's  yerself  that'll  do  anny 

she  had  seen;  and  this  proposal  found  him  in  follyin'  that's  to  be  done,  me  lad.     I'd  look 

one  of  his  proud  moods  and  made  him  furious,  nice  goin'  up  there  fer  yuh,  tryin'  to  patch  up 

She  almost  wept  over  his  gifts — beginning  to  quarrels  I  know  nothin'  at  all  about.     I'd  look 

have  a  glimmering  suspicion  of  why  he  bought  nice." 

them — and  he  was  so  indignant  that  he  swore        Anyone  who  understood  Mrs.  Regan  would 

he  would  never  bring  her  another.     "  Well,  know  that  this  fiercely  contemptuous  repudia- 

love  o'  heaven!"  she  cried,  at  last.     "There's  tion  of  any  intention  of  ** follyin'"  Miss  Mc* 

no  livin'  with  y'  at  all!     What  is  it?     What's  Carty  was  the  first  sign  of  her  purpose  to  do 

wrong  with  yuh?     If  yuh  want  the. girl,  why  just  that.     The  boy  had  begun  to  look  bad 

don't  yuh  go  get  her?     God  give  her  joy  o'  about  the  eyes.     When  his  face  was  in  repose 

yuh!     Yuh 're  worse 'n  a  bear  with  a  sore  ear!"  it  took  a  worried  wrinkle  between  the  eye- 

"What're  you  talking  about?"    He  glared  brows.     He  had  moments  when  he  was  so 

at  her.     "Who  said  I  wanted  her?     I'm  done  meek  that  he  was  as  pathetic  to  her  as  if  he 

with  her — and  she  knows  it!     I  wouldn't  look  were  teething.     She  could  not  endure  it.     "If 

at  her  if  she — "    He  choked  wrathfully.  I  knowed  what  was  wrong  between  them,"  she 

"Well,  then,"  she  complained,  "what  is  it?  told  herself,  "'tw'u'd  not  be  so  bad.     I'd  like 

What's  the  matter?    /  can  do  nothin'  with  to  see  that  girl.     Drat  her!     I'd  put  it  to  her 

yuh."  straight." 

"Who   asked   you   to?    Leave   me   alone.        The  next  time  she  called  in  One  Hundred 

I'm  all  right.     Only  you're  always  making  out  and  Third  Street  she  examined  the  bells  of  aU 

that  I'm — she — as  if  I  was  gone  nutty  about  the  apartment  houses  in  the  block,  and  when 

her.     I  don't  care  a  dam  about  her.     I'm  as  she  came  to  "McCarty"  she  muttered:  "There 

good  as  she  is.     If  she  thinks  we're  not,  that's  y'  are,  are  yuh  ?     If  I  thought  yuh  were  up 

her    lookout.     She    can't    bother    me    for    a  there  now — but  I  s'pose  yuh're  at  work.     The 

minute!"  devil  take  yuh.     Do  yuh  go  out  nights,  I  won- 

"Ach,"  Mrs.  Regan  said,  "I  dunno  what  der.     I  s'pose  yuh  think  I'll  tell  Larry  I'm 

yuh're  talkin'  about.     I've  said  nothin'  about  goin'  to  church  to-morrah  night,  an'  sneak  up 
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here  to  see  yuh?    Huh!     I  see  meself!     Td  some  peace  in  the  world.     I  don't  know  who 

look  nice!"    And  turning  her  back  resolutely,  y'  are,  an'  I  don't  care.     There's  no  livin* 

she  walked  off  with  her  chin  up.  with  him  without  yuh.     Take  him  an'  be  done 

Naturally,  she  said  nothing  to  Larry  of  that  with  it.     Can  yuh  cook  ?" 

visit,  and  he  had  no  suspicion  of  her  duplicity  "Yes,"  she  said,  amused.     "I  think  I  can 

when  she  went  out  on  the  following  Saturday  cook." 

evening  to  confession — it  being  the  eve  of  the  "Where  are  yuh  from,  annyway?" 

first  Sunday  of  the  month — and  took  the  sub-  "  I'm  from  Dublin.     I  went  to  London  as 

way  north.     ("I'll  tell  no  lies,"  she  assured  a  lady's  maid.     I  came  here  as  a  traveling 

herself,  "  but  I'd  better  see  her  first — an'  con-  companion — and  didn't  like  it.     I   took  up 

fess  after.")     And  when  Miss  McCarty,  alone  manicuring   because    I    could   do    that — and 

in  the  flat,  received  her  with  a  well-controHed  couldn't  do  anything  else." 

but  evident  surprise,  she  took  the  upper  hand  "Have  yuh  no  relatives?    Are  y'  all  alone 

in    a    manner   of   self- justification,    and   de-  here?" 

manded:  "Now  then!     What  is  it  all  about?  "Yes.     All  alone — except  for  the  girl  friends 

Tell  me  that,  will  yuh?     What's  wrong  be-  I've  made." 

tween  yuh?     Why  have  yuh  thrown  down  the  "There  now,"  Mrs.  Regan  relented.   "He'll 

poor  boy?"  make  y'  a  good  husband.     He's  the  best  boy 

Miss  McCarty  had,  of  course,  "thrown  him  in  the  world."    And  she  launched  out  in  a 

down"  because  she  was -too  proud  to  intrude  mother's  eulogy  of  him.     "Yuh 're  a  fine  big 

upon  any  family  that  did  not  welcome  her,  healthy-lookin'  girl,"  she  ended.     "Yuh'U  be 

and  Mrs.  Regan,  by  her  manner  at  that  first  happy  together.     I  must  get  back  now."    She 

meeting,  had  most  obviously  intended  her  to  rose  to  go.     "Don't  tell  him  I've  been  here." 

understand  that  she  was  not  welcome.  She    paused,    frowning.     "  How'U    I — how'll 

"  Won't  you  sit  down  ?"  she  asked  calmly.      we " 

Mrs.  Regan  sat  down  while  she  was  reply-  Miss  McCarty  kissed  her.     "I'll  write  to 

ing  that   she  could  not  do   so,   that   Larry  him.     Don't  worry  about  that.     Let  me  take 

thought  she  was  at  church,   that  she  must  you  to  the  subway." 

hurry  away,   that   he  was  ill,   that   he   was  "I  will  not,"  Mrs.  Regan  replied.     "I'm 

worrying.     "And    why?"    she    cried    shrilly,  not  so  old  I  can't  walk  alone.     Good-by  to 

"Why  is  it?    What's  wrong?     I  can  make  you." 
nothin'  of  it!" 

Miss  McCarty  began  to  explain  the  situa-  And  when  Larry,  on  the  following  Monday, 

tion  as  delicately  as  she  could.  had   received   his   letter   and   had   gone  out 

"Well!"  Mrs.  Regan  broke  in.  "Well  (rather  sulkily,  but  in  his  best  clothes),  to  re- 
now!  Did  y'  expect  a  woman  to  grin  an'  say  ply  to  it  in  person,  Mrs.  Regan  sat  down  by 
'Thank  yuh  kindly,  miss,'  when  yuh  come  to  her  window  with  an  exclamation  that  was  be- 
take her  son  from  her?  Did  yuh?  Fer  if  tween  a  sigh  of  satisfaction  and  a  grunt  of 
yuh  did,  yuh  got  less  sense  than  yuh  look,  disgust.  "There  y'  are,"  she  told  herself. 
Faith,  if  you  had  no  one  in  the  wide  worrld  "That's  what  it  is  to  be  a  mother.  'Tain't 
but  Larry,  yuh'd  not  welcome  the  girl  that  only  that  yuh  can't  keep  yer  boy,  but  if  yuh 
came  fer  him,  neither."  There  were  tears  in  try  it,  y'  end  by  goin'  down  on  yer  bare  knees 
her  eyes.  to  the  girl  to  marry  him.     A  nice  thing  to 

" But,  Mrs.  Regan,"  the  girl  put  in  quickly,  have    to    be    doin'!    A    nice    thing!"    She 

"there  was  nothing — he  had  never  said  to  me  grumbled     indignantly.     "Well,"     she    said, 

that  he  wanted "  "  that's  what  it  is  to  be  a  woman  an'  have  to 

"  Ach!"  Mrs.  Regan  made  a  gesture  of  be  lookin'  after  the  men  all  yer  life — an'  man- 
contempt  for  such  nonsense.  "What  does  it  agin'  them — an'  feedin'  them — an'  seein' 
matter  what  he  said  er  didn't?  There  he  is —  they're  kep'  full  an'  happy.  Faith,  I  wish  't 
like  he'd  just  buried  his  gran'mother — turned  I'd  been  born  a  man  meself.  'T  must  be  an 
against  his  meals — an'  that  bad  tempered  easy  life."  She  shook  her  head  over  it.  "I 
there's  no  livin'  with  him.  Are  we  all  of  us  s'pose  I'll  be  a  gran'mother  too,  now,  soon 
to  be  made  miserable  be  such  like  nonsense?  enough.  There's  no  end  to  it.  Nothin'  but 
Take  shame  to  yerself,  girl!"  trouble.    ...  A  gran'mother.     Well  now!" 

"Well" — ^the   girl   smiled — "what   do   you  And  with  that  she  began  to  smile  as  tenderly 

want  me  to  do  ?"  as  if  she  had  the  baby  in  her  arms  already. 

"Marry  him!     Marry  him,  an'  let's  have  "  A  gran'mother.     What  d' yuh  think  o' that !" 
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YEAR  by  year  the  conservation  o!  our 
natural  resources  becomes  a  greater 
issue.     We  worry  over  wasted  wind- 
storms and  shudder  with  the  fall  of  every  tree. 
Every  hen  must  live 
up  to  the  form  charts 
on  egg  output  or  be 
retired  to  the  potpie, 
and  enthusiasts  look 
forward  to  the  day 
when  every   river 
will  pay  its    ground 
rent  in  water  power 
and  float  a  fleet  of 
snub-nosed    grain 
boats  in  addition. 
There  is  even  a  de- 
termined effort  on 
foot  to   bring  about  CoTr«t«l 

government     own- 
3S8 


ership  of  senators  in  order  that  these  highly 
ornamental  features  of  our  government  may 
be  harnessed,  like  the  waterfalls,  and  set  to 
work  grinding  out  prosperity. 

Yet  with  all  this 
utilitarian  frenzy 
there  is  one  great 
natural  resource, 
built  up  at  vast  ex- 
pense, which  goes  to 
hideous  waste  and 
frets  the  country  in- 
stead of  serving  it. 
,  I  refer  to  the  pugilist 
whom  we  have  as  yet 
\       utterly  failed  to  con- 


There  are  a  thou- 
sand aspiring  young 
pugilists  in  this  coun- 


n  wnh  Mogdnary  cmpliMb 
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try,  each  one  hoping  to  t>ecome  a  champion    the  cooperage  trade;  whereas  with  a  little  al- 
and none  of  them  of  any  use  whatever  lo  his    tention  by  the  government  he  could  be  made 
country.     We  have  not  even  tried  to  utilize    into  a  boon  to  humanity  in  the  shape  of  an 
them.     A  man  who  can  make  more  money    official  corrector  of  the  nation's  manners, 
with  a  single  half  hook  to  the  jaw  than  this        In  days  of  old  pious  knights  went  forth  with 
ungrateful   nation  pays  to  its  vice-president    spears,  battle  axes  and  war  dubs  and  cor- 
in  a  year  is  not  interested  in  being  utilized 
— and  you  can't  get  a  pugilist  to  do  anything 
he  is  not  interested  in.     It  is  dangerous  even 
to  suggest  it.     But  there  are  several  thou- 
sand men   who  are    becoming   extinct  as 
pugilists.    They  have  met  men  who  have 
introduced  them  to  astronomy  and  nasal 
hemorrhage  and  that  species  of  anaestheti- 
zation  known  as  the  solar  plexus  jolt.  These 
men  are  no  good  as  pugilists  any  more. 
They  are  on  the  down  grade.     They  arc  in 
the  prime  of  life,  some  of  them  only  twenty- 
one  years  of  age,  but    their  magnificent 
musdes  upon  which  years  of  work  have 
been  sf>ent  are  doomed  to  be  worn  out  hoist- 
ing high  balls  or  handling  bung  starters 
behind  a  bar.    And  is  a  government  which 
has  found  a  use  for  the  homed  toad  and 
the  old  tomato  can,  the  «actus  plant  and  the 

mudhen,  to  find  no  way  of  utilizing  these  "Cooductoi,  youMcppedonmy  lom" 

magnificent   though  knobby  specimens  of 
mankind  just  because  their  brains  happen 

to  be  in  their  fists  instead  of  in  their  heads?    rected  bad  manners  with  sanguinary  emphasis. 
Perish  the  thought.  ^  But  chivalry,  crushed  to  earth  beneath  its  in- 

As  a  matter  of  fact  there  is  no  more  useful  tolerable  weight  of  hardware,  died  out  while 
the  evils  which  chivalry  alone  could  correct 
still  flourish.  Even  to-day  a  gaUant  gentle- 
man occasionally  attempts  to  teach  a  lesson 
in  good  maimers  in  a  particularly  flagrant 
case.  But  he  is  not  encouraged.  He  sus- 
tains black  eyes  and  bruised  feelings  and  the 
state  fines  him  for  fighting.  Thus  the  faint 
reviving  sparks  of  chivalry  flicker  out  while 
the  man  with  a  Percheron  frame  and  Poland 
China  manners  walks  upon  the  mental  and 
physical  toes  of  his  fellow  men  and  grows 
each  year  more  bumptious  and  intolerable. 

The  pugilist  alone  can  copewilh  this  situa- 
tion, and  herein  lies  the  opportunity  of  the 
government  lo  conserve  him  and  make  him 
a  blessing  instead  of  an  intermittent  riot. 
Let  a  bureau  of  good  manners  be  established. 
Whether  it  shall  be  under  the  department  of 
war  or  of  justice  or  of  agriculture  may  be  de- 
termined upon  later.    Let  the  bureau  be  pre- 
sided over  by  a  man  of  infinite  tact,  backed 
.     up  with   a  big  war  chest.     Let  this  man 
surround  himself  with  a  thousand  men  who 
species  of  the  fauna  of  America  than  the  extinct    have  just  gotten  over  being  pugliists  but  who 
pugilist.    All    he    requires    is    development,    have  not,  as  yet,  carried  their  alcoholic  re- 
This  has  been  left  to  chance  and  it  has  not    searches  to  the  pink  alligator  stage.    Let  the 
worked  out.    The  pugilist  generally  devebps   chief  drill  these  men  carefuUy  in  their  con- 
into  a  resen-oir  and  goes  into  competition  with    versational  duties — they  will  need  no  sugges- 
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(ions  in  their  physical  tasks.  Let  each  pug  But  the  Deputy  doesn't  take  it.  He  coun- 
be  appointed  a  Deputy  Corrector  of  Good  ters  and  puts  his  left  under  the  conductor's  ear. 
Manners,  be  given  credentials  and  a  district  very  carefully  in  order  not  to  annoy  the  pas- 
and  be  set  to  woric  making  the  nation  polite.       sengers.     When  the  conductor  wakes  up  he 

Let  us  follow  for  a  few  brief  encounters 
the  imaginary  trail  of  one  of  these  rebuilt 
prize  fighters.  He  arises  early  and  takes  a 
crowded  car  down-town  in  any  city.  He  is 
snarled  at  by  the  conductor  on  climbing  the 
steps  and  is  punched  on  the  back  as  he 
enters  the  car  and  told  to  "  move  forward 
lively  there."  When  the  nickel  extractor 
crushes  his  way  through  the  car  using  the 
floor  to  step  on  only  when  the  supply  of  feet 
runs  out,  he  steps  on  the  toes  of  the  I)gputy 
Corrector  of  Bad  Manners. 

"Coni^ctor,  you  stepped  on  my  foot," 
that  ofnnl  protests,  mildly. 

"Aw,  g'wan, "  answers  the  conductor, 
showing  two  pounds  of  under  jaw,  "don't 
you  git  gay  in  this  car." 

"But  conductor,"  the  Deputy  persists,  ti.    -     1 

"  you  Stepped  on  my  foot.     There  was  no  '  ^'  "^^  '""° 

need  of  it.     You  should  be  more  care — — " 

"Sa-ay  you,"  the  conductor  will  breathe  in    finds  the  meek  passe ngSs being  cheered  by  the 
the  usual  gory  tones,  "  shut  up  or  off  you  go.     I    passengers.    He  feels  shaken  and  sick,    tie  is 

don't  allow  any "  told  too,  that  he  is  a  disgrace  to  the  company 

"Conductor,"  insists  the  Deputy  firmly,  which  hires  him,  the  people  who  ride  with  him 
"you  will  have  to  apologize.  Your  manners  and  the  earth  which  he  encumbers.  He  is 
made  to  apolspze.  Then  he  is  advised  to 
go  away  somewhere  and  herd  hogs  until  his 
manners  become  pleasant  to  humans.  All  of 
which  sentiments  are  grounddeM^^^to  his 
soul  by  the  frantic  appro varofflc  bysRthders. 
The  police  arrive  but  it  is  no  case  for  them. 
The  Deputy  Corrector  exhibits  his  papers. 
The  conductor  ties  up  his  aching  jaw  and  goes 
back  to  work  a  grieved  and  thoughtful  man 
with  a  constant  fear  of  small  men  with  square 
shoulders.  The  Deputy  enters  in  his  report 
book  the  following  note: 

"May  nth, 6:30 A.M.  Flatbush  car.  Con- 
duaorNo.  387,  abuUy  and  profane.  Counter 
and  left  to  jaw.  Time,  2  seconds.  Gave  him 
talk  No.  3  in  Schedule  16.  Witnesses:  Simon 
Karanowitzki,  Patrick  0.  Donohoe,  Moses 
Arons.     Exjienses,  5  cents  carfare." 

Thus  the  deputy  corrector  would  pass  his 

busy  and  exhilarating  day.     He  would  lecture 

loud  eaters  in  public  places.     He  would  point 

out  with  well  learned  sarcasm  the  swinish- 

ypftt^/fa— ""  ness  of  spitting  on  the  sidewalk.     He  would 

The  Dredatorv  hackman  discourage  theater  treasurers,  rude  railroad 

officials  and  insolent  waiters,  not  necessarily 

with  his  fists,  but  with  his  calm  and  menacing 

are  disgusting.     You  are  not  fit  to  move  among    presence  and  his  brutally  frank  remarks.     He 

humans "  would  impress  upon  the  predatory  hackman 

"You  will  start  something,  will  you?"  roars    the  folly  of  trying  to  collect  excess  fares  by 
the  conductor,     "  WeU,  take  that,  you "       brute  force.    He  wouW  teach  loud-mouthed 


A  Plea  for  the  Conservation  of  Another  Great  National  Resource      361 

rowdies  at  night  that  he  who  lifts  his  fists  un-  the  approval  and  backing  of  the  United  Slates 
justly  will  go  dow:;  in  time  behind  a  harder  government.  Think  of  the  acute  enjoyment 
bunch  of  fingers  with  more  horse  power  behind  meek  mankind  would  get  in  listening  to  a  180 
them.  As  for  the  unspeakable  parody  on  man-  instructor  in  politeness  giving  a  primary  lesson 
kind  who  annoys  unprotected  females,  what  to  a  cowed  and  shaking  baggageman,  or  a  box- 
great  and  solemn  truths  he  would  hammer  office  czar  or  a  flat  janitor!  The  mere  sat isfac- 
into  his  soul  with  all  Ihe  world  looking  on.  tion  of  viewing  the  deputies  in  action  would 
He  would  not  even  wait  in  their  cases  to  be  more  than  justify  the  expense, 
attacked — for  the  season  is  always  open  on  It  is  true  that  occasionally  some  converted 
mashers.  prize  tighter  might  wander  from  the  path  of 

"But  this  would  be  legalizing  rowdinessi"  virtue  and  beat  up  an  unoffending  pedestrian, 
critics  will  exclaim.  Not  at  all.  It  will  be  But  this  would  be  an  accident.  Railroad 
legalizing  a  defense  against  rowdyism.  The  trains  leave  the  track  sometimes  and  mess  up 
Deputy  Corrector  would  not  begin  the  fight,  total  strangers  off  the  right  of  way,  but  no  one 
He  would  protest  first.  Sometimes  he  would  condemns  railroads  for  that  reason.  There  is 
"butt  in."  His  conversation,  laid  out  for  him  no  reason  why  the  Deputy  Marshals  should  not 
by  his  department,  would  be  caustic  and  con-  behave.  They  would  be  well  paid;  the  work 
temptuous — ^the  kind  of  remarks  we  would  all  would  be  congenial  in  the  extreme;  they  would 
like  to  make  in  such  cases  but  do  not  dare,  be  enormously  popular.  They  could  be  pen- 
Only  when  the  furious  victim  of  these  conver-  sioned  when  the  steam  in  their  right-and-left 
sations  resorted  to  his  fists  would  the  Deputy  arguments  got  below  the  knockout  pressure, 
fight.  Then  he  would  defend  himself  as  the  When  they  died  a  grateful  nation  would  erect 
pale  and  shrinking  tiger  defends  himself  to  them  monuments  inscribed  after  the  follow- 
against  the  roaring  lamb.  ing  manner: 

It  is  difQcult  to  over-estimate  the  far-reaching 
results  which  such  a  department  would  have  in  REQUIESCAT 

time.     Think  what  a  moral  effect  a  score  of  _ 

.he„  ^™d  cmisers  rowing  abou.  New         ""^^^^J^SZ'X'cSS^^^'i': 
York  strictly  incog,  would  have  upon  the  un-  Hc  made  New  York  a  Polile  Town  but 

civilized   portion  of  the  population!    Think  Died  of  Over»ork. 

how  unpopular  rowdyism  would  become  if  each 

rowdy  were  haunted  by  the  fact  that  the  man        And  to  think  that  the  men  who  might  be 

whom  he  is  insulting  may  be  an  ex-champion  earning  monuments  such  as  this  are  rusting 

in  the  featherweight  class,  who  is  merely  wait-  away  in  inactivity  or  are  practising  their  calling 

ingforagoodexeuseto thump himscientifically  upon  innocent  bystanders!   Is  this  not  a  sub- 

and  then,  sitting  on  him,  to  explain  to  his  former  ject  worthy  the  most  earnest  attention  of  the 

admirers  that  he  is  only  a  big  blubbering  baby  next  Congress  which  discusses  the  Conserva- 

who  can  be  walloped  at  will— all  of  this  with  tion  of  our  National  Resources? 


SrnopuL^D  an  out-of-tlie-wiy  tpol  on  ihe  cout  nol  Ur  from  New  Yotk.  Marauili,  ■  very  beautiful  girl,  hat 
been  broughl  up  in  ignoreoce  of  her  Eadier't  ume  ■nd  of  all  knowledge  of  her  motha.  Here  >he  hat  lived  in  complete 
Kcluiioa  with  her  myitenoui  [iilhei.  and  a  devoted  but  llkewiie  myiterioui  relative,  Hotei  Prrnoe,  and  *  half-witted, 
louliih  fellow  called  Calihan.  On  the  death  of  her  father  and  Hetler,  Margarita  goei  to  New  York  leekiiia  adventure, 
and  her  But  eocounler  i>  with  Roger  Bradley,  who  at  once  falU  in  love  with  her  and  ihey  are  directly  married.  Winfred 
Jerroldi  ( known  a>  Jeny)  it  Roger')  bat  iiieod ;  he  ii  alio  in  love  with  Margarita  ana  it  ii  he  who  u  recounting  theae 
reminiicenca.  ftoger  and  Margarita  have  now  been  married  ume  time  and  are  living  at  the  tilBDd  conaBe,  Malgaiila'i 
old  home.  Sue  Paynlet  and  the  Rev,  Tylet  Elder  from  whom  Jeny  receivei  letten  are  mutual  frieodi,  Hariiel  Biuton 
ii  a  trained  nunc  who  hu  interetled  Jeiry  in  etiabliihing  a  hoipital  among  the  poor  white  pec^le  in  the  mounlaini  of 
Tenneuee.     Miu  Jenki  i>  a  urt  of  companion  and  govemen  to  the  muophiuicated  and  naive  Margarita. 

Part  VII.— In  Which  the  River  Burstt  lU  Danu  and  Breaks  Ancient  Bridges 

I— Fate  Spreads  Her  Nel 

From  Sua  Payntar  me— in  one  of  his  periodical  fits  of  refonn, 

Dieu  mercil — some  beautiful  jewels,   chains, 
Paris,  March  4th,  188 —      aigrettes  and  a  gorgeous  diamond  collar,  beg- 
ERRY  DEAR:  ging  me  to  sell  them,  but  on  no  account  to  wear 

Frederick  died  here  a  week  ago,    them,  as  if  I  would !     I  sold  them  pretty  well — 
His  heart,  you  know,  was  never    it's  all  for  the  babies,  you  know.     Poor  Fred- 
very  good,  and  the  strain  of  his    erick — I'm  not  sure  his  reforms  were  not  the 
last  concerts  was  too  much  for    hardest  to  bear! 
him.    They  were  very  successful,  and  just  be-       I  brought  the  children  over,  and  I  think  we 
fore  I  came  over,  the  poor  fellow  had  sent    shall  stay  here  indefinitely.     For  I  am  very 
.162        CsAr'viu.  MOT.  In  Tk-  F"-i"-M  r.i/i.nte  Cmfx-r. 
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seriously  busy,  and  how,  do  you  think  ?     I  know  what  she  is — calm,  lovely,  enchanting — 

wrote  a  long,  gossippy  letter  to  Alice  Carter,  what   you   will,    but    absolutely   immovable! 

who  loves  chiffanSy  poor  soul,  though  Madam  Reasoning  has  no  effect  upon  her,  and  then, 

Bradley  doesn't  give   her  many,  telling  her  to  tell  the  truth,  she  has  reasons  of  her  own. 

what  was  being  worn  and  where,  and  how.  Her  desire  for  this  is  very  strong,  and  her 

and  gave  her  a  little  account  of  a  fashionable  affection  for  Roger  is  not  strong  enough,  appar- 

}et€  that  a  friend  of  mine  had  described  to  me,  ently,  to  make  hex  sacrifice  herself.    Do  you 

and  the  dear  creature  actually  took  the  trouble  think  she  has  any  soul,  really  ?    I  mean,  what 

of  copying  it,  omitting  personalities,  of  course,  we  understand  by  that — something  that  takes 

and  showing  it'  to  a  friend  of  Walter's,  an  more  than  two  years  of  ordinary  life  to  grow, 

amazing  young  man  who   is   starting  some  Passionate,  yes.     Intelligent,  yes.     But  a  real 

woman's  magazine  with  a  phenomenal  circu-  soul  ?    Je  w'  en  dotUe. 

lation,  already.     He  offered  her  a  really  good  "  Of  course  I  love  Roger,  Sue,"  she  said  to 

price  for  it  and  said  if  I  would  do  the  same  me,  "  but  why  -should  I  not  do  what  I  want  to, 

kind  of  letter  every  month,  he  would  pay  one  just  because  I  love  him?    I  can  love  him  and 

hundred  dollars  for  each  one — five  hundred  sing,  too." 

jrams!  Of  course  I  accepted,  and  now  I  spend  Then  Miss  Jencks  advances  to  the  fray, 

two  days  a  week  in  the  shops,  getting  ideas  with  pleasant  platitudes  about  giving  up  what 

and  making  sketches.  we  like  for  those  we  love. 

I  feel  so  busy  and  so  self  respecting — inde-  "But  Roger  loves  me,  too,"  says  /a  Mar  gar- 

pendence  agrees  with  me.     You  see,  with  my  ita — "  why  does  he  not  give  up  what  he  likes, 

few  hundreds  from  father,  and  these  letters,  because  he  loves  me?" 

and  the  little  income  Roger  got  for  me,  with  Tableau!     Que  Jaire,  alors? 

the  principal  put  away  for  the  children,  I  shall  It   is   really   rather  complicated,    I   think, 

do  very  well  indeed   and  owe   "  nothing  to  Jerry,  though  you  will  probably  not  agree  with 

nobody."    And  when  Susie  gets  old  enough,  me,  wheh  I  explain  what  J  mean.     I  have 

I'm  going  to  have  her  taught  something—  done  a  great  deal  of  thinking  in  the  years  since 

trade  or  profession,  «'  importel — that  will  make  my  marriage — I  have  been  forced  to.     Things 

her  as  independent  as  I  am  to-day.    I  think  it  which  would  never,  I  can  see,  be  likely  to  come 

is  criminal  not  to.    Then  she  needn't  marry,  into  the  horizon  of  the  happily  (and  prosper- 

unless  she  wants  to.  ously)  married,  have  come  to  me,  and  I  have 

You  have  heard,  I  suppose,  that  Margarita  been  obliged,  in  my  poor  way,  to  philosophize 

is  actually  in  training  for  the  opera  ?    It  was  over  them. 

very  exciting — Mme.   M — i  is  really  at  the  Have  you  ever  read  Ibsen's  play,  the  "  Doll's 

bottom  of  it,  I  think,  though  everybody  agrees  House?"     I  don't  think  it  has  been  acted  in 

with  her  to  this  extent — the  child  really  has  America,  and  probably  won't  be,  unless,  per- 

extraordinary  talent,  and  with  her  face  and  haps,  in  Boston.     But  get  it  and  read  it.     It 

figure  will  be  sure  of  success,  one  would  think,  is  to  show  that  a  woman  is  a  personality,  aside 

Of  course  her  voice  is  not  phenomenal — I  from  her  family  relations,  and  must  live  her 

doubt  if  it  is  big  enough  for  the  New  York  life,  finally,  herself.     At  least,  so  I  understand 

opera  house.     How  Frederick  used  to  rail  at  it.     It  is  to  be  acted  in  London  soon,  and  I  am 

that  building!   They  wanted  him  to  play  there  going  to  try  to  see  it — the  theatre  seems  to 

once,  you  know,   at   some  big  benefit.     He  mean  so  much  more,  this  side  the  water!   One 

always  said  no  respectable  human  voice  could  really  takes  it  seriously,  somehow,  along  with 

be  judged  there — it  seems  the  acoustics  are  the  other  arts.     But  then,  there  is  no  duty  on 

wrong.     But  it  is  an  exceptionally  fine  voice,  art  here! 

nevertheless,  and  so  pure  and  unspoiled.     She  Will  you  tell  me,  Jerry,  why,  if  Margarita 

had  nothing  to  unlearn,  literally,  and  her  acting,  really  is  an  artist  and  has  a  great  gift,  she 

Madame  says,  is  superb.    She  can  memorize  should  not  use  it?    It  may  not  be  what  would 

anything,  and  in  such  a  short  time!  best  please  her  husband  (and  you  know,  Jerry, 

But  for  a  Bradley!    Madame  is  furious  that  I  would  cut  off  my  hand  for  Roger!    But  I 

she  is  married.     There  are  plenty  to   have  must  say  what  I  think)  but  if  she  sees  a  career 

babies  and  live  in  America,  she  says,  without  open  to  her  of  fame,  money  and  satisfaction, 

her  little  Marguerite!     M.  le  mari  does  not  why  should  the  fact  of  her  marriage  prevent  it  ? 

appreciate  what  a  jewel  he  wishes  to  shut  up.  As  far  as  fame  goes,  she  could  be  better  known 

she  says — but    I   am  not  so   sure  of    that!  than  Roger;  as  far  as  money  goes,  she  could 

Whether  he  is  really  going  to  let  her  or  is  only  almost  certainly  earn  more  than  he  can;  as  far 

humoring  her,  I  don't  know.     It  is  rather  an  as  what  Nora^  in  the  play  I  spoke  of,  calls 

embarrassing  situation,  au  fond,  because  you  "  her  duties  towards  herself,"  she  could  surely 
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develop  more  fully.    That  is,  if  it  is  necessary  had  a  party  of  engineers  all  over  your  lands 

for  a  woman  to  develop  herself  fully  in  anv  under  the  guise  of  a  fishing  party, 

but  the  physical  sense — and  isn't  it?  The  expert,  Mr.  Minton,  reported  that  he 

It  is  all  very  perplexing  and  I  do  so  wish  it  found  heavy  outcroppings  of  coal  on  both 

had  happened  to  any  one  but  Roger!    He  is  sides   of    the   valley,    of   excellent    steaming 

much  hurt,  I  know,  though  he  conceals  it  well,  quality.     West  of  you  but  a  few  miles  these 

of  course,  in  his  quiet,  steadfast  sort  of  way.  Pittsburgh  people  have  acquired  large  bodies 

What  a  man  he  is!  He  would  never  be  willing  of  iron  ore. 

I  am  sure,  to  go  back  to  his  profession  in  New  We  have  been  negotiating  for  three  weeks 

York  and  leave  Margarita  alone  in  Europe,  with  these  Pittsburgh  people  and  they  have 

exposed  to  all  the  temptations  and  scandal  and  finally  made  us  an  ofiFer  which  we  enclose, 

dangers  that  seem  almost  inevitable  in  the  life  Briefly  it  amounts  to  $300,000  in  five  per  cent, 

she  is  preparing  for.     They  might  as  well  be  mortgage  bonds,  $250,000  in  stock  (this  of 

completely  and  legally  separated,  in  that  case,  problematic  value)  and  a  royalty  of  ten  cents 

He  has  money  enough  without  practising  law,  per  ton  on  all  coal  mined  on  your  lands,  with 

of  course,  but  he  would  never  be  idle,  he  loves  an  agreement  to  mine  at  least  50,000  tons 

his  work,  and  as  for  hanging  about  as  her  annually  until  your  coal  measures  are  prac- 

business  manager — I  wish  you  could  have  seen  tically  exhausted. 

his  face  when  Madame  suggested  it!  I  ex-  In  view  of  your  unwillingness  to  come  here 
plained  to  her  it  was  not  precisely  the  sort  of  and  yourself  engineer  a  rival  development 
thing  his  family  were  accustomed  to  do.  She  company,  not  to  speak  of  the  difficulty  of  en- 
can't  understand  it,  of  course — she  has  the  listing  adequate  capital  in  the  face  of  the  pur- 
French  idea  of  a  lawyer.  When  I  told  her  chases  already  made  by  our  Pittsburgh  friends, 
that  Mr.  Bradley  was  really  vrai  propri^taire  we  think  you  cannot  do  better  than  accept 
and  well-to-do  aside  from  his  practice,  she  this  offer.  Whether  we  can  get  as  good  a  one 
had  more  respect  for  him.  later  is  doubtful.  We  have  promised  an  answer 
"  Then  he  will  not  need  to  occupy  himself,"  by  cable  from  you  within  three  days  of  your 
she  said  triumphantly,  "  and  all  the  better,  receipt  of  this  letter. 
Let  him  rent  an  estate  and  liveew  gentilhommel^^  Congratulating  you  on  these  most  fortunate 

She  has  promised  to  go  back  to  America  for  discoveries,  we  remain, 

the  summer  for  two  months — she  can  learn  Yours  very  respectfully, 

her  roles  there,  she  says,  and  Roger  wants  to  go.  Sears,  Bradley  and  Sears. 
Eh,  Men/  We  shall  have  to  wait. 

The  child  is  beautiful — so  strong  and  well,  From  Tip  Elder 
and  so  ridiculously  the  image  of  Roger. 

University  Club,  New  York, 

From  My  Attomeyt  March  2oth,  188 — 

Dear  Jerry: 

Sears,  Bradley  and  Sears,  I  needn't  say  how  hearty  my  congratula- 

Attomeys  and  Counselors  at  Law.  tions  are  on  your  good  luck,  need  I?     And 

what  a  fine  use  you  are  making  of  it,  too!    Of 

2 —  Court  Street,  Boston,  Mass.  course  Til  help  all  I  can.    I  must  hurry  to 

March  loth,  188 —  catch  this  mail-boat,  so  I  will  just  cut  short 
Cable  Address,  Vellashta.  and  merely  say  that  Latham  and  Waite,  of 
WiNFRED  Jerrolds,  Esq.,  Union  Square,  seem  to  have  put  in  the  best 
Cf,  Coutts  Bros.,  bid  for  the  work  and  I  have  told  them  to  send 
Cairo,  Egypt.  you  the  detailed  budget  and  contracts  as  soon 
Dear  Sir:  as  they  can  get  them  ready.  They  have  con- 
Pursuant  to  our  letters  to  you  of  six  weeks  nections  with  a  big  brick-yard  in  Tennessee 
ago  we  had  our  Mr.  James  go  to  the  North  and  say  that  they  can  put  you  up  a  very  good 
Carolina  plantation  to  investigate  and  report  little  hospital,  three  wards,  operating  room,  six 
on  the  property.  He  was  almost  at  once  ap-  private  rooms,  diet  kitchen,  dispensary,  nurses' 
proached  with  oflFers  to  buy  the  property  on  dormitory  and  suite  for  superintendent,  includ- 
terms  which  surprised  him.  He  communicated  ing  one  elevator,  for  close  under  $65,000,  on 
with  us  and  we  took  the  responsibility  of  send-  very  good  terms  of  payment.  Also  four  bath- 
ing one  of  our  best  mining  experts  to  look  over  rooms.  Miss  Buxton  has  selected  the  site,  as 
the  ground.  We  found  that  Pittsburgh  men  I  suppose  she  has  written  you. 
had  been  making  heavy  purchases  of  land  a  What  a  fine  little  woman  that  nurse  is!  She 
few  miles  west  across  the  range;  they  had  also  can't  speak  of  you  without  her  eyes  filling 
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with  tears.     I  teased  her  a  little  by  saying  that  With  deepest  gratitude  again  from  Walter 

if  she  had  not  begged  you  for  the  use  of  that  and  myself  and  hopes  that  you  are  quite  well 

deserted  farm  house  on  your  land  for  a  con-  now,                           Yours  always, 

valescent  home  you  would  never  have  learned  Alice  Bradley  Caster. 
about  the  coal  and  probably  sold  the  land  for 

a  song,  so  the  credit  was  really  hers — ^you  ought  2 — Our  Second  Summer  in  Eden 
to  have  seen  the  sparks  in  her  eyes! 

**  You  have  really  made  him  a  rich  man,"  I  That  winter  had  been  my  introduction  to 

told  her.  Kgypt-     I  have  never  since  let  more  than  three 

"I  wish  I  could,"  she  said  very  soberly,  winters,  at  most,  go  by  without  revisiting  the 

"but  it*s  not  money  Mr.  Jerrolds  needs,"  strange,  haunted  place;  next  to  Nippon  th^ 

What  do  you  suppose  she  meant  ?  fairy  country  it  is  dearest  to  me  of  all  the  warm 

The  hundred  you  sent  me   (you  knew  I  comers  of  the  earth — and  I  have  dragged  my 

didn't  need  any  *'fee")  has  gone  into  fitting  twinging,  tortured  muscles  to  them  all.     Only 

up  my  club  gymnasium.    I  miss  Mrs.  Paynter's  last  winter — for  many  months  have  passed 

suggestions — she  is  a  good  business-woman,  since  I  copied  those  last  letters  into  my  manu- 

What    a    release,    that    blackguard's    death!  script,  and  I  paid  dear  for  a  last  attempt  at  a 

Strong  words    for  a  minister,    perhaps   you  February  in  New  York — I  strolled  through 

think,  but  I  tell  you,  my  blood  boils  when  Cairo  streets,  drew  gratefully  into  my  nostrils 

I  think  what  she  endured.     I  gave  up  my  the  extraordinary  mixture  of  odors  that  differ- 

grandfather's  hell,  long  ago,  but  some  men  entiates  Cairo  from  every  place  in  the  world 

make  you  long  to  believe  in  purgatory!  (how  the  great  cities  are  stamped  indelibly  each 

I  heard  in  a  round-about  way  from  Roger's  with  her  own  nameless  atmosphere,  by  the 

brother-in-law   Carter   (Yale   '8-,   isn't   he?)  way!    And  yet  not  quite  nameless,  for  Lon- 

that  Mrs.  Bradley  was  going  on  the  stage.     I  don's  is  based  on  street  mud  and  flower-trays, 

was  afraid  of  it  last  summer.  Rome  is  garlic  and  incense,  Paris  is  watered 

Miss  Bradley  is  a  good  woman,  but  not  asphalt.  New  York  is  untended  horses  and 

much  like  Roger,  is  she?    Queer,  how  people  tobacco-smoke,  and  Tokyo. is  rice  straw)  and 

get  into  the  same  family.  as  I  strolled,  a  strange  thing  happened  to  me. 

Hoping  the  rheumatism  is  all  right  now,  I  was  passing  by  a  street  seller  of  scarabs, 

and  that  you'll  make  use  of  me,  in  any  way  a  treacherous  looking  wretch,  whose  rolling 

you  can,  I  am  eyes  glanced  covetously  at  the  scarab — ^better 

Yours  faithfully,  than  any  of  his — that  I  wore  at  my  scarf-knot, 

Tyler  Fessenden  Elder.  and  pressed  against  him  to  avoid  a  great  black 

with  a  tray  of  brass  bowls  and  platters  on  his 

Frwn  Roger't  Simier  head.     Just  ahead  of  me  a  lemonade  merchant 

uttered  his  wailing,  minor  cry,  and  as  the  crowd 

Newton,  Mass.,  April  2nd,  188 —  jostled  in  the  narrow,  dirty  lane,  my  eye  was 

Dear  Jerry:  caught  by  a  coffee   colored   woman,   a  big 

I   can't  resist,   in  spite  of  your  warning,  Juno,  with  flashing  teeth  and  a  neck  like  a 

letting  you  know  how  deeply  we  appreciate  bronze   tower.     Across   her   shoulders   sat   a 

your  generous  offer  for  the  children.      You  naked  baby  who  held  his  balance  by  his  two 

know,  of  course,  that  we  never  felt  the  slightest  chubby  hands  buried  in  her  thick  black  hair, 

claim.     It  would  not  have  been  so  much,  any-  one  leg  dropping  over  each  splendid  breast, 

way,  if  it  had  been  divided,  and  father  always  She  caught  my  eye,  and  laughed  outright  as 

felt  that  people  had  a  right  to  leave  their  money  the  child  kicked  out  with  one  fat  foot  and  struck 

as  they  chose,  if  they  had  any  rights  in  it  at  all,  the  brasses  on  the  tray  so  that  it  tipped  and 

he  said.     I  believe  he  thought  it  ought  to  go  swayed  dangerously. 

to  the  State,  or  something.     He  and  Mr.  C — 1  I  stood  there,  lost  in  a  maze  of  Cairo  streets, 

S — z  used  to  talk  about  it  evenings,  I  remember,  and    the   babel   of   the   shrieking,    blue-clad 

But  lo  provide  so  generously  for  them  in  donkey  boys  was  the  scream  of  gulls  to  my 

your  will — it  was  truly  kind,  and  Walter  feels  ears  and  the  sun  on  the  swaying  brass  platters 

it  very  much.     I  hope  it  will  be  long  before  was  the  reflection  of  a  polished  sun  dial.   The 

they  get  it,  Jerry.     Of  course  Roger  will  have  turquoises  on  the  scarab-seller's  tray  were  tur- 

a  son  some  day  and  then  you  will  be  giving  it  quoises  about  Margarita's  waist,  the  lemonade 

to  Roger  Bradley,  as  you  say,  and  it  won't  have  was  borne  by  Caliban,  and  the  child  that  rode 

been  out  of  the  family  really — ^you  were  just  astride  those  strong  shoulders  had  hair  like 

like  one  of  us  for  so  many  years.    And  dearer  corn-silk  burned  in  the  sun  and  eyes  as  blue 

to  Uncle  Win  than  any  of  us,  I  am  sure.  as  any  turquoise!    For  so  had  she  held  her 
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baby,  walking  with  that  free,  noble  stride,  and  pearls,  it  is  true,  but  without  one-tenth  of  the 

so  she  had  laughed  and  met  my  eyes,  and  so  choking  excitement  with  which  I  had  clasped 

the  child  had  clutched  her  hair,  in  the  summer  the  first  upon  her  neck, 

just  passed.  The  lady  herself,   however,  balanced  this 

So  vivid  was  the  impression  that  I  stood,  as  equation;  she  was  greatly  delighted,  and  if  she 

I  say,  in  a  maze,  and  the  scarab  seller  and  he  had  not,  perhaps,  perfectly  appreciated  the 

of  the  brass  tray  cursed  me  heartily  as  they  first  offering,  more  than  atoned  by  her  raptur- 

struggled  for  balance  in  the  pushing,  scream-  ous  recognition  of  the  second, 

ing,  reeking  crowd.     How  meaningless  that  "And  how  they  must  have  cost!"  she  cried, 

phrase,    "real    life!"     Years    and    years    of  "Jerry,  you  are  too  generous — but  I  do  love 

actual  happenings  in  my  life  have  been  less  real  them! " 

than  those  seconds  in  the  Cairo  streets,  when  To  think  of  Margarita's  estimating  the  value 

down  the  alley- ways  of  sound  and  sight,  across  of  a  gift! 

the  intricate  net-work  of  that  spongy,  grey  We  had  famous  talks  that  August,  while 
tissue  in  my  skull,  this  tiny,  deathless,  unim-  Roger  sweated  at  his  new  task — making  an 
portant  memory  led  my  soul  away  from  the  island  for  us,  no  less! — and  petite  Marie 
present  and  left  me,  an  unconscious,  stupid,  gathered  shells  and  buried  them  in  tiny,  wave- 
mechanical   toy,   to  block  the  Cairo  traffic,  washed  graves. 

while  I — the  real  I — lived  far  away.     Truly  She  took  to  reading  that  summer,  and  I  read 

the  poets  and  the  children  are  our  only  realists,  Pendennis  and  David  Copperfield  aloud  and 

and  Time  and  Space  have  fooled  the  rest  of  us  she  embroidered  great  gray  butterflies  all  over 

unmercifully!  her  grey   gown   for  "Faust,"  and    the    big 

I  find  that  trivial  recollections  of  this  sort  brindled  hound  slept  at  our  feet  near  the  bee 

interest  me  far  more  in  the  recording  than  my  hives. 

sensations  as  a  wealthy  man.    These  last  were,  "  Which  do  you  like  best  ? "  I  asked  her 

indeed,  strikingly  few.     Beyond  the  pleasure  curiously. 

of  buying  old  Jeanne  a  Cashmere  shawl,  the  "Oh,  the  one  about  Mr.  Pendennis  is  the 

hidden  ambition  of  her  life,  and  giving  orders  prettiest,"  she  answered  promptly,  "  I  should 

for  Harriet's  hospital  (for  I  seemed  to  have  have  liked  the  man  that  made  that  book  the 

brought  the  natives  of  North  Carolina  down  on  best.     But  Mr.  Dickens  knows  about  more 

my  shoulders,  somehow — and  that  without  the  things.     He  makes  more  different  kinds  of 

faintest  interest  in  them!)  my  am^izing  good  people." 

fortune  made  less  impression  upon  me,  as  a  "Thackeray   has  been   called   cynical,"   I 

matter  of  fact,  than  Uncle  Winthrop's  first  suggested, 

legacy.     What  was  there  for  me  to  do  with  it  ?  "  What  is  that,  Jerry  ?  " 

Roger  refused  to  touch  a  penny;  my  mother,  I  explained,  and  she  shook  her  head, 

beyond  a  little  increase  in  her  charity  fund  and  "  O  no,  that  is  not  cynical.     That  is  the  way 

a  pony  phaeton,  was  merely  bewildered  when  things  are,  Jerry.     Only  everybody  does  not 

asked  to  make  any  suggestions,  and  would  say  so." 

have  handed  purses  to  every  tramp  in  New  "Do   you   think,"   I   asked,   "that   people 

England  if  she  had  been  given  the  means;  really  talk  the  way  Mr.  Micawber  talks?     I 

my  father's  people  were  well-to-do,  and  the  never  heard  anybody.     And  certainly  nobody 

conferring  of   benefactions  has  always   been  ever  talked  like  his  wife." 

difficult  for  me,  anyway.     The  only  way  for  "No,"  she  said  thoughtfully,  "I  never  did, 

me  would  be  to  drop  gold  pieces  on  needy  either.     But    there    must    be    a   good    many 

thresholds  by  night  and  run  away — a  startling  people  like  them,  Jerry,  I  am  sure.     And  if 

occupation  for  a  rheumatic  bachelor,  surely!  they  knew  as  many  long  words  as  Mr.  Dickens, 

So  I  bought  the  one  or  two  pictures  I  had  that  is  the  way  they  would  talk,  I  think." 
always  wanted  that  were  within  my  means  I  have  never  heard  a  better  criticism  of  the 
(most  of  them  weren't  within  anybody's!)     I  literary  giant  of  the  nineteenth  century, 
put  a  piano  in  my  new  rooms,  laid  a  little  She  never  made  the  slightest  secret  of  her 
wine  for  my  appreciative  friends,  bespoke  the  affection  for  me  nor  of  our  thorough  compre- 
unshared  services  of  Hodgson,  who  was  un-  hension  of  each  other  and  our  similarity  of 
fortunately  necessary  to  me  now  that  every  tastes.     Quiet  always,  or  almost  always,  with 
sudden  damp  day  crippled  my  right  shoulder  Roger,  with  me  she  chattered  like  a  bird,  and  I 
(he  came  to  me  wearing  one  of  my  old  suits,  could  give  her  opinion  on  many  matters  of 
by  the  way)  and  put  a  new  steam-launch  into  which  he  knew  nothing. 
Roger's  concealed    boat-house.      I  presented  "  Jerry  and  I  like  Botticelli  and  caviar  sand- 
Margarita  with  another  and  a  longer  rope  of  wiches  and  street  songs  and  £g3^t,  and  Roger 
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does  not,"  she  told  Clarence  King  once — I  directly,"  she  continued  comfortably,  "because 

can  hear  him  roar  now.  it  was  too  silly,  if  I  could  not  tell  him  about  it 

"  I  can  talk  better  to  you  than  to  Roger,"  afterwards,  you  see. 

she  confided  to  me  one  day  on  the  rocks;  "if  "And  yet  he  was  very  cross  to  me  about 

it  was  the  custom  to  have  two  husbands,  Jerry,  the  bread,"  she  burst  out  childishly.    "  Why  do 

I  should  like  you  for  the  other — ^but  it  is  not,"  I  think  he  has  to  be  there,  Jerry?    He  cannot 

she  added  mournfully.  talk  to  me  nearly  so  nicely  as  you  can — he  does 

I  agreed  to  this  with  regret  and  she  went  on  not  understand.     Why  must  he  be  there?" 

thoughtfully.  I  choked  and  laughed  at  once. 

"  You  see,  Roger  would  not  like  it,  even  if  "  Because  you  love  him,  you  silly  Mar- 
it  was  the  custom,  so  I  could  not,  anyway."  garita!"  I  declared. 

"  That  is  very  amiable  of  you,"  I  said.  "  That  must  be  it,"  she  agreed,  with  a  serious, 

"  It  is  strange  how  I  always  think  of  what  long  look  at  me  out  of  those  deep-sea  colored 

he  would  like,"  she  added,  with  perfect  sin-  eyes, 

cerity,  I  am  sure.     "One  day  when  he  would  Ah,  me! 

not  let  me  have  any  more  bread — it  was  so  How  we  worked  at  that  canal!   Caliban  and 

bad  for  my  voice,  you  know — I  got  very  angry  two  swarthy  Italians  and  Roger  and  I — ^for  I 

and  spoke  crossly  to  him,  but  still  he  would  marked  out  the  course  of  it  in  an  artfully 

not,  and  I  told  him  that  since  he  did  not  want  natural  curve  and  put  in  the  stakes.     There 

me  to  sing  he  had  better  let  me  spoil  my  voice,  were  eighty-odd  feet  across  the  part  of  the 

if  I  wanted  to — and  you  would  think  he  would,  pem'nsula  we  selected,  and  it  bade  fair  to  wear 

would  you  not,  Jerry?"  us  all  out  and  last  forever,  till  I  seized  the 

"No,"  I  answered  soberly,  "no,  Margarita,  occasion  of  a  business  trip  that  took  Roger 

I  wouldn't.     He  knew  you  really  wanted  your  away  for  four  days  and  hired  a  great  gang  of 

voice  more  than  the  bread,  so  he  gave  you  laborers  who  finished  it  all  up,  so  that  he 

what  you  wanted."  walked  into  his  island  home  across  a  foot- 

"  Yes.     But  that  day  I  was  so   angry,   I  bridge,  to  his  great  and  boyish  delight.   What 

planned  how  much  more  free  I  should  be  if  a  big  boy  he  was,  after  all!  Not  that  I  did  not 

he  were  to  die — was  it  not  terrible,  Jerry? —  share  his  pleasure  in  the  island:  it  gave  me  a 

and  then  I  got  so  interested  I  could  not  stop,  delicious  feeling  of  security  and  distance  from 

and  I  made  a  dying  sickness  for  him  h'ke  my  the  rest  of  the  world.    With  the  help  of  the 

father's,  and  Miss  Buxton  came,  and  then  I  gang  I  had  been  able  to  widen  our  channel 

got  a  black  frock  like  Hester  when  my  father  considerably  and  it  took  a  very  respectable 

died,  and  then  we — you  and  In— made  a  grave  bridge  indeed  to  span  the  gap.     We  had  made 

for  him  with  my  father's  grave  on  the  little  plans  for  a  regular  drawbridge,  but  later  we 

point,  and  then  (this  was  all  in  my  mind,  you  abandoned  them,  and  chopped  even  the  old 

see,  Jerry)  I  was  so  sad  I  cried  and  cried — as  one  down.     The  water  has  washed  and  washed 

I  do  in  Marguerite,  all  over  my  cheeks,  and  and  worn  away  since,  on  the  island  side,  and 

then,  what  do  you  think?"  now  one  must  be  bent  upon  a  swim  indeed 

"  Heavens,  child,  what  can  I  think  ?  I  don't  who  cares  to  venture  among  the  jagged  ledges 

know,"  I  said  unsteadily,  revolving  God  knows  and  mill  races  that  my  blasting  made, 

what  of  possibilities  in  my  presumptuous  and  We  piped  our  spring  too — a  beauty — up 

selfish  heart.  through  the  dairy  cellar  to  the  kitchen,  and 

"  Why,"  she  said  simply,  "  I  felt  so  badly  Caliban  was  saved  many  a  weary  trip.  Some 
that  I  went  to  Roger  (in  my  mind)  to  tell  him  years  afterward  I  took  my  chance  during 
about  it  and  show  him  the  beautiful  grave  we  another  absence  of  the  lord  of  the  island,  and 
had  made  and  my  black  frock  (I  had  a  little  a  hurried  and  astonished  set  of  plumbers  in- 
pointed  bonnet  with  white  under  the  front,  stalled  a  luxurious  bathroom  in  either  ell  of 
like  the  widows  in  Paris)  and  suddenly  I  the  cottage — a  surprise  for  his  birthday, 
remembered  that  I  could  not  show  him — he  Profiting  by  a  winter  in  Bermuda  I  copied  their 
would  be  dead!  You  see  that  would  have  roof  reservoirs,  allowing  one  to  each  ell,  sanded 
been  very  bad,  for  I  had  been  planning  all  without,  whitewashed  within,  an  architectural 
the  time  that  he  would  be  there  to — to — well,  measure  which  made  the  skyline  even  more 
thai  he  would  be  there/  You  see  what  I  mean,  rocky  and  wild,  in  appearance,  from  the  water, 
don't  you,  Jerry?    Roger  has  to  be  there."  Before  we  left  that  autumn  we  planted  fifty 

"Yes,  I  see,"  I  said,  very  low,  filled  with  evergreens,  pines,  hemlocks  and  spruces,  in  a 

sickening  shame,  "he  has  to  be  there,  my  .broad  belt  just  opposite  the  island,  masking 

dear."  it  completely  from  the  shore,  and  hardly  a 

"And  so  I  stopped  all  that  dying  sickness  year  passed  after  that  without  thickening  and 


368  The  American  Magazine 

lengthening   that   concealing   wall.     Oh,   we  emerging  sex  most  terribly,  he  nevertheless 

guarded  our  jewel,  I  can  tell  you!  respected  the  rights  of  every  human  creature 

It  was  that  summer,  I  think,  that  Whistler  most  scrupulously.  Though  he  had  the  private 

came  to  us  and  drew  that  series  of  sepia  appreciation  of  the  unmistakable  good  points 

sketches  that  frames  the  big  fireplace.    They  of  the  harem-seclusion  shared  by  every  healthy 

are  on  the  plaster  itself — a  sort  of  exquisite  male,  he  would  never  have  shut  Margarita 

fresco — and  Venice  sails,  Holland  wind-mills  into  a  New  York  house  or  a  honeymoon-island 

and  London  docks  cluster  round  the  faded  against  her  will,  and  I  think  he  was  too  proud 

bricks  with  an  indescribably  fascinating  effect,  to  reason  with  her  on  the  only  lines  open  to  him. 

At  my  urgent  request  I  was  allowed  to  protect  I  think,  too,  that  his  quiet  refusal  to  take  any 

them  with  thin  tiles  of  glass  rivetted  through  strong  measures  may  have  been  based,  partly, 

the  corners  into  the  plaster:  how  the  collectors'  on  the  full  appreciation  of  the  risk  he  ran  in 

mouths  water  at  the  sight  of  them!  marrying  such   a  bundle  of  possibilities  as 

Stevenson  came  a  few  years  later:  all  the  Margarita.     One  of  the  greatest  passions  that 

quaint  comforts  and  intimate  beauties  hidden  ever  (I  firmly  believe)  mated  two  people  had 

away  behind  the  boulders  plainly  caught  his  whirled  him  out  of  the  conventional  current 

elfish,  childlike  fancy — it  was  he  who  made  of  his  life,  and  because  it  had,  in  its  course, 

the  little  grotto  beyond  the  asparagus  bed,  brought  him  into  the  rapids,  he  was  enough 

lined  the  pool  in  it  with  unusual  shells  and  of  a  man  to  set  his  teeth  and  take  it  quietly, 

colored  pebbles,  fitted  odd  bits  of  looking  glass  knowing  that  when  he  left  the  calm  green 

here  and  there,  and  wrote  a  poem  on  a  smooth  bordered  stream  for  the  adventure  of  flood 

stone  at  the  door  for  little  Mary,  to  whom  he  .tide,  he  did  it  with  his  eyes  open — a  grown 

dedicated  it.  man.     Or  so,  at  least,  I  take  it  that  he  reasoned : 

he  acted  as  if  he  had. 

"  TJie  purple  pool  of  mussel  shells,  ^gain,  it  would  have  been  difficult  for  me 

All  full  of  saltv  ocean  smells,  *.     j*             i.u           4.4.      c             ^u                     xl 

The  coral  branches  in  the  wall—  ^°  discuss  the  matter  for  another  reason  than 

And  you  the  mermaid  queen  of  all . . .  "  Roger's  perfectly  characteristic  reserve.     Much 

as  I  regretted  that  this  issue  should  have  arisen 

She  used   to   recite  it   all   very   charmingly,  in  Roger's  household,  like  Sue  Paynter,  I  had 

Roger  never  wanted  it  printed  in  the  Child's  a  secret   sympathy  with   Margarita.     Roger 

Garden  of  Verses,  where  it  properly  belongs—  was  never  fond  of  the  stage,  and  I  was.    He 

one  of  the  best  of  them,  in  my  opinion.  preferred   chamber-music  and   symphony  to 

He  and  Margarita  talked  together  by  the  opera,  and  was  never  deeply  sensible  to  the 

hour  and  I  have  seen  his  dog-like  brown  eyes  solo  voice,  thoi|gh  a. good  critic  of  it.    The 

fixed  on  her  an  hour  at  a  time.     I  asked  him  glamour  of  the  stage— that  lime-light  that  has 

once  if  he  intended  to  "put  her  in  a  story"—  eternally  dazzled  the  sons  of  Adam— had  little 

the  quaint  query  of  the  layman,  so  strangely  effect  upon  him:  he  was  the  last  man  in  the 

irritating  to  the  book-man— and  he  shook  his  world  to  marry  an  actress.    Now,  I  was  not. 

loose-locked  head  slowly.  Judic,  the  naughty  creature,   had  once  her 

"They  say  I  can't  do  women,  you  know,"  charm  for  me.     I  have  stood  in  a  crowd  to                ?« 

he  said,  "  and  nobody  would  believe  her  if  I  see  the  Jersey  Lily,  and  the  Queen  of  English 

put  her  in,  she's  too  artistically  effective."  comediennes  could  have  had  me  for  a  turn  of 

And    here    am    I    doing    it!    Fools    rush  her  thick  lashes— before  I  knew  Margarita. 

^J^    •     •     •  My  paternal  grandmother  was  part  French, 

It  may  seem  odd  that  Roger  and  I  should  not  and  I  have  always  obsen^ed  that  a  mbcture  of 

have  discussed  theopera  business,  but  we  didn't,  blood  predisposes  its  inheritors  to  dramatic 

That  it  hurt  him  I  knew,  for  I  knew  Roger.  triumphs--or  enjoyments,  if  no  more. 

Anglo  Saxon  to  the  backbone,  the  position  So  he  dug  at  his  canal  and  Margarita  prac- 

which  his  wife  as  a  successful  operatic  star  tised  her  Jewel  Song  (it  was  a  shade  high  for 

must  put  him  in  could  be  nothing  but  highly  her:  she  was  not  a  pure  soprano,  but  had  one 

distasteful  to  him.     It  is  one  thing  to  snatch  of   those   flexible   mezzo's   that   tempt   their 

your  wife  from  the  stage,  as  Margarita's  noble  trainers  to  all  sorts  of  tours-de-force)  and  Dol- 

grandfather  had  done,  and  enjoy  her  in  your  ledge  tended  Mary  and  Miss  Jencks  developed 

home;  it  is  quite  another  to  see  her  snatched  Caliban. 

from  your  home  to  that  stage,  after  you  have  In  truth  I  had  at  that  time  a  strange  sensa- 

married   her.     But   I   have   never  known   a  tion:  I  found  that  I  had  insensibly  drifted  into 

juster  man,  and  though  he  talked  little  of  the  a  state  of  mind  in  which  we  five,  Roger,  Miss 

"rights"  of  women,  and  then  in  a  brief,  blunt  Jencks,  DoUedge,  Caliban  and  I  seemed  to 

fashion  that  would  have  exasperated  the  fast  be  at  home,  contented,  occupied,  attached  by 
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every  interest,  domestic  and  romantic,  to  the  of   Margarita's   life — ^who   stumbled   by   the 

spot  that  was  dearest  on  earth  to  us,  while  merest  chance  on  the  last  one  really  needed  to 

Margarita,   a  brilliant  bird  of  passage,  but  complete  the  story.     Zealous  for  the  perfection 

lingered  with  us  for  the  moment,  before  she  of  our  island,  I  selected  a  deep  gully,  filled  with 

took  up  her  journey  through  the  world — for  heavy  boughs  and  loose  unsightly  rocks,  as  the 

that  she  was  destined  for  the  world,  who  could  next  point  for  improvement,  and  bespoke  the 

doubt  ?  We  were,  to  use  the  homely  old  figure,  services  of  Caliban  for  the  purpose.    Greatly 

like  a  circle  of  motherly  hens,  staring  fatalis-  to  my  surprise,  for  he  was  attached  to  me,  and 

tically,  sadly  or  disgustedly,  according  to  our  always  showed  pleasure  at  rowing  me  over  for 

several  barnyard  temperaments,  at  our  daring,  my  visits,  he  refused  point  blank  to  help  me 

iridescent  duckling  as  she  breasted  the   (to  and  even  tried,  in  a  series  of  clumsy  ruses,  to 

her)  familiar  flood.  start  me  at  work  elsewhere.     Vexed,  but  quite 

For  it  was  familiar:  there  are  people  for  unsuspicious,  I  set  to  work  by  myself  at  pulling 

whom — ^taken  though   they   may   have  been  oflF  the  upper  boughs,  trusting  to  shame  him 

from  the  most  secluded  comer  of  the  earth,  into  helping  me  with  the  stones,  which  seemed 

unprepared,    undisciplined,    unwarned,    the  to  have  been  tossed  there  in  a  sort  of  midden, 

great  world,  the  glitter  of  its  footlights,  the  When  he  found  that  I  was  persistent  in  my 

shock  of  its  tournaments,  the  cruelty  of  its  plan,  he  sat  down  at  the  edge  of  the  gully, 

victories,  the  coldness  of  its  neglect,  have  ab-  buried  his  face  in  his  clumsy  hands  and  wept 

solutely  no  terrors.    They  face  it  superbly,  as  silently,  shuddering  at  every  bough  I  lifted, 

one  should  face  a  mob,  and  the  great  world.  Greatly  interested  now,  I  called  Roger,  and  we 

like  any  proper  mob,  licks  their  feet  and  fawns  worked  together,  assisted  by  the  good  natured 

on  them.    Admiration  is  their  due;  devotion  Italian  retained  now  as  gardener  and  assistant 

is  no  more  than  the  sky  above  them  or  the  earth  boatman  (his  name  was  RafiFaello,  and  he  was 

under  them;  they  keep  the  divine,  expectant  a  not-too-unhappy  bachelor,  for,  as  he  said,  a 

liatUeur  of  childhood  and  rule  us,  like  the  girl  who  would  run  off  with  a  man's  rival  a 

children,  through  our  pity  and  our  wonder,  week  before  the  wedding  would  have  made 

And  Margarita  was  one  of  these.  but  a  doubtful  wife  for  the  most  patient  of 

husbands!) 
3 — ^Thc  Island  Tomb  As  we  neared  the  bottom  of  the  gully  Caliban 

grew  more  and  more  excited:  now  he  would 

But  to  go  back  to  Miss  Jencks  and  Caliban,  peer  in  fearfully,  now  run  off  a  few  yards,  but 

It  was  Harriet  Buxton  who  had  suggested  that  he  could  never  get  very  far  away,  for  great  as 

the  boy  was  not  so  deaf  as  we  had  thought,  was    his    terror   and    sorrow,    curiosity   was 

only  stupid,  and  that  his  dumbness  might  yield  stronger  and  he  must  be  near,  it  seemed,  at  all 

to  the  methods  then  being  so  successfully  used  costs. 

with  that  afflicted  child  who  has  since  tri-        Suddenly,  as  the  last  rotting  bough  was 

umphed  so  brilliantly  over  more  than  human  lifted  from  one  end  of  the  gully,  my  eye  was 

obstiacles.    Although,  as  Harriet  pointed  out,  caught    by    a   series   of    stones    wonderfully 

I  have  always  felt  that  too  much  credit  was  matched  in  size,  eight  or  ten  of  them  arranged 

given  in  that  case  to  the  pupil  and  too  little  in  a  sort  of  rough  cross,  and  when  with  a  quick 

to  the  teacher.  thrill   of   apprehension   I   pushed    aside   the 

Not  that  Miss  Jencks  had  quite  such  a  task  withered  pine  tree  that  covered  the  rest  of  the 

ahead  of  her.     Caliban  had  been  trained  into  stones,  the  foot  of  the  cross  elongated,  and  the 

habits  of  relentless  cleanliness,  and  an  almost  symbol  of  Calvary  was  seen  to  extend  over  a 

mechanical   regularity   of   routine   work.     It  slightly  raised  oblong  mound  of  earth.    There 

was  ^his  clumsy  hands  that  had  arranged  the  was  no  mistaking  that  shape  nor  those  dimen- 

flaming  nasturtiums  in  the  silver  bowl  under  sions;  whoever  has  heard  the  rattle  of  that  last 

the  Henner  etching,  his  rude  pantomine  that  remorseless  handful  and  struggled  with  that 

purchased  the  bi-weekly  bone  for  the  mys-  almost  nauseating  rebellion  at  the  sight  of  the 

teriously  named  Rosy,  his  weather  wisdom  raw  clods,  so  unsightly  in  the  smooth,  peaceful 

that  was  sought  when  it  was  a  question  of  an  green,  knows  that  mound  for  what  it  is,  and 

extended  sailing  party.  we  knew  this.    Silently  we  cleared  away  the 

Best  of  all,  his  disposition  had  altered  to  a  rest  and  then  the  grave  I  had  discerned  fell 

very  considerable  extent,  and  this  improvement  into  its  true  and  illuminating  relation  to  two 

on  his  old  surliness  was  of  the  greatest  assist-  other  and  evidently  older  crosses — at  the  feet 

ance  to  us  on  the  occasion  I  must  now  narrate,  of  both  and  at  right  angles  to  them.     In  her 

It  was  I — strangely  fated  to  discover  so  many  death  as  in  her  life  that  gaunt,  austere  Hester 

of  the  links  in  this  wonderfully  twined  chain  was  faithful,  and  like  the  stone  hound  at  the 
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ancient  knight's  bier  she  guarded  her  master's  less  forgiving  than  the  Nature  through  which  j 

last  sleep.  he  tries  to  lead  us  to  him.  ' 

We  took  off  our  caps  reverently;  we  needed 
no  monument,  no  epitaph  to  name  for  us  those  4 — ^A  Handful  of  Memories  I 

exiled,  unblessed  graves.     Prynne  had  made 

the  first  cross,  we  knew,  twenty-seven  years       They  left  in  October  that  year;  Margarita 

ago;  Hester  had  made  the  second  a  few  days  to  get  ready  for  her  d^but,  Roger,  quiet  and 

before  Roger  visited  the  island.  And  the  third  ?  inscrutable,  to  work,  as  he  said,  at  his  treatise 

Ah,  faithful  Caliban,  what  hours  of  terrible  on  Napoleon.    He  had  grown  deeply  interested 

tuition  made  thy  task  clear  to  thee  ?  I  shudder  in  this  and  spent  most  of  his  leisure  at  it,  and 

at  the  picture  of  that  indefatigable  New  Eng-  it  had  gone  far  beyond  his  first  idea  of  an 

land  woman  illustrating  in  terrible  pantomine  essay. 

the  duties  that  would  devolve  upon  her  loutish  Just  before  I  left  for  Paris,  where  Captain 
servant  at  her  death.  But  the  lesson  had  been  Upgrove  was  to  join  me,  I  remembered  some 
learned,  the  third  coffin  taken  from  the  boat  drawings  I  had  planned  to  make  in  order  to 
house,  the  body  laid  within  it  at  the  grave-  get  the  dimensions  oi  the  rambling,  old- 
side,  carried  swiftly  from  the  house  wrapped  fashioned  garden  behind  the  house,  where  I 
in  a  sheet,  the  lid  nailed  down,  the  earth  intended  to  put  a  certain  ancient  shallow  stone 
filled  in.  basin  I  had  in  mind,  and  then  beg  Roger  to 

Gaspingly  he  verified  my  quiet  questions  pipe  the  spring  into  it  for  a  sort  of  fountain- 
and  surmises — I  have  enough  New  England  pool.  There  was  such  a  basin  on  a  decay- 
blood  to  know  what  ghastly  forethought  we  ing  estate  some  miles  out  of  our  old  school- 
are  capable  of! — and  slowly  he  calmed  himself,  town:  Roger  and  I  knew  it  well,  for  we  had 
seeing  that  we  were  neither  frightened  nor  often  been  invited  there  by  a  friend  of  my 
angry    .     .     .  mother's  to  drink  tea  and  eat  rusk  and  fresh 

One  end  of  the  island  repeats  on  a  tiny  scale  butter  and  confiture  (of  field  strawberries — 
the  formation  of  the  original  peninsula.  Three  delicious!)  and — of  all  things — ^broiled  bacon, 
quaint  red  cedars  stand  pointed  and  forever  because  Roger  was  devotedly  fond  of  it  and 
green,  more  like  the  cypresses  of  Italy  than  never  got  it  at  school.  How  many  June  half- 
anything  in  America;  around  its  rocky  beach  holidays  have  we  hung  over  that  old  carved 
the  waves  beat  incessantly,  but  its  grass  is  basin,  teasing  the  gold  fish,  stopping  up  the  tiny 
fresh  and  green,  for  there  is  a  little  spring  there,  fountain  till  it  spouted  all  over  us,  sailing 
Under  the  cypresses  lie  three  flat  graves,  two  beetles  across  it  on  linden  leaves,  or  lolling 
side  by  side,  one  across  their  feet,  and  over  each  full  fed  and  lazy,  smoking  contrabaiid  cigar- 
lies  a  flat  carved  table  of  marble — rich  carvings  ettes  of  capwral!  I  knew  well  how  pleased  he 
that  once  stretched  under  three  heavy  mullioned  would  be  when  he  saw  that  battered  dolphin 
windows  over  the  back  doors  of  an  old  Italian  that  threw  the  water  and  the  funny  little  stone 
palace.     There  are  only  initials  on  these  tables,  frogs  at  each  corner,  and  I  had  a  shrewd  idea 

initials  and  the  numerals  of  years,  but  they  are  that  old   Mrs.   Y would   not  object   to 

not  utterly  unblest.     Good  Parson  Elder  read  parting  with  it,  moss  and  lichen  and  all,  if 

the  most  beautiful  burial  service  in  the  world  one  made  it  worth  her  while! 
over  them,  broken  by  the  tears  of  a  trusty        A  cold,  rainy  week — the  delayed  equinox — 

servant;  the  children  and  the  children's  chil-  caught  and  held  me  on  the  island,  huddled 

dren  of  the  crumbling  bodies  under  two  of  over  the  fire,  and  it  was  then  that  I  conceived 

those  tables  stood  over  them  hand  in  hand ;  the  famous  idea  of  the  furnace.     I  had  planned 

and  Nature,  who  bears  no  grudge  nor  ever  many  a  pleasant  autumn  there,  for  it  was  now 

ex-communicates  the  fruitful,   brings  to  the  the  best  of  America  to  me,  and  if  such  weeks 

sunlight  every  year  the  yellow  daffodils  and  as  this  were  possible   (and  probable)   there 

white  narcissus,  the  wild  rose  and  beach  bay-  would  be  little  comfort  for  me  away  from  the 

berry,  the  marigold  and  asters  that  love  has  chimney  comer — which  has  never  been  my 

planted  there.  favorite  post,  by  the  way.     Caliban  and  the 

It  may  be  that  further  clews,  more  detailed  cook,  a  kindly  Normandy  woman,  did  their 
accounts  of  that  secret  island  life  were  hidden  best  for  me  and  for  the  ravenous  gang  of  work- 
in  those  coffins:  we  never  tried  if  it  was  so.  men  that  labored  (in  the  slight  intervals  be- 
Unknown  and  lonely  they  lived,  unknown  and  tween  their  meals!)  at  the  monstrous,  many- 
lonely  they  had  wished  to  lie  in  death,  and  so  mouthed  iron  tube  in  the  cellar;  while  I  chafed 
we  left  them,  safe  even  from  ourselves,  who  and  scolded  at  the  delays,  unwilling  to  leave 
loved  them  for  the  wonderful  child  they  had  the  men,  weary  of  my  dear  island  now  its  chief 
given  us.     And  I  like  to  think  that  God  is  no  jewel  was  gone,  irritated  by  the  tramping  feet 


Ah,  faithful  Calibu,  whu  houn  of  Ittrible  luiliao  made  ihy  talk  clear  to  tbee  > 

and  tuneless  whistling  where  I  had  heard  so  family)  only  confirmed  my  first  idea  of  him. 

much  the  patter  of  pelile  Marie's  slippers  and  I  actually  succeeded  in  tracking  an  old  album 

the  rich  melody  of  her  mother's  voice.  of  daguerreotypes  to  a  shiftless  darkey  cabin 

It   was  then   that    I    fell  upon  Lockwood  and  identifying  a  picture  of  him  as  a  boy  from 

Prynne's  library  and  learned  more  of  his  mind,  a  half-blind  negro  mammy,  with  one  of  his 

I  believe,  than  anyone  else  could  ever  know,  father  in  full  uniform  and  a  singularly  beau- 

I  wish  I  had  known  the  man  himself.     The  tiful  head  that  I  am  sure  from  the  likeness  of 

little  I  have  been  able  to  find  out  about  him  in  the  brow  and  the  set  of  (he  eyes  must  have  been 

the  South  (the  war  practically  wiped  out  the  his  mother,  though  here  the  old  slave  could 
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not  or  would  not  help  me.  I  rescued,  too,  for  interest  in  Providence  than  anyone  I  know! 
Margarita,  a  rich  carved  mahogany  chair  from  Poor  Barbara!  As  I  hung  about  the  house 
a  cow  stall  ("ole  Marse  Lockwood's  pay  that  mellow  autumn,  I  fell,  more  than  once, 
chair")  and  a  graceful,  brass-handled  senung  into  musing  laughter,  as  here  and  there  some 
table,  "what  his  grandpa  done  leave  fo'  li'l  piece  of  furniture,  some  picture  or  dish  or 
Marse  Lockwood  fer  ter  rec'leck'  him  by."  oddment  brought  back  to  me  her  uncounted, 
I  picked  up  a  silver  cup,  at  a  roadside  auction  endless  assaults  on  Margarita's  simple,  healthy 
(and  bid  high  for  it  against  a  Fifth  Avenue  and  (to  the  orthodox  English  woman)  baseless 
dealer),  engraved  with  his  mother's  coat-of-  scheme  of  existence.  Not  that  it  should  have 
arms,  and  shamelessly  inveigled  Margarita  been  dignified  by  so  philosophical  a  term  as 
into  taking  it,  later,  and  giving  me  in  return  "scheme:"  Margarita  was  given  to  the  prac- 
the  silver  bowl  that  stood  for  so  long  under  the  tice  of  life,  not  its  theory.  I  never  tired  of 
Henner  etching.  It  stands  there  .still,  but  not  watching  the  extraordinary  effect  of  her  down- 
in  the  old  place.  Not  Caliban,  but  Hodgson  right  mental  processes  upon  the  mass  of  per- 
fills  that  bowl  to-day  and  every  day  that  I  am  functory,  inherited  ideas  whose  edges,  once 
in  America  with  the  most  beautiful  flowers  sharp-milled  and  fresh  from  some  startling 
Uncle  Winthrop's  money  can  buy;  though  mint,  we  have  dulled  and  misshapen  with 
Lockwood  Prynne  no  longer  lies  in  the  army  generations  of  unthinking  accustomed  barter. 
,  cot  that  faces  it,  one  of  his  best  friends  does —  For  instance,  a  treasure  of  a  Spode  fruit  dish 
a  friend  who  loves  him  no  less,  that  he  never  that  I  had  picked  up  at  a  dewy  Devonshire 
saw  his  face.  farm,   all   clotted   cream   and   apple-cheeked 

Well,  we  got  that  furnace  in  and  fifty  tons  children,  caught  my  eye  as  it  lay  on  the  piano, 

of  coal,  loo,  towed  over  in  an  old  scow  and  and  I  found  myself  chuckling  as  I  recalled  the 

binned  down  in  the  cellar,  and  when  I  saw  the  unfortunate  eddy  of  doctrine  into  which  the 

bills  for  this  last,  I  received  the  impression  innocent  bit  of  china  had  whirled  us.     Mar- 

(which   I   have   never  been   able   wholly  to  garita  had  asked  what  the  quaint  Scriptural 

abandon)  that  I  must  have  been  underpaid  for  figures  upon  it  illustrated,  and  Miss  Jencks, 

those  coal-lands!  ever  ready,  had  explained  to  her  the  parable 

Many  a  time  have  we  discussed  it  since,  of  the  laborers  in  the  vineyard  and  the  marvel 
with  a  curious,  frightened  wonder:  why  should  of  the  late  comer's  good  fortune, 
that  furnace  have  seemed  so  all-important  to  "And  that  is  a  very  beautiful  thought,  my 
me?    At  best  we  expected  to  spend  but  few  dear,"  she  concluded,  "is  it  not?" 
days  at  the  island  when  it  could  have  been  Alargarita  stared  at  her  in  frank  surprise, 
necessary;  Margarita  had  grown  up  among  "Beautiful?"  she  echoed,  "you  call  it  beau- 
Atlantic  winters  and  had  more  times  than  she  tiful  that  so  many  poor  men  should  work  hard 
could  count  broken  the  ice  in  her  bedroom  so  long,  and  then  have  to  see  the  lazy  ones 
ewer;  such  a  luxurious  whim  would  never  have  who  came  in  late,  be  paid  as  much  as  they, 
occurred  to  Roger,  who,  like  most  men  of  his  for  one-tenth  as  much  work?    I  do  not  know 
t)rf)e,  expected  every  one  to  be  as  hardy  as  what  you  mean  by  beautiful:  it  was  certainly 
himself — how  many  generations  of  his  ances-  very  unfair." 

tors  had  stoically  toasted  their  shins  while  their  "  My  dear,  my  dear! "  poor  Barbara  fluttered, 

backs  were  freezing!     It  must  be,  as  Mar-  "it  had  the  approval  of  our  Lord,  remember." 

garita  teasingly  insists,  that  my  pathetic  care  "  He  was  probably  not  one  of  the  ones  who 

for  my  rheumatic  old  bones  was  at  the  bottom  had  worked  all  day,  then,"  Margarita  replied 

of  it  all,  and  that  I  was  rapidly  assimilating  blandly. 

one  of  the  cardinal  doctrines  of  the  swoUen  '*It  was  not  an  actual  occurrence,"  said 

purse,  that  no  sum  could  be  ill  spent  when  Miss  Jencks,  a  little  coldly,  as  Roger's  irre- 

spent  for  my  comfort.  pressible  chuckle  echoed  from  the  porch  outside, 

Well,  well,  let  it  go  at  that — to  use  the  bluff,  "  it  was  merely  a  parable — a  lesson." 

pertinent  phrase  of  the  present  day.    Though  "Oh!"     (The  exquisite,  falling  melody  of 

Barbara  Jencks  would  have  died  before  she  that  simple   monosyllable  expressed  so  per- 

had  let  it  go  at  anything  like  that,  I  assure  you,  fectly,  through  such  a  trained  larynx,  all  the 

and  has  spent  many  an  eager  moment  of  shy,  sudden  lack  of  interest!)     "It  never  happened, 

persistent  effort  to  make  me  comprehend  the  then?    So  of  course  it  does  not  matter.     But 

inscrutable  and  sleepless  interest  of  Providence,  why  do  you  call  it  a  lesson.  Miss  Jencks  ?  " 

an  interest  which  had  intended,  from  the  time  "  Because  it  teaches  Christian  charity,"  said 

of  the  Exodus,  if  I  seize  her  idea  correctly,  that  Barbara  firmly. 

a  hot-air  plant  should  complete  the  summer  Margarita  turned  away  and  dismissed  the 

home  of  Roger  Bradley — a  man  who  had  less  subject. 
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"  If  I  ever  hired  myself  to  anybody,  I  would  liked  it,  I  believe,  and  I  have  always  suspectcfd 

rather  he  had  been  taught  fairness  than  Chris-  the  impish  James  of  deliberately  putting  iis 

tian  charity,"  she  obser\'ed,   and  left  Miss  face  to  face  with  Margarita's  foreign  strain  and 

Jencks  clutching  the  fruit  plate  pathetically,  the  tiny,  deep  gulf  that  cut  her  off,  in  some 

her  eyes  fixed  hopelessly  on  me.    For  it  was  parts  of  her  nature,  so  hopelessly  from  us. 

always  my  delicate  task  to  soothe  the  poor  lady  And  he  made  us  see  it,  too,  that  Puck  of  all 

after  these   theological    encounters:    Roger's  painters,  even  as  he  had  intended,  and  we 

uncompromising  treatment  of  the  situations  were  forced  to  thank  him  for  it,  for  it  was  too 

had  a  way  of  uncpmfortably  resembling  his  beautiful  to  have  gone  undone,  and  he  knew  it. 

wife's!  And  Jimmy's  dead,  worse  luck,  and  one  of  his 

"  You  know,  dear  Miss  Jencks,"  I  began,  as  most  devoted  collectors  told  me  last  week  that 

seriously  as  I  could,  "  she  is  not  really  cynical —  he  really  thought  the  psychological  moment 

she  is  no  more  irreverent  than  a  child  would  for  selling  out  had  arrived,  for  he'd  never  go 

be.    Surely    some    of    your    pupils,    some-  any  higher!    And  we're  aU  grass,  that  to-day 

times    ..."  is  and  to-morrow  goes  into  the  oven,  and 

"Never,  Mr.  Jerrolds,  never!"  the  bulwark  there's  no  doubt  of  it,  my  brothers, 

of   the    Governor-general's   family   protested  But  how  she  used  to  sing  O  sole  mio,  with 

tearfully,  "never,  I  assure  you!"  that  sweet,  piercing  Italian  cr)',  a  real  cri  du 

"  Well,  well,"  I  said,  "  it's  all  the  same —  coeur  (except  for  the  trifling  fact  that  there  was 

they  might  have.     You  see,  she  pays  these  no  more  heart  in  it,  really,  than  there  is  in  most 

things  the  great  compliment  of  taking  them  Italian  singing!    I  suppose  that  while  the  art 

seriously — and    literally.    And     they    won't  of  song  remains  among  the  children  of  men, 

work.  Miss  Jencks,  some  of  them,  if  one  tried  the  particular  child  who  is  able  to  throw  his 

them,   you  know.    Just   consider  the   labor  voice  most  easily  into  what  Mme.  M — -i 

unions,  for  one  thing:  suppose  Roger  were  to  used  to  call  "ze  frront  of  ze  face"  and  detach 

pay  off  his  workmen  on  that  principle — they'd  it  from  the  throat,  where  the  true  feelings  lie 

fling  his  money  in  his  face."  gripped,  wiU  continue  to  thrill  the  other  chil- 

"Then  what  would  you  say  to  the  Prodigal  dren  with  his  or  her  "heart  in  the  voice!") 

Son  ? "  she  shot  at  me  defiantly.  And  how  she  would  drag  the  rhythm,  deli- 

"I  say  it's  very  beautiful  and  that  I'm  old  ciously,  intentionally,  and  shade  the  down- 
enough  to  hope  it  may  be  true,"  I  told  her,  ward  notes,  and  hang  a  breath  too  long  on  the 
"but  for  heaven's  sake.  Miss  Jencks,  don't  phrase-ends,  as  only  Italians  dare!  And  how 
try  Mrs.  Bradley  with  it — not  just  now,  at  the  distilled  essence  of  Italy  dripped  out  of 
any  rate!"  those  luscious,  tender,  mocking  folk  songs, 

Then  there  was  her  guitar,  a  sn^all  one,  till  the  vineyards  steeped  before  us,  and  the 

of  lemon-colored  pear  wood,  curiously  inlaid:  white  city  squares  baked  in  the  noon  sun,  and 

Whistler  got  it  for  her  in  one  of  those  old  pawn-  the  ardent  sailor  sang  to  his  brown  girl  over 

shops  near  the  London  wharves,  and  we  used  the  quaint,  bobbing,  weighted  nets! 

to  wonder  what  happy  sailor,  burnt  and  eager  The  men  who  dug  the  ice-house  and  piled 

for  the  town,  had  brought  it  for  what  waiting  the  coast  wall  and  blasted  out  trenches  for 

girl  all  the  long  miles,  and  how  it  had  crept  draining  would  stop  and  lean  on  their  picks, 

at  last,  ashamed  and  stained,  into  that  dingy  when  her  resonant,  golden  humming,  like  a 

three-balled  tomb  of  so  many  hopes  and  keep-  drowsy  contralto  bee,  floated  out  from  the 

sakes.    He  sketched  her  in  charcoal,  dressed  veranda  vines  to  them:  I  have  seen  their  faces 

(he  would  have  it)  in  black,  with  a  Spanish  clear  and  their  dull  eyes  focus  suddenly  on 

comb  in  her  hair  and  the  guitar  on  a  broad  some   distant,   darling   memory,    while    they 

ribbon  of  strange  deep  Chinese  blue;  behind  dropped  back  for  a  precious  minute  into  the 

her,  on  an  aerially  slender  perch,  stands  a  past  that  you  think  is  all  bread  and  cheese  and 

gaudy  Mexican  parrot.     It  does  not  look  like  beer,  because,  forsooth,  they  never  sat  beside 

her  to  us  who  know  her  well  (though,  curiously  you  in  white  gloves  when  Margarita  sang! 

enough,  all  strangers  consider  it  an  extremely  Go  to — there  was  Spring  and  a  girl  for 

fine  likeness)  but  as  a  tour  de  force  it  is  remark-  ever}'  man  of  them,  once,  and  both  were  the 

able,  and  amongst  the  plain,  Saxon  furnishings  same  as  yours. 

of  the  island  living  room  it  stands  out  with  an  I  had  to  go  into  her  room  at  that  time,  to 

extraordinary  vividness — an  unmistakable  bit  make  sure  that  the  floor  should  not  be  unduly 

of  Southern  Europe,  the  perfectly  conscious  marred  and  that,  according  to  the  best  of  my 

sophistication  of  old  cities  and  sunny,  secret  poor  judgment  (Roger  should  have  planned  it 

streets,  worn,  uneven  and  discolored  before  all,  as  a  matter  of  fact)  the  registers  might  be 

Raleigh    started    across    seas.     Roger    never  inserted  in  the  best  places;  and  as  I  moved 
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anoong  the  dainty  luxuries  that  replaced  the  Roger  liked  this  and  collected   it  here  and 

almost  sordid  bareness  of  that  room,  when  I  there.     But   of   all   the  personality  that   her 

had  first  seen  it,  i  realized,  with  surprise  but  lover-father  had  known  how  to  build  into  his 

with  dear  certaioty,  that  the  change  was  only  home  of  exile,  there  was  absolutely  none, 

apparent,  not  deep  or  inherent.    They  were  all  Was  it  because  there  were  no  workbaskets, 

there,  to  be  sure,  the  pretty  paraphernalia  that  spilling  lace  and  bits  of  ribbon,  no  photographs, 

modem  woman   (and   ancient,   too,   for  the  no  keepsakes,  hideous,  perhaps,  but  dear  for 

matter  of  thati)  has  found  necessary  to  pre-,  what  they  represent,  no  worn  girlhood's  books, 

serve  and  augment  her  m)-stery  and  charm;  no  shamefaced  toys,  lingering  from  the  nursery, 

ivory  and  silver  and  cr}stal  and  fiuted  frills  and  no  litter  of  any  other  member  of  her  family  ? 

scented  silk.     Oh,  yes,  they  were  all  there,  but  Perhaps.     Mme.    Modjeska,    then,    and   even 

there  was  no  atmosphere  of  Margarita  amongst  for  all  time  one  of  the  greatest  actresses  on 

'them  all:  she  had  escaped  out  of  Ihem  and  our  stage,  called  it  an  unwomanly  room,  but 

given  them  the  slip  as  effectually  as  in  the  old,  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  this  is  precisely  what 

bare  days  of  the  brush  and  comb  and  the  print  she  meant. 

gown  on  a  peg  in  the  unscented  closet.    She  No,  the  most  vivid   impression  the  room 

was  simply  not  there;  that  was  all,  and  the  could  make  upon  me  was  one  that  brings  a 

most  infatuated  lover  in  all  the  Decameron  reminiscent  chuckle  even  now.    As  my  eye 

would  have  felt  that  here  was  not  the  place  fell  on  the  antique  dressing  table,  I  seemed  to 

for  self-indulgent  raptures.    Margarita  used  see,  suddenly  and  laughably,  Margarita,  sweep- 

her  sleeping  room  as  a  snail  uses  his  shell  <>r,a  ing  down  the  stairs,  enveloped  in  a  billowy 

bird  its  nest:  it  was  impersonal,  deserted,  out  peignoir,  her  hair  loose,  her  eyes  flashing  furi- 

of  commission,  now — the  room,  merely,  of  a  ourfy,  in  her  extended  finger  and  thumb,  held 
beautiful  woman,  who  might  have  been  any  '  as  one  would  hold  a  noxious  adder,  a  thin  navy 

woman,    with    a   woman's   need   of   comfort,  blue  neck  tie. 

warmth,  clear  air,  and  cleanliness  pushed  to  an  "Is.  that  yours?"  she  demanded  tragically 

arrogance  of  physical  purity.  of  her  husband. 

My   mother's   bedroom   was   her  own   as  "  Why,  yes,  I  believe  it  is,"  said  Roger,  with 

definitely  as  her  blue  veined,  pointed  hands;  the  grave  politeness  that  years  of  intimacy 

Sue  Paynter's,  into  which  i  went  once  to  lift  could  never  take  from  him. 

out  her  little  son  in  one  of  his  illnesses,  was  "I   found   it   on   my   dressing-table!"   she 

like  no  one's  else  in  the  world,  individual,  thundered,  and  her  voice  echoed  like  an  angry 

intense;  even  old  Madam  Bradley's  in  its  dear  vault,  "o« — wy — dressing-table! I" 

whites  and  polished  dark  wood,  translated  to  She  dropped  it  like  a  toad  at  his  feet,  swept 

my  boyish,  awed  soul,  a  sense  of  her  impene-  us  all  with  the  lightning  of  her  eyes,  coldly, 

trable  character.  distastefully,  and  swam  up  the  stairs  like  an 

But  not  so  Margarita's.     It  was  furnished  avenging  goddess,  deaf  to  Roger's  matter-of- 

and  decorated  in  gray-blue  tints,  because  I  fact   apology,   blind   to   Miss   Jencks'   depre- 

had  suggested  this.     It  had  odd  touches  of  eating  blushes.     As  for  me,  so  under  the  spell 

grayish  rose,  because  Whistler  had  insisted  on  of  that  voice  have  I  always  been,  that  I  swear 

it.     It  was  fitted  with  old  mahogany,  because  I  thought  her  hardly  used — the  darling  vixenl 
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THJERE  is  grave  danger  that  the  advo- 
cate of  fundamental  democracy  will 
make  a  fetish-  of  it.  Seeing  what  the 
secret  ballot  will  do,  what  the  direct  primary 
will  do,  what  the  purging  of  the  party  system 
will  do,  what  direct  legislation  will  do,  and 
what  all  the  slate  commissions  and  city 
charters  and  parliamentar)'  organizations  prop- 
agating the  altruistic  second  self  of  the 
Nation  will  do,  the  man  who  observes  these 
signs  and  wonders  of  this  latter  day  is  liable 
to  forget  what  the  sound  strong  righteous 
sense  of  the  citizenship  that  made  all  these 
signs  and  wonders  will  do.  The  protagonist 
in  the  drama  of  democracv  often  is  blinded  by 
the  limelight  of  his  own  cause.  He  finds  it 
hard  to  realize  that  free  institutions  do  not 
make  free  men,  but  that  free  men  make  free 
institutions.  The  truth  lies  some  place  be- 
tween Hamilton  and  Jefferson,  the  strict  Re- 
publican and  the  uncompromising  Democrat. 
And  probably  Hamilton  would  have  stated  the 
truth  when  he  wrote  that  **the  general  genius 
of  a  government  is  all  that  can  be  substan- 
tially relied  upon  for  permanent  effects, "  if  he 
had  written  instead,  ^^the  general  genius"  of 
a  people,  for  government,  **is  all  that  can  be 
relied  upon  substantially  for  permanent  efiFects." 

The  StrongeMt  instinct  of  Our  Natmn 

ft 

And  in  this  American  Nation  if  the  student 
of  the  times  would  go  to  the  bottom  of  our  in- 
stitutions he  would  find  that  though  we  have 
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changed  and  are  changing  the  form  and  con- 
stitution of  our  state  and  National  institutions, 
electing  presidents  by  a  direct  vote,  and  sena- 
tors by  a  direct  vote,  thus  bringing  our  federal 
courts  nearer  to  the  populace,  though  we  are 
turning  our  state  affairs  over  to  commissions 
of  experts  and  our  city  affairs  over  to  direct 
representatives  with  great  power  and  often 
under  the  recall,  we  are  conducting  our 
schools  after  the  ancient  ways.  In  the  United 
States  we  spend  nearly  a  half  billion  dollars 
every  vear  for  schools — mostly  in  direct  taxes. 
And  we  raise  those  direct  taxes  by  a  direct 
vote  of  the  p)eople.  It  is  primitive  folk-rule; 
yet  the  sum  we  raise  thus  is  the  largest  single 
item  in  the  tax  budget,  direct  or  indirect,  that 
we  raise  under  our  government.  Moreover, 
it  is  the  only  fund  in  our  system  of  govern- 
ment that  is  so  carefully  watched  that  dis- 
honesty  and  extravagance  do  not  waste  it  ma- 
terially. The  strongest  instinct  of  this  Nation 
— one  might  almost  call  it  an  obsession — ^is 
the  instinct  for  education.  So  as  a  people  we 
have  kept  our  schools  separate  from  our  other 
governments.  Anarchy  might  wipe  out  our 
federal  government,  and  in  the  disorder  our 
state  institutions  might  suspend;  even  our 
cities  and  counties  might  be  paralyzed  in  the 
general  disorder.  But  in  all  the  political  up- 
heaval the  machinery  of  our  public  schools 
need  not  be  affected.  The  $475,000,000 
school  tax  would  be  collected,  the  half  million 
school  teachers  would  go  to  work  every  morn- 
ing, and  the  eighteen  million  students  would 
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keep  on  preparing  themselves  to  resist  what-  half  billions  of  dollars.  The  1907  report  of  the 
ever  tyranny  and  oppression  and  injustice  the  commissioner  of  education  (p.  524)  indicates 
political  cataclysm  about  them  might  produce,  that  only  eighteen  million  of  them  are  en- 
TThe  framers  of  the  constitution  with  all  their  rolled  in  school,  sixteen  millions  of  them 
fine  system  of  checks  and  balances  overlooked  (p.  544)  being  enrolled  in  the  common  schools, 
the  mainspring  of  the  whole  mechanism  of  de-  with  an  average  daily  attendance  of  nearly 
mocracy,  and  left  it  unhampered.  It  is  prac-  twelve  millions.  So  that  with  our  great  plant, 
tically  the  only  political  institution  which  is  worth  over  a  billion,  and  with  our  four  hun- 
not  in  some  way  subject  to  more  or  less  com-  dred  and  seventy-five  million  dollar  annual 
plex  control  and  interference  by  the  state  or  outgo,  we  are  reaching  only  about  half  those 
the  Nation.  And  slowly  as  the  people  have  for  whom  the  taxes  were  levied.;  This  does 
grown  in  intellectual  strength-  they  have  re-  not  mean  that  half  of  our  people  are  illiterate, 
moved  the  checks  and  balances  put  upon  the  But  it  does  mean  that  for  some  reason  half  of 
people  in  all  wisdom  by  the  fathers,  and  it  is  them  are  not  getting  an  equipment  for  citizen- 
absurd  to  say  that  when  the  schools  have  made  ship  that  they  should  get,  and  that  the  tax- 
men  worthier  than  they  were  and  than  they  payers  expect  them  to  get.  Nor  is  this  all: 
are,  safely  to  handle  larger  affairs,  men  will  though  education  is  practically  free  in 
not  find  a  simple  way  to  reach  the  larger  America,  and  as  the  opportunity  to  earn  one's 
affairs.  Constitutions  are  not  amended  by  way  through  college  is  wide,  it  is  astonishing 
wars — monarchies  and  kings  are  curbed  by  to  note  from  the  report  just  referred  to  (p.  525) 
wars.  Constitutions  are  amended  by  the  that  only  3,000  persons  receive  post-graduate 
moral  and  intellectual  growth  of  the  people.  degrees  from  our  colleges  and  free  universi- 
ties, and  that  only  25,000  of  the  twenty-four 
We  Mu»i  AU  Move  Up  to  the  Eighth  Grade  million  available  Students  complete  the  four 

years'  college  course. 
Therefore  it  will  be  well  for  one  who  de-  And  now  let  Gradgrind  gorge  himself  with 
sires  to  see  the  wheels  of  the  American  govern-  facts.  Assuming  that  the  average  life  of  the 
ment  go  'round,  to  look  at  the  power  that  college  graduate  and  his  post-graduate  asso- 
makes  them  go.  "The  American  people,"  ciate  is  thirty  years  out  of  college,  we  ma^ 
says  President  Butler,  of  Columbia  Univer-  assume  that  the  generation  now  opening  will 
sity,  "are  almost  Socratic  in  their  acceptance  be  manned  with  a  million  men  and  women 
of  the  principle  that  knowledge  will  lead  to  who  have  at  least  finished  their  college  work, 
right  and  useful  action,  and  if  the  formula  be  and  assuming  that  the  same  number  of 
not  pressed  too  far,  the  American  conviction  juniors,  sophomores  and  freshmen  leave 
as  to  education,  is  quite  defensible."  At  least  school  —  about  25,000  in  each  class — that 
it  will  not  be  pressing  the  formula  too  far  to  are  graduated,  we  may  add  three  million 
maintain  that  if  education  produces  the  power  more  to  the  total,  making  four  million  college 
that  makes  the  demagogue,  it  also  makes  the  men  and  women  who  will  participate  in  our 
people  who  soon  grow  weary  of  him-,,  and  National  life  during  the  first  thirty  years  of 
therefrom  we  may  argue  that  whatever  sub-  this  century.  Add  to  these  four  million  col- 
stantial  growth  there  has  been  in  our  institu-  lege-bred  men  and  women  the  one  hundred 
tions — and  one  must  admit  that  they  have  and  sixty  thousand  high  school  graduates  who, 
grown,  even  if  presidents  and  most  of  our  the  report  above  mentioned  says  (p.  525),  are 
senators  are  now  chosen  by  a  direct  vote  of  entering  life  every  year,  and  the  generation 
the  people — this  growth  has  come  because  the  may  reasonably  be  computed  to  hold  five  mill- 
people  have  broadened  their  moral  vision  by  ion  persons  who  have  taken  full  advantage  of 
reason  of  their  widening  information.  Schools  the  common  schools  supported  by  direct  taxes 
have  disseminated  knowledge;  knowledge  has  upon  all  of  the  people.  Add  to  this  total 
directed  the  normally  uneasy  Puritan  con-  those  who  drop  out  from  the  four  lower 
science;  the  people  have  grown  powerful  in  so  classes  of  the  high  school — a  list  as  large  from 
far  as  they  have  grown  just.  And  the  net  in-  each  class  as  the  annual  graduating  class — 
come  from  our  annual  investment  of  half  a  and  one  has  fifteen  million  others  who  have 
billion  dollars  in  education  may  be  reckoned  come  into  a  somewhat  wider  field  of  knowl- 
in  terms  of  justice.  So  let  us  go  to  the  ac-  edge  than  that  afforded  by  the  common 
count,  and  look  at  the  books.  To  begin  let  schools.  Let  us  add  to  them  for  thirty  years 
us  consider  the  gross  liabilities:  those  twenty-  the  three-quarters  of  a  million  pupils  who,  ac- 
four  millions  of  students,  who  according  to  cording  to  the  report  (p.  525),  complete  the 
the  latest  school  census  should  be  in  school,  work  in  the  seventh  or  eighth  grades  of  the 
using  an  educational  plant  valued  at  one  and  a  elementary  schools.    There  will  be  22,500,000 
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of  them.  Now  adding  all  these  sums — allow-  something — are  out  of  school  in  America  to- 
ing  for  the  increase  in  population  to  increase  day.  Partly  they  are  out  for  economic  rea- 
the  number  of  youths  as  the  years  go  on —  sons;  the  family  needs  their  support;  but  the 
and  we  have  about  fifty  million  Americans  state  needs  a  clear  mind  in  the  ballot  booth 
who  have  remained  in  school  into  the  midst  of  seven  years  later,  worse  than  the  family  needs 
their  teens — ^something  like  two-fifths  of  our  support,  and  might  well  afford  to  pay  the 
probable  population  in  the  next  thirty  years,  family  the  errand  boy's  meager  wages.  But 
This  is  not  enough.  Democracy  may  live,  apart  from  economic  forces  which  keep  the 
but  it  cannot  thrive  upon  that  basis.  If  we  boy  out  of  school  during  the  w^aste  years  of 
are  to  solve  the  problem  of  the  century — the  his  life,  there  are  social  reasons  why  he  is  not 
restriction  of  ignorance  and  greed  in  our  busi-  in  school.  And  those  social  reasons  are  his 
ness  organization — we  must  solve  it  in  the  studies  and  his  teachers,  and  at  the  bottom  of 
school  house  rather  than  in  the  legislature  or  all,  the  selfishness  of  the  taxpayers, 
in  the  court  room.  So  long  as  there  is  a  body  For  when  a  child  is  not  "doing  well"  in 
of  the  people  ignorant,  that  ignorance  will  school,  the  parents  find  it  easy  to  put  him  to 
breed  a  greed  that  will  be  duped  by  demagogy,  work  outside.  And  thus  of  the  fifteen  mill-, 
and  always  the  greed  equipped  by  cunning  ions  of  children  who  leave  school  before  they 
will  outwit  greed  equipped  by  ignorance.  The  reach  the  high  school,  probably  five  millions 
problems  that  this  Nation  has  solved  have  lea.ve  not  because  they  have  to  leave  to  sup- 
been  for  the  most  part  simple  problems,  port  the  family  but  because  the  parents  feel 
They  were  problems  in  the  production  of  that  the  boys  at  least  are  better  off  working 
wealth.  It  is  true  that  the  abolition  of  slavery  out  of  school  than  idling  and  wrangling  with 
concerned  the  distribution  of  wealth.  It  was  their  teachers  in  school.  Generally  speaking, 
simple  subtraction,  but  to  deal  justly  with  the  fault  is  with  the  school  rather  than  with 
capital  in  its  public  uses,  to  say  what  is  the  the  boy.  Certainly  the  fact  that  five  millions 
individuals  share  in  the  public  partnership  and  of  boys  in  their  early  teens  do  leave  school  un- 
what  is  the  share  of  the  common  wealth — that  necessarily  is  a  fact  worth  considering  in  mak- 
is  long  division — a  problem  of  distribution,  ing  up  a  curriculum.  And  if  the  fads  and 
And  most  of  our  national  problems  now  pend-  isms  are  driving  the  boy  from  school,  the  Na- 
ing  are  problems  of  distribution,  wherefore  tion  is  the  loser.  Therefore  the  instinct  of  the 
if  we  are  to  do  these  complex  problems  of  boy  for  physical  education  as  well  as  for  men- 
distribution,  as  a  Nation  at  least  we  must  get  tal  training  should  be  heeded.  The  boy  longs 
into  the  eighth  grade.  Perhaps  the  average  for  manly  things.  He  craves  the  company  of 
now  is  nearer  the  sixth  than  the  eighth.  men  and  their  roughness.     He  desires  to  do 

something — to  see  something  growing  under 

Thm  Yman  a  Boy  May  WoBie  his  hand.    It  is  instinctive,  and  the  most  hope- 
ful thing  in  our  democracy  is  not  the  growth 

As  conditions  now  exist  there  comes  into  the  of  the  secret  ballot,  the  cleansed  party,  the 

life  of  the  average  boy  or  girl  four  or  five  waste  direct  nomination  and  direct  legislation,  but 

years — the  years  between  thirteen  and  eighteen,  the  vague  and  definitely  growing  recognition 

These  waste  years  hold  in  them  the  real  dangers  that  the  boy's  instinct  for  practical  education 

of  our  democracy.     For  out  of  school  the  boy  at  in  his  school  is  to  be  trusted.    The  almost 

least  is  worthless.     Says  Charles  H.  Morse,  universal  introduction  of  manual  training  in 

executive  officer  of  the  Massachusetts  Com-  some  form  into  the  lower  grades  of  American 

mission  on  Industrial  Education:  "If  the  boy  schools — giving  the  boy  opportunity  to  w^ork 

goes  out  to  attempt  to  learn  a  trade  at  four-  with  his  hands — is  one  of  the  most  important 

teen  years  of  age  the  manufacturer  says:  *  I  do  symptoms  of  social  health    in    our   political 

not  want  you  in  my  factory,*  and  the  manu-  organization. 

facturer  will  not  employ  the  boy  except  as  an  The     extent    of  the    growth    of    manual 

errand  boy.     You  ask  me  how  I  know  this,  training  in  the  country  is  surprising.    Within 

Agents  of  the  Massachusetts  Commission  on  ten    years — coincident    with    the    other    big 

Industrial  Education  canvassed  the  state  re-  democratic  movements — manual  training  has 

cently,  interviewing  some  1,000  men  who  em-  spread  to  the  schools  of  almost  ever}'  Ameri- 

ployed  thousands  upon  thousands  of  men,  and  can  state.    Typically  manual  training  begins 

there  were  only  a  few  who  did  not  say:  *\Ve  in  the  sixth  grade,  when  the  pupils  are  coming 

do  not  want  the  fourteen-jear-old  boy;  he  is  into  their  teens.    It  continues  through  the 

in  our  way.     He  gets  on  our  nenes.'"  eighth  grade,  and  there  in  the  larger  of  our 

And  yet  ten  millions  of  fourteen-year-old  American  cities  manual  training  is  diverted 

boys  and  their  sisters — who  are  really  worth  into  a  separate  building  from  the  regular  high 
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school  building.  This  is  known  as  the  In  Ohio  the  state  superintendent  of 
manual  training  school.  There  boys  are  schools  says  that  manual  training  is  taught  in 
taught  to  use  their  hands  in  woodwork,  stone-  all  the  towns  and  cities  and  that  there  are 
work,  brickwork,  ironwork,  clay  work  of  vari-  many  manual  high  schools.  Arkansas  has 
ous  kinds,  and  girls  are  taught  domestic  science,  three  manual  high  schools;  Florida,  five;  Ken- 
But  these  schools  must  not  be  confused  tucky,  one;  Nebraska,  three;  New  York,  five; 
with  the  grade  trades  schools  that  are  being  Missouri,  three;  Michigan,  ten;  Kansas,  ten 
established  in  the  cities  of  the  land  and  in  the  and  Georgia,  twenty-two,  and  it  is  taught  more 
manufacturing  districts.  The  manual  train-  or  less  in  the  grades  of  all  these  states,  as  well 
ing  schools  do  not  teach  the  boys  trades;  they  as  in  Wisconsin  and  South  Carolina.  For  a  new 
merely  teach  them  to  use  their  hands,  so  that  movement  in  education — one  which  increases 
when  they  go  into  trades  they  will  learn  easily,  interest  in  school  for  pupils  at  the  age  when 
The  trade  schools  make  them  apprentices,  their  absence  from  school  makes  for  economic 
and  these  trade  schools  are  found  now  in  and  social  waste — this  tendency  is  too  strong 
every  great  American  city  arid  in  every  state  in  America  to  be  overlooked  by  any  student  of 
either  under  the  name  of  technical  institutes,  our  government.  Because  the  introduction  of 
agricultural  schools  or  trade  schools.  This  manual  training  work  in  schools  means  two 
chain  of  public  schools  teaching  rough  hard  important  things  to  the  boys — v,'OT\i  that  they 
work  is  keeping  American  boys  in  school,  and  like  and  teachers  that  they  like.  Boys  need 
is  doing  more  to  educate  them  for  citizenship  men  when  the  boys  are  in  their  teens,  and  the 
than  any  other  force  in  the  country.  As  the  prevalence  of  women  teachers  in  the  sixth, 
higher  mechanical  schools  fit  into  the  school  seventh  and  eighth  grades  and  in  the  high 
system  are  they  most  valuable  as  citizen  school  has  driven  more  boys  from  school,  and 
makers.  made  bad  citizens  to  make  bad  government, 

than   we   realize.     Of  course   these   manual 

The  Spread  of  Manual  Training  teachers  cost  money;  they  make  schools  more 

expensive,  but  according  to  the  Report  of  the 
It  is  remarkable  how  universally  this  United  States  Commissioner  of  Education  the 
manual  training  in  the  grades  has  come  into  increased  cost  of  maintenance  in  the  seventh 
our  education  system.  In  addition  to  manual  and  eighth  grades  has  been  met  by  an  in- 
training  in  the  grades,  separate  manual  train-  crease  in  attendance.  It  seems  to  be  largely 
ing  high  schools  are  being  established  all  a  question  of  how  good  a  citizenship  we  are 
over  the  country.  Virginia  has  manual  high  willing  to  pay  for. 
schools  in  eight  towns,  Maine  in  nine  towns, 

Delaware  one  in  Wilmington.      New  Jersey  Boye  Who  Dielike  Women  Teachers 
has  manual  departments  in  twenty-five  high 

schools.       North    Dakota    has   ten    manual  And  that  brings  us  up  to  the  problem  of  the 

training   high   schools,   and   three   cities    in  boy  and  his  teacher.    The  boy  goes  to  the 

North  Carolina  have  adopted  manual  train-  pool  room  and  the  saloon  primarily  because 

ing  throughout  the  course;  in  Indiana  forty  there  he  finds  men.     At  school  he  is  surfeited 

towns  and  cities  have  manual  work  in   the  with  femininity.     Given  men  teachers  for  the 

grades  with  ten  manual  training  high  schools,  boy  after  he  gets  into  his  teens,  and  the  boy 

Massachusetts  teaches  manual  work  in  sixty  will  not  be  so  ready  to  leave  school  as  he  is. 

towns    and    has    twenty-three   manual   high  But  teaching  is  a  profession  that  men  use  as 

schools.      Manual    work    is    taught    in    ten  a  stepping-stpne  to  something  better.     It  is 

California  cities   and   in   four  manual   high  not  a  man's  profession,  and  wages  of  teachers 

schools.    In   the   state   of   Washington   four  are  so  low  that  men  cannot  afford  to  make 

cities  teach  manual  training  in  the  grades  and  teaching  a  career.     And  if  the  statistics  of  the 

seven  have  manual  high  schools;  in  Wyoming  census  bureau  are  correct  no  extravagance  of 

there  are  four  manual  high  schools  and  three  our  people  is  so  disastrous  to  us  as  the  economy 

graded  schools  giving  the  manual  work,  and  we  are  practicing  in  our  schools  in  the  seventh 

in  Mar\'land  it  is  introduced  into  thirty-five  and  eighth  grades.     For  there  the  boys  fall 

high  schools  and  three  graded  schools.     South  out  by  the  millions.     And  the  fact  that  their 

Dakota    has    three    manual    training    high  sisters  who  can  earn  as  much  at  that  age  as 

schools,  and  Minnesota  gives  manual  training  their  brothers,  remain  on  an  average  a  few 

work  in  ninety-eight  schools — many  of  which  years  longer,  indicates  that  the  boys  leave 

are  separate  manual  training  high  schools.  \'er-  school  because  they  axe  boys,  and  because  the 

mont  teaches  manual  training  in  the  grades  in  schools  are  designed  for  the  girls.    In  some 

seven  towns  and  Tennessee  in  five  towns.  hazy,  indefinite  way  we  seem  to  be  realizing 
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this  as  a  people;  for  in  ten  states — Massachu-  these  investigators  generally  conclude  that  re- 
setts,  Utah,  Indiana,  Virginia,  New  Jersey,  liance  on  a  general  and  more  or  less  superficial 
Illinois,  Connecticut,  Mar}'land,  Ohio,  Califor-  education  together  with  natural  adaptability 
nia  and  Michigan — we  have  passed  laws  of  to  fit  young  men  for  every  walk  of  life  and  the 
more  or  less  value  providing  for  pensioning  lack  of  specialized  study  in  physical  science, 
schoolteachers.  Given  a  pension,  and  a  man  can  modern  language  and  the  industrial  arts,  will, 
afford  to  make  teaching  a  profession,  and  the  if  persisted  in,  neutralize  much  of  the  advan- 
man  teacher  will  appear  in  the  seventh  and  tage  which  our  country  now  enjoys. " 
eighth  grades,  and  the  boy  will  be  saved  to  The  answer  of  the  New  York  reactionar\' 
good  citizenship.  If  the  laws  permitting  senator  would  probably  be  to  increase  the 
school  districts  to  set  aside  pension  funds  tariff.  But  the  answer  of  democracy  would 
spread  over  the  states  as  the  laws  authorizing  be  to  pension  the  school  teacher,  and,  by  get- 
manual  training  schools  have  spread  since  ting  higher  grade  teachers,  keep  our  boys  in 
1900,  by  1920  the  million  pupils  who  reach  school  learning  to  use  their  hands  and  their 
the  high  school  every  year  will  be  greatly  in-  minds  that  they  may  be  good  citizens,  and  row^ 
creased  if  there  is  any  ground  for  prophecy  their  weight  in  the  economic  boat  of  the 
in  statistics.  For  teachers'  pensions  are  now  world's  industr}'.  If  there  is  anything  in  edu- 
being  agitated,  according  to  letters  from  state  cation  as  the  mainspring  of  civic  virtue,  the 
school  superintendents  in  Washington,  South  problem  of  democracy  is  to  stop  the  waste  of 
Dakota,  Vermont,  Florida,  Kentucky,  Wis-  the  first  years  of  adolescence  in  America,  that 
consin  and  New  York — ^\\'here  a  better  law  the  conscience  .of  the  people  in  maturity  may 
is  demanded.  And  the  feeling  of  the  people  find  its  way  into  the  ballot  box.  For  while  it 
that  more  liberal  school  expenditures  will  is  true  that  learning  and  wisdom  in  individual 
bring  a  broadened  interest  in  the  state  and  cases  do  not  always  go  together,  still  the  fact 
in  more  rigid  popular  control  of  the  state  by  seems  to  be  fairly  well  established  that  in  this 
the  people,  is  met  by  instinctive  opposition  particular  blend  of  the  various  strains  of 
from  the  politicians.  In  New  York,  a  machine  Aryan  blood  now  inhabiting  the  American 
politician  discussing  the  proposed  teachers'  continent,  education  of  the  mass  does  direct 
pension  law  in  the  state  senate  declared  the  conscience  of  the  people  toward  wisdom, 
within  a  year  in  a  public  interview  that  he  and  does  turn  their  hearts  to  that  common 
would  introduce  an  amendment  to  the  con-  sense  of  conduct  known  as  righteousness, 
stitution  prohibiting  the  state  or  any  of  its  Take,  for  instance,  Massachusetts.  The 
subdivisions  from  creating  a  pension  service  Report  of  the  National  Commissioner  of  Edu- 
for  any  public  employees  except  policemen  cation  for  1907  warrants  some  most  interest- 
and  firemen.  Here  we  have  a  square  battle  ing  conclusions  about  education  and  political 
between  democracy  and  the  aristocracy  of  progress.  The  Report  indicates  by  Table  7 
p>olitics  for  the  retention  of  special  privileges  that  the  daily  attendance  in  Massachusetts  is 
or  the  extension  of  democracy.  larger  than  in  any  other  state,  and  (Table  8) 

that  the  average  number  of  days*  attendance 

Education  aa  an  Efficieney  Frodacer  a  year  is  larger  than  in  any  other  state,  and 

hence  that  (Table  20)  the  33.2  cents  per  hun- 
But  this  crime  of  the  waste  years  between  dred  dollars  of  true  valuation  of  all  real  and 
twelve  and  eighteen  when  American  children  personal  property  expended  for  school  pur- 
leave  school  is  more  than  a  social  crime  poses  annually  brings  the  greatest  efficiency  in 
against  the  ballot  box — it  is  economic.  In  the  educational  result.  The  Report  indicates 
Annals  of  the  American  Academy  of  Political  that  Massachusetts  sends  more  of  her  children 
and  Social  Science  for  Januar)-,  1909  (p.  54),  more  days  in  the  year  to  higher  grade  schools 
we  find  an  investigator  writing:  "The  effi-  than  any  other  American  state.  It  is  there- 
ciency  of  the  German  workman,  due  to  con-  fore  fair  to  ask  what  does  the  state  get  out  of 
tinuation  schools,  has  increased  to  such  an  it?  How  does  the  school  ser\'e  a  progressive 
extent  that  German  investigators  feel  war-  sane  democracy  ?  A  monograph  of  the  Ameri- 
ranted  in  considering  American  competition  can  Academy  of  Social  and  Political  Science 
negligible."  These  same  German  investigators  is  devoted  to  Massachusetts  labor  legislation, 
declare  that  the  efficiency  of  the  American  and  finds  it  on  the  whole  the  wisest  labor 
workman  has  decreased  in  the  last  ten  years,  legislation  in  the  United  States.  In  railroad 
Our  own  American  consul-general  to  Berlin  legislation  Massachusetts  has  adopted  as  a 
considering  the  reports  of  these  German  in-  matter  of  course  provisions  for  state  owner- 
vestigators,  writes  in  a  formal  report  to  this  ship  of  raikoads  as  a  penalty  for  oppression, 
government:  "Reduced  to  its  simplest  terms  and  while  her  commission  has  no  rate-making 
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power,  it  has  information  upon  which  to  base  made  by  the  courts  as  a  result  of  a  most  inex- 

rate  suggestions,   and  that  information  col-  orable  law  of  human  nature.     Men  take  the 

lected  under  the  law  is  so  complete  and  so  color  of  their  times.    And  courts;  are  men.   So 

categorical  in  its  nature  that  a  rate  suggestion  when  the  times  change,  and  finally  when  in 

from  a  Massachusetts  commission  backed  by  changing  the  sentiment  of  the  people  becomes 

the  power  of  state  ownership,  has  all  the  teeth  fixed,  courts  bend  the  constitution  to  the  people, 
necessary  to  keep  rate  encroachments  at  a       Therefore  the  first  obligation  upon  those 

respectful  distance.     The  Commonwealth  has  who  would  change  the  trend  of  our  American 

led  all  the  other  states  in  providing  a  good  democracy  from  the  worship  of  property  rights 

substitute  for  old  age  pensions  for  its  citizens,  to  a  consideration  of  those  rights  in  relation  to^ 

It  regulated  its  public  utilities  w^ith  rigorous  the  rights  of  men  should  not  be  to  change  laws 

justice,  and  its  banking  laws  are  models  for  and  reform  the  courts,  but  to  go  to  the  bottom 

other    states.     Moreover,    without    primaries  and  make  men  and  women  who  can  think 

and  without  legal  aids  to  secure  representative  and  feel  and  act  justly  and  unselfishly.     The 

government,  other  than  the  most  radically  non-  mainspring  of  democracy  is  in  the  schools, 

partisan  ballot  law  in  the  United  States,  Mas-  The  high  schools,  the  colleges  and  the  univer- 

sachusetts  has  maintained  in  the  United  States  sities  train  between  one-third  and  two-fifths  of 

Senate  representative  men  who  by  sheer  intel-  our  people.     But  the  masses  are  from  the 

lectual  force  have  dominated  that  body  with  grades  at  or  under  the  sixth  grade.     Fortu- 

the   Massachusetts   idea   and    have    made —  nately  this  sixth  grade  mass  of  our  population 

whether  for  good  or  ill  —  the  Massachusetts  changes  with  the  generations,  and  the  edu- 

idea  a  power  in  this  nation  far  beyond  the  war-  cated  man  or  woman  is  found  in  almost  every 

rant  of  either  the  wealth,  the  population  or  the  family.     There   are   no   lines   of  intellectual 

geographical  area  of  the  Commonwealth.     And  cleavage.     And    the   leadership   of   the   best 

finally,  with  all  her  progress — ^and  one  who  ex-  trained  minds  and  hearts  is  rarely  if  ever  lost 

amines  the  laws  and  the  enforcement  of  laws  of  to  either  side  in  any  political  contest,  though 

the  several  states,  and  examines  them  carefully,  always  it  is  more  or  less  hampered;  and  often 

must  admit  that  upon  the  whole  Massachu-  the  compromises  which  wisdom  must  make 

setts  is  our  most  progressive  commonwealth —  with  honest  ignorance  play  into  the  hands  ol 

with  all  her  progress  the  federal  courts  have  those  whom  both  are  opposing.     The  dema- 

only  been  invoked  once  during  the  last  two  gogue  and  his  followers  are  after  all  the  chief 

years  to  set   aside  the  enforcement   of  any  agents  of  reaction.     Yet  the  demagogue  in  the 

Massachusetts  law.  fool's  school  of  experience  is  merely  teaching 

the  masses  at  a  terrible  cost  what  they  should 

SchtH^  and  the  CoutIm  have  learned  during  the  waste  years  between 

the  time  when  they  left  school  in  their  early 

And  that  brings  us  into  the  midst  of  the  teens  and  the  time  when  they  began  to  live  in 
whole  matter  of  this  American  democracy,  their  own  right  economically,  socially  and  po- 
Massachusetts  seems  to  show  us  that  the  basis  litically.  Moreover,  if  by  any  turn  of  the 
of  real  progress  is  in  the  school  house,  and  the  treacherous  kaleidoscope  of  p)olitics  some  issue 
experience  of  other  states  with  a  less  efficient  should  put  the  interests  of  a  majority  of  the 
school  system  proves  beyond  a  doubt  that  the  uninformed,  unschooled,  untrained  well-mean- 
limits  of  progress  are  found  in  the  restrictions  ing  three-fifths  of  our  population  upon  one 
put  upon  progress  by  the  courts — for  the  most  side  of  a  question  of  vital  importance  and 
part  restrictions  of  the  federal  courts.  their  better  trained  fellows  upon  the  other  side, 

But  it  is  obvious  that  they  mark  the  bounds  the  price  of  the  master  of  the  fool's  school 
beyond  which  democracy  at  any  given  time  might  be  the  disruption  of  the  Republic.  It 
may  not  trespass.  The  bounds  marked  by  is  inconceivable  how  such  a  thing  could  occur, 
the  courts  are  changing.  They  are  not  the  For  through  books  and  newspapers  and  the 
same  yesterday,  to-dav  and  forever.  And  scoresof  other  educational  agencies  of  the  land, 
even  though  the  constitution  is  not  formally  the  common  education  of  the  people  is  ad- 
amended,  its  interpretation  changes  as  the  vancing,  even  after  they  leave  the  school  house, 
people  grow  intellectually,  and  the  fundamen-  Indeed,  in  farming  and  storekeeping  and  in 
tal  law  of  yesterday  is  not  the  fundamental  law  many  of  the  outdoor  trades  which  require 
of  to-day,  nor  is  the  fundamental  law  of  the  alert  minds  to  pass  quick,  sure  judgments 
land  to-day  to  be  the  fundamental  law  to-  upon  a  score  of  matters  daily  there  is  no  ar- 
morrow.  The  constitution  is  amended  by  in-  rested  mental  development,  but  the  mind 
terpretation  more  than  by  formal  amendment,  grows  through  adolescence  until  maturity,  and 
and   the   amendments  by   interpretation   are  the  newspaper  and  the  public  library  finish 
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the  work  of  the  schools  for  millions  of  people,  perpetuity  of  our  institutions.    The  w&ste  of 

But  there  remain  other  millions,  bound  to  ma-  those  years  is  due  to  public  selfishness.    If 

chines,  working  automatically,  for  long  hours  the  child  leaves  school  for  social  reasons,  be- 

and  of  necessity  at  small  wages  (because  the  cause  he  does  not  feel  that  the  school  interests 

grade  of  intelligence  required  for  the  work  is  him,  it  is  demonstrable  that  better  schools — 

low),  and  these  millions  taken  from  school  at  higher  priced  teachers,  teaching  the  rough, 

the  end  of  infancy,  should  they  ever  unite  in  practical  things  which  early  adolescence  in- 

politics,  would  visit  upon  this  nation  a  terrible  stinctively    longs    for — ^will    hold    him.    But 

vengeance  for  its  criminal  neglect  of  their  that  requires  men  teachers,  and  to  hold  men 

^ause.    They  are  skeletons  in  our  national  of  the  right  sort  teaching  must  be  made  a 

closet.    Our  inhumanity  to  them  is  our  na-  career,  and  for  that  pensions  for  teachers  seem 

tional  sin,  for  which  we  must  suffer  if  we  do  to  be  necessary  unless  salaries  are  greatly  in- 

not  change  our  ways.  creased.     (Parenthetically  it   might   be  said 

that  there  is  no  reason  why  men  as  adults 

A  Bartender  for  Every  Two  School  Teachere  should  not  pay  the  taxes  required  tO  pension 

the  teacher  who  worked  too  cheaply  to  teach 
"It  is  practically  impossible  to  find  a  com-  them  as  children.)  If,  on  the  other  hand,  the 
munity  in  the  United  States,"  says  Nathan  C.  child  is  compelled  to  leave  school  because  his 
Schaeffer,  state  superintendent  of  Pennsyl-  parents  cannot  afford  to  keep  him  in  school — 
vania,  writing  in  the  discussion  of  taxation  as  for  economic  reasons,  in  short — then  the  pub- 
related  to  Public  Education,  published  by  the  lie,  having  need  of  the  child's  adult  judgment 
National  Educational  Association,  ''that  does  in  the  state,  should  reimburse  the  parents  for 
not  spend  more  money  for  whiskey  and  tobacco  their  loss  of  the  child's  miserable  wages,  and 
than  for  education."  The  Report  of  the  so  keep  the  child  in  school. 
United   States   Commissioner  of  Education, 

1907,  indicates  (p.  525)  that  there  are  only  "  The  Truth  ShaU  Make  You  Free  " 
twice  as  many  school  teachers  as  there  are 

bartenders  in  the  countr>\    So  while  the  ag-  Laws  will  not  make  us  a  free  people;  presi- 

gregate  amount  spent  for  schools  is  large,  the  dents  and  governors  will  not  make  us  free; 

comparative  amount  is  small.    A  few  states,  courts  will  not  make  us  free.    "Ye  shall  know 

notably  Ohio,  make  provision  for  the  reim-  the  truth,  and  the  truth  shall  make  you  free." 

bursement  of  parents  for  the  time  of  children  And  if  the  "general  genius  of  a  government" 

in  school.    And  eventually  all  the  states  must  — which  Hamilton  says  is  "all  that  can  be 

come  to  that  plan.    For  the  pittance  that  the  substantially  relied  upon  for  permanent  ef- 

child  can  earn  is  so  little  compared  with  the  fects" — does  not  give  the  people  the  truth  the 

need  of  the  state  for  that  child's  judgment  people  must  remain  in  bondage.    The  upper 

formed  by  a  trained  mind  in  making  public  grades  of  our  common  schools  and  our  high 

sentiment  when  he  is  grown,  that  it  is  folly  to  schools  and  our  colleges  and  universities  are 

haggle  over  the  expense  account.    If  democ-  turning  out  millions  of  men  and  women  who 

racy  is  to  go  forward,  it  must  begin  to  move  are  giWng  their  lives  to  society  unselfishly  as 

in  the  schools  of  the  countr}'.    Now  as  a  peo-  teachers  and  preachers  and  farmers  and  doc- 

ple  we  can  move  quickly  when  we  desire  to  tors  and  law}''ers  and  mechanics  and  mer- 

move  quickly.    Within  ten  years  there  has  chants,  whose  chief  thought  is  not  for  money 

been  a  complete  change  in  the  American  mind  — men  and  women  who  form  the  bulk  of  the 

about  the  treatment  of  defective  children.  We  well-housed,    well-clad,    well-fed    prosperous 

have  stopped  putting  children  in  jail;  the  body  of  the  people  neither  rich  nor  poor, 

juvenile  court  has  come  into  the  judicial  sys-  But  often  there  rises  in  a  town,  a  state  or  a 

tem  of  practically  ever}-  American  state.    We  nation  some  ignorant,  selfish,  crafty,  brutal 

do  not  count  its  cost,  because  we  see  its  justice,  human  \*ulture,  fat  with  prey  taken  within  the 

The  enlightened  selfishness  of  the  American  law,   and  greedy  for  more.    He  debauches 

people   makes   them   regard   investments   in  legislatures;  he  blinds  the  courts,  and  controk 

playgrounds,    children's    camps,    recreation  executives.    The  public  sentiment  of  educated 

places  on  docks  and  piers,  boys'  farms  and  people  does  not  check  him,  as  it  does  the 

similar  institutions  for  children,  as  profitable  greedy  man  from  the  college.    He  is  crass, 

investments.      And    the   enlightened    selfish-  vicious  and  unrestrained.    Yet  he  is  our  own 

ness  of  the  people — their  public  altruism —  child.    He  and  the  criminal  of  the  slums  are 

must  be  awakened  to  the  fact  that  the  waste  brothers;  andl  society  has  made  both  the  igno- 

years  of  early  adolescence  of  our  American  rant  slums  of  the  rich  man  and  the  ignorant  slums 

children  constitute  the  greatest  menace  to  the  of  the  poor  man.    For  society  has  denied  them, 
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both  the  slums  of  the  rich  and  the  slums  of  the  country.    Yet  they — these  social  outlaws — are 

poor,  the  truth  that  would  make  them  free,  but  the  incarnation  of  our  National  greed. 

And  we  must  all  suffer  for  our  sin  to  them.  They  speak  for  democracy,  too;  they  are  a  part 

For  all  our  new  machinery  of  democracy,  our  of  democracy;  they  are  products  of  democracy, 

secret  ballot,  our  purified  party  system,  our  This  is  their  government  as  well  as  the  govern- 

primary  nominations,  our  direct  legislation,  ment  of  the  middle  classes.    They  and  all  the 

will  avail  us  little  against  the  man  of  these  two  evils  in  their  train — crime,  poverty,  injustice, 

slums.     Together,  one  in  industry,   and  the  suffering — are  signs  of  our  bondage  to  ignor- 

other  in  crime,  sometimes  allied,  and  never  far  ance  and  greed.     It  is  a  bondage  self>imposed. 

apart,  these  men,  like  jungle  beasts,  live  upon  For  at  our  own  hands  unchecked  by  courts  or 

the  flesh  and  blood  of  the  children.     Into  their  by  federal  laws,  or  by  state  statutes  lies  the 

lairs  either  as  plunder  of  wages  or  prey  of  school  system  of  the  people.      "And  the  truth 

crime  go  the  waste  years  of  adolescence  in  this  shall  make  you  free. " 
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Sy  MARGARET  STEELE  ANDERSON 

You  may  sing  of  the  race  as  you  will — I  ning  the  goal. 
The  beauteous  goal,  that  draws  the  bleeding  feet. 
And  lights  the  brow,  and  lifts  the  fainting  soul. 
And  turns  the  bitter  hardship  into  sweet  1 
(But  oh,  1  pray  the  goal  may  be  the  place 
1  thought  it  was  the  while  1  ran  the  race  I) 

You  may  sing  of  the  fight  as  you  will — 1  sing  the  prize. 

That  noble  prize  for  which  the  fighter  stands. 

Reason  and  hope  for  all  his  agonies 

Of  struggling  limbs  and  ever-straining  hands  I 

(But  oh,  I  pray  the  prize  be  no  less  bright 

Than  1  conceived  it,  panting  in  the  fight  I) 

You  may  sing  of  the  work  as  you  will — I  sing  its  aim. 

Far-throned  beauty  and  far-beck*ning  light. 

That  call  the  worker  onward  more  than  fame. 

Sun  to  his  day  and  star  upon  his  night  I 

(But  oh,  I  pray  the  aim  be  what  I  sought 

And  visioned  ceaselessly  the  while  1  wrought  I) 

Howe'er  it  be,  O  Watcher  of  the  race, 

Lx>rd  of  the  vict*ry.  Giver  of  the  prize, 

1  thank  Thee  for  the  hope  before  my  face, 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  dream  before  mine  eyes  I 

And  this  I  dare :  to  think  Thou  hast  not  wrought 

Or  dream  or  ardent  dreamer  all  for  naught  1 
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Author  o(  "  The  CaU  of  the  Wiid/'  etc 
With  IDiistrations  by  M.  Leone  Bracket 

YOU  cannot  escape  liking  the  climate, "  And  each  evening  I  had  watched  the  sea-breath 
Cudworth  said,  in  reply  to  my  pane-  die  away  to  heavenly  calm,  and  heard  the  land- 
gyric  on  the  Kona  coast.  "  I  was  a  breath  softly  make  its  way  through  the  coffee 
young  fellow,  just  out  of  college,  when  I  came  trees  and  monkey-pods, 
here  eighteen  years  ago.  I  never  went  back,  "It  is  a  land  of  perpetual  calm,"  I  said, 
except,  of  course,  to  ^isit.  And  I  warn  you,  if  "  Does  it  ever  blow  here  ? — ever  really  blow  ? 
you  have  some  spot  dear  to  you  on  earth,  not  to  You  know  what  I  mean. " 
linger  here  too  long,  else  you  will  find  this  Cudworth  shook  his  head  and  pointed  east- 
dearer.  "  ward. 

We  had  finished  dinner,  w^hich  had  been  "  How^  can  it  blow,  with  a  barrier  like  that  to 

served  on  the  big  lanai,  the  one  with  a  northerly  stop  it  ?  " 

exposure,  though  exposure  is  indeed  a  mis-  Far  above  towered  the  huge  bulks  of  Mauna 

nomer  in  so  delectable  a  climate.  Kea  and  Mauna  Loa,  seeming  to  blot  out  half 

The  candles  had  been  put  out,  and  a  slim,  the  starry  sky.  Two  miles  and  a  half  above 
white-clad  Japanese  slipped  like  a  ghost  our  heads  they  reared  their  own  heads,  white 
through  the  silvery  moonlight,  presented  us  with  snow  that  the  tropic  sun  had  failed  to  melt, 
with  cigars,  and  faded  away  into  the  darkness  "Thirty  miles  away,  right  now,  1*11  wager,  it 
of  the  bungalow.  I  looked  through  a  screen  of  is  blowing  forty  mUes  an  hour. " 
banana  and  lehua  trees,  and  down  across  the  I  smiled  incredulously, 
guava  scrub  to  the  quiet  sea  a  thousand  feet  be-  Cudworth  stepped  to  the  lanai  telephone, 
neath.  For  a  week,  ever  since  I  had  landed  He  called  up,  in  succession,  Waimea,  Kohala, 
from  the  tiny  coasting-steamer,  I  had  been  and  Hamakua.  Snatches  of  his  conversation 
stopping  with  Cudworth,  and  during  that  time  told  me  that  the  wind  was  blowing:  "Rip- 
no  wind  had  ruffled  that  unvexed  sea.  True,  snorting  and  back-jumping,  eh?  .  .  .  How 
there  had  been  breezes,  but  they  were  the  long  ?  .  .  .  Only  a  week  ?  .  .  .  Hello, 
gentlest  zephyrs  that  ever  blew  through  sum-  Abe,  is  that  you  ?  .  .  .  Yes,  yes.  .  .  . 
mer  isles.  They  were  not  winds;  they  were  You  mil  plant  coffee  on  the  Hamakua  coast, 
sighs — ^long,  balmy  sighs  of  a  world  at  rest.  .     .     .     Hang  your  wind-breaks!     You  should 

"A  lotus  land,"  I  said.  see  wy  trees." 

"  Where  each  day  is  like  every  day,  and  every  "  Blowing  a  gale, "  he  said  to  me,  turning 

day  is  a  paradise  of  days, "  he  answered.  "  Noth-  from  hanging  up  the  receiver.     "  I  always  have 

ing  ever  happens.     It  is  not  too  hot.     It  is  to  joke  Abe  on  his  coffee.    He  has  five  hundred 

not  too  cold.     It  is  always  just  right.    Have  acres,  and  he's  done  mar\'els  in  wind-breaking, 

you  noticed  how  the  land  and  the  sea  breathe  but  how  he  keeps  the  roots  in  the  ground  is  be- 

tum  and  turn  about  ?  "  yond  me.     Blow  ?  It  always  blows  on  the  Ha- 

Indeed  I  had  noticed  that  delicious,  rhyth-  makuaside.     Kohala  reports  a  schooner  under 

mic,  intermingled  breathing.    Each  morning  I  double  reefs  beating  up  the  channel  between 

had  watched  the  sea-breeze  begin  at  the  shore  Hawaii  and  Maui,  and  making  heavy  weather 

and  slowly  extend  seaward  as  it  blew^  the  mild-  of  it. " 

est,  softest  whiff  of  ozone  to  the  land.      It  "It   is   hard   to   realize,"   I   said   lamely, 

played  over  the  sea,  just  faintly  darkening  its  "  Doesn't  a  little  whiff  of  it  ever  eddy  around 

surface,  with  here  and  there  and  ever3rwhere  somehow,  and  get  down  here?" 

long  lanes  of  calm,  shifting,  changing,  drifting,  "  Not  a  whiff.     Our  land-breeze  is  absolutely 

according  to  the  capricious  kisses  of  the  breeze,  of  no  kin,  for  it  begins  this  side  of  Mauna  Kea 
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and  Mauna  Loa.     You  see,  the  land  radiates  precipice,  slipping,  slipping,  and  you  were  able 

its  heat  quicker  than  the  sea,  arid  so,  at  night,  to  do  nothing.     That  was  just  it.     I  could  do 

the  land  breathes  over  the  sea.     In  the  day  the  nothing.    I  saw  it  coming,  and  I  could  do  noth- 

land  becomes  warmer  than  the  sea,  and  the  sea  ing.   My  God,  man !  what  could  I  do  ?  There  it 

breathes   over  the  land.                       Listen !  was,  malignant  and  incontestable,  the  mark  of 

Here  comes  the  land-breath  now,  the  mountain-  the  thing  on  his  brow.     No  one  else  saw  it.     It 

wind. "  was  because  I  loved  him  so,  I  do  believe,  that  I 

I  could  hear  it  coming,  rustling  softly  through  alone  saw  it.     I  could  not  credit  the  testimony 

the  coffee  trees,  stirring  the  monkey-pods,  and  of  my  senses.     It  was  too  incredibly  horrible, 

sighing    through    the    sugar-cane.     On    the  Yet  there  it  was,  on  his  brow,  on  his  ears.     I 

lanai  the  hush  still  reigned.     Then  it  came,  the  had  seen  it,  the  slight  puff  of  the  ear-lobes — 

first  feel  of  the  mountain-wind,  faintly  balmy,  oh,  so  imperceptibly  slight.     I  watched  it  for 

fragrant  and  spicy,  and  cool,  deliciously  cool,  months.     Then,  next,  hoping  against  hope,  the 

a  silken  coolness,  a  wine-like  coolness — cool  darkening  of  the  skin  above  both  eyebrows — 

as  only  the  mountain-wind  of  Kona  can  be  cool,  oh,  so  faint,  just  like  the  dimmest  touch  of  sun- 

"  Do  you  wonder  that  I  lost  my  heart  to  Kona  bum.     I  should  have  thought  it  sunburn  but 

eighteen  years  ago  ?  "  he  demanded.     "  I  could  that  there  was  a  shine  to  it,  such  an  invisible 

never  leave  it  now.     I  think  1  should  die.     It  shine,  like  a  little  high-light  seen  for  a  moment 

would  be  terrible.     There  was  another  man  and  gone  the  next.     I  tried  to  believe  it  was 

who  loved  it,  even  as  I.     I  think  he  loved  it  sunburn,  only  I  could  not.     I  knew  better.    No 

more,  for  he  was  bom  here  on  the  Kona  coast,  one  noticed  it  but  me.     No  one  ever  noticed  it 

He  was  a  great  man,  my  best  friend,  my  more  except  Stephen  Kaluna,  and  I  did  not  know 

than  brother.     But  he  left  it,  and  he  did  not  that  till  afterward.     But  I  saw  it  coming,  the 

die."  whole  damnable,  unnameable  awfulness  of  it; 

"Love?"  I  queried.     "A  woman?"  but  I  refused  to  think  about  the  future.     I  was 

Cud  worth  shook  his  head.  afraid.     I  could  not.     And  of  nights  I  cried 

"  Nor  will  he  ever  come  back,  though  his  over  it. 

heart  will  be  here  until  he  dies. "  "He  was  my  friend.     We  fished  sharks  on 

He  paused  and  gazed  down  upon  the  beach-  Niihau  together.     We  hunted  wild  cattle  on 

lights  of  Kailua.     I  smoked  silently  and  waited.  Mauna   Kea   and   Mauna   Loa.     We   broke 

"  He  was  already  in  love     .     .     .     with  his  horses  and  branded  steers  on  the  Carter  Ranch, 

wife.    Also,  he  had  three  children,  and  he  loved  We    hunted   goats   through   Haleakala.     He 

them.     They  are  in  Honolulu  now.     The  boy  taught  me  diving  and  surfing  until  I  was  nearly 

is  going  to  college. "  as  clever  as  he,  and  he  was  cleverer  than  the 

"  Some  rash  act  ? "    I  questioned,   after  a  average  Kanaka.     I  have  seen  him  dive  in  fif- 

time,  impatiently.  teen  fathoms,  and  he  could  stay  down  two 

He  shook  his  head.     "  Neither  guilty  of  any-  minutes.     He  was  an  amphibian  and  a  moun- 

thing  criminal,  nor  charged  with  anything  crim-  taineer.     He  could  climb  wherever  a  goat  dared 

inal.     He  was  the  sheriff  of  Kona. "  climb.     He  was  afraid  of  nothing.     He  was  on 

"  You  choose  to  be  paradoxical, "  I  said.  the  wrecked  Luga,  and  he  swam  thirty  miles  in 

" I  suppose  it  does  sound  that  way,"  he  ad-  thirty-six  hours  in  a  heavy  sea.     He  could  fight 

mitted,  "and  that  is  the  perfect  hell  of  it."  his  way  out  through  breaking  combers  that 

He  looked  at  me  searchingly  for  a  moment,  would  batter  you  and  me  to  a  jelly.     He  was  a 

and  then  abruptly  took  up  the  tale.  great,  glorious  man-god.    We  went  through  the 

"  He  was  a  leper.     No,  he  was  not  bom  with  Revolution  together.     Wc  were  both  romantic 

it — no  one  is  bom  with  it;  it  came  upon  him.  loyalists.     He  was  shot  twice  and  sentenced  to 

This  man — what  does  it  matter?   Lyte  Greg-  death.     But  he  was  too  great  a  man  for  the  re- 

ory  was  his  name.     Every  kamaina  knows  the  publicans  to  kill.     He  laughed  at  them.  Later, 

story.     He  was  straight  American  stock,  but  he  they  gave  him  honor  and  made  him  sheriff  of 

was  built  like  the  chieftains  of  old  Hawaii.     He  Kona.     He  was  a  simple  man,  a  boy  that  never 

stood  six  feet  three.     His  stripped  weight  was  grew  up.     His  was  no  intricate  brain  pattern, 

two  hundred  and  twenty  pounds,  not  an  ounce  He  had  no  twists  nor  quirks  in  his  mental  proc- 

of  which  was  not  clean  muscle  or  bone.     He  esses.     He  went  straight  to  the  point,  and  his 

was   the   strongest    man    I    have  ever  seen,  points  were  always  simple. 

He  was  an  athlete  and  a  giant.     He  was  a  "And    he    was   sanguine.     Never   have    I 

god.     He  was  my  friend.     And  his  heart  and  known  so  confident  a  man,  nor  a  man  so  satis- 

his  soul  were  as  big  and  as  fine  as  his  body.  fied  and  happy.     He  did  not  ask  anything  from 

"I  wonder  what  you  would  do  if  you  saw  your  life.     There  was  nothing  left  to  be  desired. 

ffiend,  your  brother,  on  the  slippery  lip  of  a  For  him  life  had  no  arrears.     He  had  been  paid 
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in  full,  cash  down,  and  in  advance.     What  bets  again.     But  the  strain  was  too  much  for 

more  could  he  possibly  desire  than  that  magnifi-  him. 

cent  body,  that  iron  constitution,  that  immu-        "*Hold  on,  Gregory,'  he  said  at  last.    *IVe 

nityfromallordinaryills,  and  that  lowly  whole-  got  you  beaten  from  the  start.     I  don't  want 

someness  of  soul?   Physically  he  was  perfect,  any  of  your  money.     I've  got ' 

He  had  never  been  sick  in  his  life.  He  did  not  "'Never  mind  what  youVe  got,'  Lyte  inter- 
know  what  a  headache  was.  When  I  was  so  rupted.  *You  don't  know  what  I've  got.  I 
afflicted  he  used  to  look  at  me  in  wonder,  and  guess  I'll  take  a  look. ' 

make  me  laugh  with  his  clumsy  attempts  at        "  He  looked,  and  raised  the  German  a  hun- 

sympathy.    He  did  not  understand  such  a  dred  dollars.    Then  they  went  at  it  again,  back 

thing  as  a  headache.    He  could  not  understand,  and  forth  and  back  and  forth,  until  Schultz 

Sanguine?    No  wonder.    How  could  he  be  weakened  and  called,  and  laid  down  his  three 

otherwise  with  that  tremendous  vitality  and  in-  aces.    Lyte  faced  his  five  cards.    They  were 

credible  health?  all   black.    He  had  drawn  two  more  clubs. 

"  Just  to  show  you  what  faith  he  had  in  his  Do  you  know,  he  just  about  broke  Schultz's 

glorious  star,  and,  also,  what  sanction  he  had  nerve  as  a  poker  player.    He  never  played  in 

for  that  faith.    He  was  a  youngster  at  the  time  the  same  form  again.    He  lacked  confidence 

— I  had  just  met  him — ^when  he  went  into  a  after  that,  and  was  a  bit  wobbly, 
poker  game  at  Wailuku.    There  was  a  big       " '  But  how  could  you  do  it  ? '  I  asked  Lyte 

German  in  it,  Schultz  his  name  was,  and  he  afterward.  '  You  knew  he  had  you  beaten  when 

played  a  brutal,  domineering  game.    He  had  he  drew  two  cards.    Besides,  you  never  looked 

had  a  run  of  ludc  as  well,  and  he  was  quite  in-  at  your  own  draw. ' 

sufferable,  when  Lyte  Gregory  dropped  in  and  " '  I  didn't  have  to  look, '  was  Lyte's  answer, 
took  a  hand.  The  very  firet  hand  it  was  *  I  knew  they  were  two  clubs  all  the  time.  They 
Schultz's  blind.  Lyte  came  in,  as  well  as  the  just  had  to  be  two  clubs.  Do  you  think  I  was 
others,  and  Schultz  raised  them  out — all  except  going  to  let  that  big  Dutchman  beat  me  ?  It 
Lyte.  He  did  not  like  the  German's  tone,  and  was  impossible  that  he  should  beat  me.  It  is 
he  raised  him  back.  Schultz  raised  in  turn,  not  my  way  to  be  beaten.  I  just  have  to  win. 
and  in  turn  Lyte  raised  Schultz.  So  they  went,  Why,  I'd  have  been  the  must  surprised  man  in 
back  and  forth.  The  stakes  were  big.  And  this  world  if  they  hadn't  been  all  clubs. ' 
do  you  know  what  Lyte  held  ?  A  pair  of  kings  "  That  was  Lyte's  way,  and  maybe  it  will 
and  three  little  clubs.  It  wasn't  poker.  Lyte  help  you  to  appreciate  his  colossal  optimism, 
wasn't  playing  poker.  He  was  playing  his  As  he  put  it,  he  just  had  to  succeed,  to  fare  well, 
optimism.  He  (Udn't  know  what  Schultz  held,  to  prosper.  And  in  that  same  incident,  as  in 
but  he  raised  and  raised  until  he  made  Schultz  ten  thousand  others,  he  found  his  sanction, 
squeal,  and  Schultz  held  three  aces  all  the  time.  The  thing  was  that  he  did  succeed,  did  pros- 
Think  of  it!  A  man  with  a  pair  of  kings  com-  per.  That  was  why  he  was  afraid  of  nothing, 
pelling  three  aces  to  see  before  the  draw!  Nothing  could  ever  happen  to  him.    He  knew 

"Well,  Schultz  called  for  two  cards.  Another  it,  because  nothing  had  ever  happened  to  him. 

German  was  dealing,  Schultz's  friend  at  that.  That  time  the  Luga  was  lost  and  he  swam 

Lyte  knew  then  that  he  was  up  against  three  of  thirty  miles,  he  was  in  the  water  two  whole 

a  kind.    Now  what  did  he  do?   What  would  nights  and  a  day.    And  during  all  that  terrible 

you  have  done?   Drawn  three  cards  and  held  stretch  of  time  he  never  lost  hope  once,  never 

up  the  kings,  of  course.     Not  Lyte.     He  was  once  doubted  the  outcome.     He  just  knew  he 

playing  optimism.     He  threw  the  kings  away,  was  going  to  make  the  land.     He  told  me  so 

held  up  the  three  little  clubs,  and  drew  two  himself,  and  I  know  it  was  the  truth, 
cards.    He  never  looked  at  them.    He  looked        "Well,  that  is  the  kind  of  a  man  Lyte 

across  at  Schultz  to  bet,  and  Schultz  did  bet,  Gregory  was.    He  was  of  a  different  race  from 

big.     Since  he  himself  held  three  aces  he  knew  ordinary,   ailing  mortals.     He  was  a  lordly 

he  had   Lyte,   because  he   played   Lyte   for  being,  untouched  by  common  ills  and  misfor- 

threes,  and,  necessarily,  they  would  have  to  tunes.     Whatever  he  wanted  he  got.     He  won 

be  smaller  threes.      Poor  Schultz!    He   was  his  wife — one  of  the  Caruthers,  a  Uttle  beauty — 

perfectly   correct   under   the   premises.     His  from  a  dozen  rivals.     And  she  settled  down  and 

mistake  was  that  he  thought  Lyte  was  playing  made  him  the  finest  wife  in  the  world.     He 

poker.     They  bet  back  and  forth  for  five  min-  wanted  a  boy.     He  got  it.     He  wanted  a  girl 

utes,  until  Schultz's  certainty  began  to  ooze  out.  and  another  boy.     He  got  them.     And  they 

And  all  the  time  Lyte  had  never  looked  at  his  were  just  right,  without  spot  or  blemish,  and 

two  cards,  and  Schultz  knew  it.     I  could  see  with  chests  like  little  barrels,  and  with  all  the 

Schultz  think,  and  revive,  and  splurge  with  his  inheritance  of  his  own  health  and  strength.   '^ 
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"  And  then  it 
happened.  The 
mark  of  the  beast 
was  Idd  upon 
him.  I  watched 
it  for  a  year.  Il 
broke  my  heart. 
But  he  did  not 
know  it,  nor  did 
anybody  else  guess 
it  except  (hat 
cursed  hapa-liaole, 
Stephen  Kaluna. 
He  knew  It,  but  I 
did  not  know  that 
he  did.  And — 
yes — Doc  St  row - 
bridge  knew  it. 
He  was  the  federal 
phyacian,  and  he 
had  developed  the 
leper  eye.  You 
see,  part  of  his 
buuness  was  to 
examine  suspects 
and  order  them  to 
the  receiving  sta- 
tion at  Honolulu. 
And  Stephen  Ka- 
luna had  devel- 
oped the  leper  eye. 
The  disease  ran 
strong  in  his  fami- 
ly, and  four  or  five 
of  his  relatives 
were  already  on 
Molokai. 

"The  trouble 
arose  overbtephen 
Kaluna 's  sister. 
When  she  be- 
came suspect,  and 
before  Doc  Strowbridge  could  get  hold  of  her, 
her  brother  spirited  her  away  to  some  hiding 
place.  Lyte  was  sheriff  of  Kona,  and  it  was 
his  business  to  find  her. 

"  We  were  all  over  at  Kilo  that  night,  in  Ned 
Austin's.  Stephen  Kaluna  was  there  when  we 
came  in,  by  himH;lf,  in  his  cups,  and  quarrel- 
somc.  Lyte  was  laughing  over  some  joke — 
that  huge,  happy  laugh  of  a  giant  l>oy.  Kaluna 
spat  contemptuously  on  the  floor.  I.yte  no- 
ticed, so  did  everybody;  but  he  ignored  the 
fellow.  Kaluna  was  looking  for  trouble.  He 
took  it  as  a  personal  gnidge  that  I.yte  was  try- 
ing to  apprehend  his  ^^ter.  In  half  a  dozen 
ways  he  advertised  his  displeasure  at  I-yte's 
presence,  but  Lyte  ignored  him.  1  im;i(one  Lyte 
was  a  hit  sorry  for  him,  for  the  hardest  duty  of 


choke  it  out  oS  you  I '  ' 


his  office  was  the  a])preliension  of  lejjcrs.  It  is 
not  a  nice  thing  to  go  into  a  man's  house  and 
tear  away  a  father,  mother,  or  child,  who  has 
done  no  wn>ng,  and  to  send  such  a  one  to  per- 
petual banishment  on  Molokai.  Of  course,  it 
is  necessary  as  a  protetlion  to  si>ciety,  and  Lyie, 
I  do  beHcve,  would  have  liccn  the  first  to  ap- 
prehend his  own  father  did  he  Income  suspect. 

"l-'inally,  Kaluna  blurted  out:  'Look  here, 
Gregory,  you  think  you're  going  to  find  Ka- 
laniwco.  but  you're  not, ' 

"  Kalaniwco  was  his  sislcr.  Lyte  glanced  at 
him  when  his  name  was  culled,  but  he  made  no 
answer.  Kaluna  was  furious.  He  was  work- 
ing himself  up  all  the  time. 

"Til  tell  you  one  thing, 'he  shouted.  'You'll 
Im?  on  Molokai  yourself  before  ever  you  get 
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Kalaniweo  there.     I'll  tell  you  what  you  are.  whisper  of  fright  and  horror.     It  was  fear  that 
You've  no  right  to  be  in  the  company  of  honest  fluttered  in  his  throat,  and  I  don't  thinli  that 
men.   You've  made  a  terrible  fuss  talking  about  ever  in  hb  Life  before  be  had  known  fear, 
you're  duty,  haven't  you?    You've  sent  many  "Then  his  colossal  optimism  asserted  it- 
lepers  to  Moiokai,  and  knowing  all   the  time  self,  and  he  laughed  again: 


you  belonged  there 
yourself. ' 

"I'd  seen  Lyte 
angry  more  than 
once,  but  never 
quite  so  angry  as 
at  that  moment. 
Leprosy  with  us, 
you  know,  is  not  a 
thing  to  jest  about. 
He  made  one  leap 
across  the  floor, 
dragging  Kaluna 
out  of  his  chair  with 
a  clutch  on  his  neck. 
He  shook  him  back 
and  forth  savagely, 
till  you  could  hear 
the  half-caste's 
teeth  rattling. 

'"What  do  you 
mean?'  Lyte  was 
demanding.  'Spit 
it  out,  man,  or  I'll 
choke  it  out  of  you!' 

"You  know,  in 
the  West  there  is  a 
certain  phrase  that 
a  man  must  smile 
while  uttering.  So 
with  us  of  the 
islands,  only  our 
phrase  is  related  to 

leprosy.     No  matter  what  Kaluna  was,  he  was    called  again,  taking  a  step  nearer. 
no  coward.    As  soon  as  Lyte  eased  the  grip  on        "He  called  timidly,  and  of  all  nightmares  of 
his  throat  he  answered:  horrors  the  most  frightful  was  to  hear  timidity 

" '  I'll  tell  you  what  I  mean.     You  are  a  leper    in  Lyte  Gregory's  voice, 
yourself.'  '"John,  John,  what  does  it  mean?'  he  went 

.  "  Lyte  suddenly  flung  the  half-caste  sidewise  on,  still  more  timidly.  '  It's  a  joke,  isn't  it  ? 
into  a  chair,  letting  him  down  easily  enough.  John,  here's  my  hand.  If  I  were  a  leper 
Then  Lyte  broke  out  into  honest,  hearty  would  I  offer  you  my  hand?  Am  I  a  leper, 
laughter.     But  he  laughed  alone,  and  when  he    John?' 

discovered  it  he  looked  around  at  our  faces.  I  "  He  held  out  his  hand,  and  what  in  high 
had  reached  his  side  and  was  trying  to  get  him  heaven  or  hell  did  I  care  ?  He  was  my  friend. 
lo  come  away,  but  he  took  no  notice  of  me.  I  took  his  hand,  though  it  cut  me  to  the  heart  to 
He  was  gazing,  fascinated,  at  Kaluna,  who  see  the  way  his  face  brightened. 
was  brushing  at  his  own  throat  in  a  flurried,  "'It  was  only  a  joke,  Lyte,'  I  said.  'We 
nervous  way,  as  if  lo  brush  off  the  contamina-  tixed  it  up  on  you.  But  you're  right.  It's  too 
tion  of  the  fingers  that  had  clutched  him.  serious.  We  won't  do  it  again.' 
The  action  was  unreasoned,  genuine.  "  He  did  not  laugh  this  time.     He  smiled,  as 

"Lyte  looked  around  at  us,  slowly  passing    a  man  awakened  from  a  bad  dream  and  still 
from  face  to  face.  oppressed  by  the  substance  of  the  dream. 

'"My  God,  fellow-;  My  God"  he  said.  "'All  right  then,'  he  said.     'Don't  do  it 

"  He  did  not  >i)c:ik  it.     It  was  more  a  hoarse    again,  and  I'll  stand  for  the  drinks.     But  I  may 


"Lyie  peered  and  peered,  and  I  uw  hk  handi  Irembliiig " 


"'A  good  joke — 
whoever  put  it  up, ' 
he  said.  'The 
drinks  are  on  me. 
I  had  a  scare  for  a 
moment.  But,  fel- 
lows, don't  do  it 
again,  to  anybody. 
It's  too  serious.  I 
tell  you  I  died  a 
thousand  deaths  iii 
that  moment.  I 
thought  of  my  wife 
and  the  kids, 
and    .     .    .     ' 

"  His  voice  broke, 
and  the  half-caste, 
still  throat -brush- 
ing, drew  his  eyes. 
He  was  puzzled  and 
worried. 

"'John,'  he  said, 
turning  toward  me. 

"His  jovial, 
rotund  voice  rang 
in  my  ears.  But  I 
could  not  answer. 
I  was  swallowing 
hard  at  that  mo- 
ment, and  besides  I 
knew  myface  didn't 
look  just  right. 
■John,'      he 
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as  well  confess  that  you  fellows  had  me  going  **Doc  Strowbridge  told  me  about  it  after- 
south  for  a  moment.  Look  at  the  way  IVe  ward.  He  was  working  late  over  a  report 
been  sweating. '  when  Lyte  came  into  his  office.     Lyte  had  al- 

"He  sighed  and  wiped  the  sweat  from  his  ready  recovered  his  optimism,  and  came  swing- 
forehead  as  he  started  to  step  toward  the  bar.  ing  in,  a  trifle  angry  with  Kaluna  to  be  sure,  but 

"'It  is  no  joke,'  Kaluna  said  abruptly.  very  certain  of  himself.     'What  could  I  do?' 

" I  looked  murder  at  him,  and  I  felt  murder,  Doc  asked  me.     'I  knew  he  had  it.     I  had 

too.     But  I  dared  not  speak  or  strike.     That  seen  it  coming  on  for  months.     I  couldn't 

would  have  precipitated  the  catastrophe  which  answer  him.     I  couldn't  say  yes.     I  don't  mind 

I  somehow  had  a  mad  hope  of  still  averting.  telling  you  I  broke  down  and  cried.     He  plead- 

***It  is  no  joke,'  Kaluna  repeated.     *You  ed  for  the  bacteriological  test.     "Snip  out  a 

are  a  leper,  Lyte  Gregory,  and  you've  no  right  piece,  Doc,"  he  said,  over  and  over.     "Snip 

putting  your  hands  on  honest  men's  flesh — on  out  a  piece  of  skin  and  make  the  test. "  ' 

the  clean  flesh  of  honest  men.'  "The  way  Doc  Strowbridge  cried  must  have 

"Then  Gregory  flared  up.  convinced  Lyte.     The  Claudine  was  leaving 

"'The  joke  has  gone  far  enough!    Quit  it!  next  morning  for  Honolulu.     We  caught  him 

Quit  it,  I  say,  Kaluna,  or  I'll  give  you  a  beat-  when  he  was  going  aboard.     You  see,  he  was 

ing!'  headed  for  Honolulu  to  give  himself  up  to  the 

"'You  undergo  a  bacteriological  examina-  Board  of  Health.     We  could  do  nothing  with 

lion,'  Kaluna  answered,  'and  then  you  can  him.     He  had  sent  too  many  to  Molokai  to 

beat  me — to  death,  if  you  want   to.     Why,  hang  back  himself.     We  argued  for  Japan, 

man,  look  at  yourself  there  in  the  glass.     You  But  he  wouldn't  hear  of  it.     *  I've  got  to  take 

can  see  it.     Anybody  can  see  it.     You're  de-  my  medicine,  fellows,'  was  all  he  would  say, 

veloping  the  lion  face.     See  where  the  skin  is  and  he  said  it  over  and  over.     He  was  obsessed 

darkened  there  over  your  eyes. '  with  the  idea. 

"Lyte  peered  and  peered,  and  I  saw  his  "He  wound  up  all  his  affairs  from  the  Re- 
hands  trembling.  ceiving  Station  at  Honolulu,  and  went  down  to 

"'I  can  see  nothing,'  he  said  finally,  then  Molokai.     He  didn't  get  on  well  there.     The 

turned  on  the  hapa-hnole,     *  You  have  a  black  resident  physician  wrote  us  that  he  was  a 

heart,  Kaluna.     And  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  shadow  of  his  old  self.     You  see  he  was  griev- 

that  you  have  given  me  a  scare  that  no  man  has  ing  about  his  wife  and  the  kids.     He  knew  we 

a  right  to  give  another.     I  take  you  at  your  were  taking  care  of  them,  but  it  hurt  him  just 

word.     I  am  going  to  settle  this  thing  right  now.  the  same.     After  six  months  or  so  I  went  down 

I  am  going  straight  to  Doc  Strowbridge.    And  to  Molokai.     I  sat  on  one  side  a  plate-glass 

when  I  come  back,  watch  out.'  window,  and  he  on  the  other.     We  looked  at 

"He  never  looked  at  us,  but  started  for  the  each  other  through  the  glass,  and  talked  through 

door.  what  might  be  called  a  speaking-tube.     But  it 

'"You  wait  here,  John,'  he  said,  waving  me  was  hopeless.     He  had  made  up  his  mind  to 

back  from  accompanying  him.  remain.     Four  mortal  hours  I  argued.     I  was 

"We  stood  around  like  a  group  of  ghosts.  exhausted  at  the  end.     My  steamer  was  whis- 

" '  It  is  the  truth, '  Kaluna  said.     '  You  could  tling  for  me,  too. 

see  it  for  yourselves. '  "But    we    couldn't    stand    for   it.     Three 

"They  looked  at  me,  and  I  nodded.  Harry  months  later  we  chartered  the  schooner  Hal- 
Burnley  lifted  his  glass  to  his  lips,  but  lowered  cyon.  She  was  an  opium  smuggler,  and  she 
it  untasted.  He  spilled  half  of  it  over  the  bar.  sailed  like  a  witch.  Her  master  was  a  square- 
His  lips  were  trembling  like  a  child  that  is  about  head  who  would  do  anything  for  money,  and 
to  cry.  Ned  Austin  made  a  clatter  in  the  we  made  a  charter  to  China  worth  his  while, 
ice-chest.  He  wasn't  looking  for  anything.  I  He  sailed  from  San  Francisco,  and  a  few  days 
don't  think  he  knew  what  he  was  doing.  No-  later  we  took  out  Landhouse's  sloop  for  a 
body  spoke.  Harry  Burnley's  lips  were  trem-  cruise.  She  was  only  a  five-ton  yacht,  but  we 
bling  harder  than  ever.  Suddenly,  with  a  most  slammed  her  fifty  miles  to  windward  into  the 
horrible,  malignant  expression,  he  drove  his  fist  northeast  trade.  Seasick?  I  never  suffered  so 
into  Kaluna's  face.  He  followed  it  up.  We  in  my  life.  Out  of  sight  of  land  we  picked  up 
made  no  attempt  to  separate  them.  We  didn't  the  Halcyon,  and  Burnley  and  I  went  aboard, 
care  if  he  killed  the  half-caste.  It  was  a  ter-  "We  ran  down  to  Molokai,  arriving  about 
rible  beating.  We"weren't  interested.  I  don't  eleven  at  night.  The  schooner  hove  to  and  we 
even  remember  when  Burnley  ceased  and  let  landed  through  the  surf  in  a  whale-boat  at 
the  poor  devil  crawl  away.  We  were  all  too  Kalawao — the  place,  you  know,  where  Father 
d^Lzed.  Damien  died.    That  squarehead  was  game. 
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With  a  couple  of  revolvers  strapped  on  him  he  me  with  his  teeth.    The  whole  side  of  my  hand 
came  right  along.    The  three  of  us  crossed  the  was  in  that  lipless  mouth.    Then  I  struck  him 
peninsula  to  Kalaupapa,  something  like  two  with  the  revolver-butt  squarely  between  the 
miles.     Just  imagine  hunting  in  the  dead  of  eyes,  and  his  teeth  relaxed. " 
night  for  a  man  in  a  settlement  of  over  a  thou-       Cudworth  held  his  hand  to  me  in  the  moon- 
sand  lepers.    You  see,  if  the  alarm  was  given,  light,  and  I  could  see  the  scars.     It  looked  as  if 
it  was  all  off  with  us.     It  was  strange  ground,  it  had  been  mangled  by  a  dog. 
and  pitch-dark.    The  lepers'  dogs  came  out  and       "  Weren't  you  afraid  ?  "  I  asked, 
bayed  at  us,  and  we  stumbled  around  till  we       "I  was.    Seven  years  I  waited.    You  know, 
got  lost.                                             ■               'it  takes  that  long  for  the  disease  to.  incubate^ 

"The  squarehead   solved  it.    He  led  the  Here  in  Kona  I  waited,'  aAd  it  did  not  come, 

way  into  the  first  detached  house.    We  shut  the  But  there  was  never  a  day  of  those  seven  years, 

door  after  us  and  struck  a  light.    There  were,  and  never. a. night,  that  I  did  not  look  out  on 

six  lepers.    We  routed  them  up,  and  I  talked  .     .     .    on  all  this.     .    .    ."    His  voice  broke 

in  native.    What  I  wanted  was  a  kokua.    A  as  he  swept  his  eyes  from  the  moon-bathed  sea 

koktia  is,  literally,  a  helper,  a  native  who  b  beneath  to  the  snowy  sunmiits  above.  "  I  could 

clean  that  lives  in  the  settlement,  and  is  paid  by  not  bear  to  think  of  losing  it,  of  never  again 

the  Board  of  Health  to  nurse  the  lepers, dress  beholding  Kona.    Seven  years!   I  stayed  clean, 

their  sores,  and  such  things.    We  stayed  in  the  But  that  is  why  I  am  single.    I  was  engaged.    I 

house  to  keep  track  of  the  inmates,  while  the  could  not  dare  to  marry  while  I  was  in  doubt, 

squarehead  led  one  of  them  off  to  find  a  kokua.  She  did  not  understand.    She  went  away  to 

He  got  him,  and  he  brought  him  along  at  the  the  States,  and  married.     I  have  never  seen 

point  of  his  revolver.    But  the  kokua  was  all  her  since. 

right.    While    the    squarehead   guarded  the       "Just  at  the  moment  I  got  free  of  the  leper 

house,  Burnley  and  I  were  guided  by  the  kokua  policeman  there  was  a  rush  and  clatter  of  hoofs 

to  Lyte's  house.    He  was  all  alone.  like  a  cavalry  charge.    It  was  the  squarehead. 

"  *  I  thought  you  fellows  would  come, '  Lyte  He  had  been  afraid  of  a  rumpus  and  he  had  im- 

said.     *  Don't  touch  me,  John.    How's  Ned,  proved  his  time  by  making  those  blessed  lepers 

and  Charley,  and  all  the  crowd?  Never  mind,  he  was  guarding  saddle  up  four  horses.     We 

tell  me  afterward.     I  am  ready  to  go  now.  were  ready  for  him.    Lyte  had  accounted  for 

I've  had  nine  months  of  it.    Where's  the  boat  ? '  three  kokuas,  and  between  us  we  untangled 

"We  started  back  for  the  other  house  to  pick  Burnley  from  a  couple  more.  The  whole  set- 
up the  squarehead.  But  the  alarm  had  got  tlement  was  in  an  uproar  by  that  time,  and  as 
out.  Lights  were  showing  in  the  houses,  and  we  dashed  away  somebody  opened  up  on  us 
doors  were  slamming.  We  had  agreed  that  with  a  Winchester.  It  must  have  been  Jack 
there  was  to  be  no  shooting  unless  absolutely  McVeigh,  the  superintendent  of  Molokai. 
necessary,  and  when  we  were  halted  we  went  "That  was  a  ride!  Leper  horses,  leper  sad- 
at  it  with  our  fists  and  the  butts  of  our  revolvers,  dies,  leper  bridles,  pitch-black  darkness, 
I  found  myself  tangled  up  with  a  big  man.  I  whistling  bullets,  and  a  road  none  of  the  best, 
couldn't  keep  him  off  of  me,  though  twice  I  And  the  squarehead's  horse  was  a  mule,  and 
smashed  him  fairly  in  the  face  with  my  fist.  He  he  didn't  know  how  to  ride,  either.  But  we 
grappled  with  me,  and  we  went, down,  rolling  made  the  whale-boat,  and  as  we  shoved  off 
and  scrambling  and  struggling  for  grips.  He  through  the  surf  we  could  hear  the  horses  com- 
was  getting  away  with  me,  when  some  one  came  ing  down  the  hill  from  Kalaupapa. 
running  up  with  a  lantern.  Then  I  saw  his  "  You're  going  to  Shanghai.  You  look  Lyte 
face.  How  shall  I  describe  the  horror  of  it!  Gregory  up.  He  is  employed  in  a  German 
It  was  not  a  face — only  wasted  or  wasting  fea-  firm  there.  Take  him  out  to  dinner.  Open 
tures — a  living  ravage,  noseless,  lipless,  with  up  wine.  Give  him  everything  of  the  best, 
one  ear  swollen  and  distorted,  hanging  down  but  don't  let  him  pay  for  anything.  Send  the 
to  the  shoulder.  I  was  frantic.  In  a  cUnch  he  bill  to  me.  His  wife  and  the  kids  are  in  Hono- 
hugged  me  close  to  him  until  that  ear  flapped  lulu,  ^nd  he  needs  the  money  for  them.  I 
in  my  face.  Then  I  guess  I  went  insane.  It  know.  He  sends  most  of  his  salary,  and  lives 
was  too  terrible.  I  began  striking  him  with  like  an  anchorite.  And  tell  him  about  Kona. 
my  revolver.  How  it  happened  I  don't  know,  There's  where  his  heart  is.  Tell  him  all  you 
but  just  as  I  was  getting  clear  he  fastened  upon  can  about  Kona. " 
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The  mooa  slvered  ihe  Mrip  ol  bajr  tiwi 


I  WISH  Philip  were  here  to-night,"  sighed  horizon,'  just    viable    above   the   trees,    and 

the  girl.  touched  with  mystery  the  fairy  headland  of 

"if'm  sure  you  do,  Winnie,"  said  Mrs.  Cape   Matifou.     From   the  garden  the  per- 

Vanrennen.  fumes  of  the  south  mounted  into  (he  hot  still 

"It's  so  utterly  beautiful,"  said  the  girl,  night;    magnolia    and    heliotrope    and    roseif 

closing  her  eyes  and  drawing  in  a  deep  breath  mingled  with  the  spicy  smells  of  the  eucalyp- 

of  the  scented  air.     "He  would  enjoy  it  so  tus  trees  that  stood,   like  majestic   beggars, 

much,  poor  fellow."  wrapped  in  their  rags  of  bark.     The  bougain- 

Mrs.  Vanrennen  glanced  at  her  companion  villea  stretched  a  great  dark  stain  on  the  dim 

and  smiled  the  wise,  indulgent  smile  that  only  white  of  the  hotel,  and  below  it  the  ground- 

five-and-fifty  can  bestow  on  the  sweet  disin-  floor    lights    showed    the    bizarre   outline    of 

genuousness  of  youth.  Moorish  arches.     Vague  faint  sounds  ascend- 

"It  would  improve  his  health  to  get  away  ed  from  ihe  far-off  Arab  town,  and  now  and 

from  the  fog  and  damp  of  London,  wouldn't  then  was  beard  the  distant  whistle  of  a  steamer 

it?"  she  said,  with  a  tender  touch  of  mockery,  in  the  harbor.     Three  men  sitting  some  yards 

knowing  full  well  that  the  said  Philip  was  as  away  talked  in  low,  lazy  voices.    Otherwise  the 

strong  as  a  young  dromedary.  terrace  was  silent  and  deserted;  the  end  of  the 

"It  would,"  sighed  the  girl.     "I  wi=ih  he  season  had  come,  and  few  guests  remained  in 

were  in  Algiers."  the    hotel.     It    was    a    languorous,   sensuous 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mi^.  Vanrennen  touching  night.    The  velvet  canopy  of  the  stars  seemed 

the  girl's  cheek,  "if  I  had  a  Philip  I  too  would  to  droop  amorously  over  the  warm  earth, 

want  to  have  him  by  my  side  on  such  a  night  "My  dear,"  said  Mrs,  Vanrennen,  "marry 

as  this,  instead  of  a  stupid  old  woman."  Philip  as  soon  as  you  can.     Don'l  wait  for 

Winnie    drew    the    kind    fingers    fnim    her  better  prospects.     Don't  give  up  the  substance 

cheek,  and  kissed  them.  for  the  shadow,  which  is  a  very  pale  thing  and 

"You   understand,   don't   you.   dear   Mrs.  cold  comfort." 

Vanrennen?"                                        ■  Said  the  giri:  "Vou  speak  so  sadly,  Mrs. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  with  a  little  catch  in  her  Vanrennen." 

throat.     "I  do."     And  she  too  took  in  a  deep  "I've  had  the  shadow,  dear." 

breath  of  the  warm  scented  air.  "But  you  were  married." 

It  was  a  spring  night  in  Muslapha,  one  of  "Yes,  I  was  married,"  said  Mrs.  Vanrennen. 
the  hills  that  dominate  the  town  of  Algiers,  She  had  a  remarkable  voice,  soft  and  low  and 
and  Algerian  springs  are  the  midsummer-  of  musical,  a  most  sensitive  instrument  where- 
paler  climes.  The  mooD,  hanging  in  splendor  with  to  express  shades  of  feeling.  The  three 
just  above  the  long  line  of  ibe  hotel,  (looded  little  words  had  a  cadence  like  a  lament  on 
the  broad  terrace  and  worked  a  magic  of  soft  the  wood-wind.  The  girl  slipped  her  hand 
light  and  shadovv  in  the  enchanted  garden  l)e-  into  her  companion's,  and  for  a  time  there 
yond;  it  silvered  the  strip  of  bay  that  met  the  was  silence.     Presently  Mrs.  Vanrennen  shiv- 


met  the  hoii 
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ered,  ever  so  slighlly.  The  girl  sprang  to  her 
feet. 

"I'll  go  in  and  fetch  you  a  wrap." 

Mrs.  Vanrennen  murmured  a  word  of 
thanks,  but  when  the  girl  had  already  sped  a 
few  yards,  she  called  to  her,  raising  her  voice: 

"Winnie!  The  silk' one  on  the  dressing- 
table." 

One  of  the  men  on  the  terrace  started, 
looked  keenly  through  the  moonlight  al  ihe 
speaker,  and  rose.  He  was  a  tall,  spare  man, 
with  a  white  mustache;  his  dinner-jacket 
hung  as  on  a  bony  frame,  but  he  held  himself 
erect,  and  wore  his  Hombut^  hat  jauntily 
cocked  on  one  ade.  He  walked  past  Mrs, 
Vanrennen  to  the  end  of  the  terrace,  moved 
two  or  three  paces  so  as  to  catch  her  face  full 
in  the  moonlight,  then  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  has  made  up  his  mind,  marched  up  to  her. 

"What  a  beautiful  night." 

Mrs.  Vanrennen  acquiesced  politely.  "  Ves; 
an  enchanting  night." 

The  man  sat  down  in  Winnie's  chair. 

"I'm  sure  of  it!  I've  been  wondering  all 
the  evening — but  when  you  called  out  loud 
just  now  I  was  certain.  There  never  was  any 
one  wilh  a  voice  like  yours.  You're  Molly 
Summers." 

"And  you?  Good  heavens!"  She  gazed 
inio  his  face  full-eyed,  as  if  he  had  been  a 
ghost.    "Godfrey  Deerhursl!" 

"  Yes,"  said  he. 

"I  was  thinking  of  you  only  five  minutes 
ago."  Her  lips  trembled,  as  she  laughed. 
"Perhaps  that  was  why  I  recognized  you — 
otherwise — lum  your  face  and  let  me  see." 

"I'm  afraid  thirty  years'  soldiering  has  bat- 
tered it  out  of  all  recognition." 

Yet  he  twirled  his  mustache  with  a  certain 


complacency  and  drew  himself  up  as  if  he 
hoped  she  would  repudiate  ihe  suggestion. 
She  felt  this  instinctively. 

"I  know  you're  asty,  but  you  don't  look  it, 
I  am  fifly-five,  and  do  look  it." 

He  protested  gallantly.  "Your  voice  is  as 
young  and  fresh  as  when — good  God!  how  it 
all  cornea  back — whew!  Thirty  years  ago 
and  I've  not  seen  you  since — yes,  your  voice  is 
unchanged,  and  your  eyes  are  as  bright — and 
your  hands  are  as  delicate.  You  used  to  have 
a  tiny  scar  on  the  middle  joint  of  the  ring 
finger  of  your  left  hand." 

She  laughed  happily  and  held  out  her  hand 
in  the  moonlight.  "I  have  it  still — but  you 
can't  see  it  here.     Fancy  your  remembering." 

"  Do  you  think  there's  anything  about 
Molly  Summers  that  I've  forgotten  ?  Gad !  I 
shall  never  forget  the  day  I  came  upon  you  in 
the  cherry  orchard — all  pale  sunlight  and 
white  blossom — you  in  your  white  dress  and 
your  face  the  most  dehcate  blossom  of  all. 
And  as  I  drew  near  you  shook  the  trees,  and 
Ihe  blossoms  fell  about  you  like  snow.  Do 
you  remember?" 

"Of  course  I  do,"  she  said  in  a  whisper. 
Does  a  woman  ever  forget  the  delicious  terror 
when  for  the  first  time  a.  man's  strong  arm 
grips  her  and  his  lips  crush  hers?  "But  it  has 
never  occurred  to  me,"  she  added  simply. 
"that  you  gave  a  passing  thought  to  the  cherry 
blossoms." 

She  herself  had  seen  nothing  in  the  sun- 
filled  universe  but  the  radiant  young  Phoebus 
Apollo  himself  who  had  come  gloriously  tri- 
umphant to  meet  her.  This,  however,  she  did 
not  confes.'i,  even  after  the  lapse  of  thirty  years. 

Winifred  tripped  up  the  terrace  with  the 

gauze  scarf.     Mrs.  Vanrennen  took  it  with  a 

■93 


She  gued  into  hii  {see  lull'Cycd,  u  if  he  hod  been  a  ghoit 

word  of  thanks,  but  lay  it  on  her  lap  instead  "Oh,  no,"  he  said.     "  Only  (he  other  lel- 

o(  putting  it  round  her  shoulders.     The  old  lows.      I'm  here  for  a  few  days     Then  I'll 

soldier    rose    courteously.     Mrs.    Vanrennen  get  home  hy  Marseilles.      I    have   a   return 

stumbled  over  Ihe  introduction.  ticket  that  way." 

"Winnie,  this  is  an  old  friend  of  mine —  "So  have  we,"  said  Mrs.  Vanrennen. 

Colonel^?"  she  paused  uncertain.  One  of  ihe  General's  two  friends  rose  and 

"General."  looked  at  his  watch  and  the  other  rose  also. 

"General  Deerhurst."  The  General  excused  himself  and  joined  them. 

He  raised  his  hat.     "I  am  afraid  I  have  Mrs.  Vanrennen  turned  to  her  young  friend 

stolen  your  chair."  and  asked  if  her  hair  was  tidy. 

"Oh,  please  sit  down,"  said  the  girl.     "I  "Isn't  it  strange — to  meet  here  for  the  first 

musi  go  in  now."  lime  tor  thirty  years?" 

"And  shut  yourself  up  from  this  beautiful  "For    thirty    years?"    echoed    the    gjrl,   to 

nighl?"  whom  such  a  retrospect  was  the  dark  back- 

"I  can  see  it  all  from  my  window.     In  fact  ward  and  abysm  of  time.     "But  how  did  you 

better,  for  I  have  a  lovely  view  over  the  bay.  manage  lo  recognize  each  other?" 

And  I  must  do  some  writing.     Arc  you  stay-  The  older  woman  looked  up  very  pathetic- 

ing  in  the  hotel  ?"  she  asked  politely.  ally  at  the  young  face. 

He  explained  that  he  had  arrived  late,  after  "We  haven't  changed  so  very   much,  you 

the  dinner  hour,  from  Biskra,  whence  he  had  know,  dear,"  she  faltered. 

been  accompanied  by  his  two  friends.    They  The  men's  \oices  were  heard  proclaiming 

were  starting  for  England  at  some  unearthly  ihe  necessity  of  retiring  early  in  view  of  (he 

hour  of  the  morning  by  the  Xorth  German  absurdhour  of  departure,  al  which  Ihey  railed 

I-loyd  steamer.  like    elderly    Britons     who    consider    respect 

"You're  not  going  to-morrow?"  cried  Mrs.  for  their  physical  comfort   to  be   one  of  the 
Vanrennen  quickly.  chief  ordinances  of  the  Almighty.     The  Gen- 
Then  her  cheeks  flamed  and  she  knew  that  eral  gleefully  boasted  of  the  good  night's  rest 
she  was  blushing  like  a  girl  and  was  glad  of  in  front  of  him,  and  crowed  over  his  com- 
V  kind  moonlight.  panions.    Then     there     were     leave-takings, 
394 


A  Moonlight  Effect — By  William  J.  Locke  395 

The  two  men  went  into  the  hotel  and  General  — the  stages  of  his  career — his  work  on'  the 

Deerhurst  rejoined  the  ladies.     Winnie  pres-  northwest    frontier — her    unexciting    travels 

ently   bade   him  good  night   and,   stooping,  during  and  since  her  married  life — the  interest 

kissed  Mrs.  Vanrennen.  of  this  town  of  Algiers,  where  East  and  West 

"Give  my  love  to  Philip,"  said  ttfe  latter,  are  so  subtly  interfused  yet  so  sharply  divided 

"and  tell  him  how  sorry  we  are  for  him."  — the    beauty    of    Mustapha    Sup^rieur,    its 

The  girl  laughed  and  sped  away  sylph-like  thousand  roses  and  its  acanthus  leaves.    He 

in  the  moonlight.     The  General  followed  her  told  her  also  that  he  had  an  appointment  at 

with  his  eyes  till  she  had  disappeared  and  then  ten  the  next  morning  with  the  Governor  of 

sank  into  the  chair  by  Mrs.  Vanrennen's  side.  Algiers,  an  old  friend,  who  was  motoring  him 

-    "Amazingly  pretty '^rli    Chanmng  figure.-  over* to  the  Tombeau  de  la  Chr^tienne,  the 

At  first  I  thought  it  was  your  daughter."  supposed  burial  place  of  Cleopatra,  and  to 

"I  have  no  children,"  she  said  with  ^  sigh.  Tipasa,  whose  Roman  remains  he  had  never 

"Winnie  Graves  is  just  a  young  friend  who  is  seen.    The  excursion  .would  last  the  whole 

accompanying  a  lonely  woman  on  her  travels."  day.    Mrs.  Vanrennen  felt  an  odd  little  pang 

"Are  you — lonely?"  he  asked  with  a  signifi^  of  disappointment, 

cant  pause.  "We  shall  meet  in  the  evening,  I  hope," 

"My  husband  died  ten  years  ago,"  she  re-  she  murmured, 

plied.  "Of  course.    I  shall  look  forward  to  it  all 

"I've  never  married,"  said  he  shortly.  day  long.     I'm  sorry  now,"  said  he,   "that 

There   was   a  spell  of  silence.    The   an-  I've  pledged  myself  to  go  at  all.     But  who 

nouncement  came  to  the  woman  both  as  a  re-  could  have  foretold  our  meeting?" 

proach  biting  her  heart  with  sudden  remorse,  "It's  very,  very  strange,"  she  said,  dreamily, 

and  as  a  purely  feminine,  unregenerate  joy.  The  General  puffed  at  his  cigar  for  a  few 

A  man  pays  a  woman  a  far  higher  compU-  moments;  then  he  said,  bending  over  to  her: 

ment  by  remaining  a  bachelor  for  her  sake  "Molly,  you  know  you  treated  me  damned 

than    by    merely    marrying    her.    There    is  badly." 

something  heroic  about  the  one,  whereas  the  "I  suppose  I  did,"  she  said,  with. a  sigh, 

heroism  of  the  other  soon  wears  thin.  "But  I  treated  myself  worse — ^much  worse. 

"Tell  me  what  you  have  been  doing  all  Men  can't  understand  these  things." 

your  life  ?"  she  said  at  last.  The  picture  rose  before  her  of  the  poor 

He  waved  a  deprecating  hand.  little  rectory  bedroom — of  the  comer  of  the 

"What's  there  to  tell?    I've  been  in  India  scantily  equipped  dressing-table  where  she  sat 

most  of  the  time.    Looking  back,  it  doesn't  one  awful  night  in  her  bed  gown,  and  wrote 

seem  long.     I've  seen  no  end  of  people  die  her  last  letter  to  him;  her  hair  was  falling 

and  their  children  get  married  and  produce  about  her  fingers  as  she  wrote,  and  smudged 

babies.     I've  also  developed  gout  and  a  taste  the  tears  and  ink  that  wet  the  paper,  and  she 

for  Roman  antiquities."  was  too  numb  with  misery  to  care.    A  tear  of 

"You   never  thought   of   marrying?"   she  self-pity  now  fell,  at  the  memory, 

asked  timidly.  "  Why  didn't  you  wait  for  me,  Molly  ?" 

"At   first   I   plunged   into  my  profession.  "I  told  you  in  my  letter.     It's  a  poor  tragic 

Then  I  suppose  my  profession  plunged  into  old  story.     You  can  read  it  from  beginning  to 

me.     I   got   into   fixed   bachelor  ways — and  end  in  *Auld  Robin  Gray.'     It's  literally  true 

now — well —    May  I  smoke?"  — every  incident — all  of  it." 

He  received  her  permission,  selected  a  cigar  "Then  you  did  think  of  the  poor  devil  in 

from  his  case  and  fumbled  in  his  pockets.  India?" 

Then  he  murmured  a  petulant,  "Confound  it!"  "Yes,"  she  said  softly.     "I  did  think  of 

"What's  the  matter?"  she  asked,  with  a  you." 

smile,  falling  into  intimacy  with  happy  un-  "Much?" 

consciousness.  "Very  much." 

"That  scoundrel  of  a  man  of  mine,"  said  She  leaned  back  in  her  chair  and  looked  up 
he,  gravely  angered,  "has  forgotten  to  put  in  at  the  mild  stars,  smiling  to  herself.  How 
my  cigar-cutter."  was  he  to  know  the  agony  of  longing,  the  tor- 
He  found  a  penknife,  however,  and  having  ture  of  revolt — all  the  horrors  and  despairs  of 
performed  the  necessary  operation,  lit  his  a  woman  ?  Thank  God  it  was  over  and  done 
cigar  and  smoked  tranquilly.  The  fragrance  with,  buried  in  the  long  ago.  Her  bosom  rose 
mingled  with  the  hundred  sweet  odors  of  the  and  fell  with  a  sigh  of  relief, 
night.  "Yes.     I  thought  of  you  very  much,"  she 

They  talked  for  a  while  of  common  things  repeated. 


396  The  American  Magazine 

"I  often  wondered  whether  you  were  hav-  "God  is  good.     I  never  dreamed  I  should 

ing  a  bad  time.     I  suppose  you  did."  have  this  great  happiness." 

"Don*t  let  us  talk  of  it  now,"  she  said.  "I  have  dreamed  of  it  often,"  the  General 
"Let  us  look  on  it  as  an  evil  dream.  It  is  so  declared.  And  then,  in  a  lyrical  outburst  of 
simple  to  have  you  here  with  me — although  self-delflsion  he  vowed  that  never  a  day  had 
you  did  drop  on  me  from  the  moon.  With  a  passed  but  that  he  had  thought  of  her  and 
little  imagination  one  might  forget  that  the  longed  for  her,  that  he  had  never  given  a  pass- 
thirty  years  have  gone  by."  ing  fancy  to  another  woman,  that  in  the  star- 

"Ton  my  soul!"  said  he,  "one  might — and  ing,  blinding  heats  of  the  remorseless  plains 

if  one  looks  at  you,  it  requires  hardly  any  im-  he  had  cooled  his  brain  and  soothed  his  heart 

agination  at  all.     At  first  it  was  strange,  devil-  with  the  picture  of  her  among  the  cherry  blos- 

ish  strange  to  see  you — but  now — you  don't  soms.     And  she,  in  her  gentle  woman's  way, 

seem  to  have  altered  at  all.     By  George,  what  and  in  her  soft  musical  voice  into  which  lost 

glorious  brown  hair  you  had!"  dove  notes  crept  insensibly,  sang  antistrophe 

It  was  with  tremulous  pride  that  she  told  in  the  moonlight  pastoral.     So  they  said  many 

him  it  was  still  brown  and  long,  that  there  old,  foolish,  tender  things,  and  they  drew  closer 

was  scarcely  a  white  hair  in  it.  and  closer  together  until  her  cheek  rested  on 

"I  wish  I  could  say  the  same  of  mine,"  he  his  shoulder  as  it  had  done  in  the  days  when 

laughed.     "But  Fve  kept  it  all.     Look."  their  hearts  were  young. 

He  took  off  his  hat  with  a  curious  young  A  slight  sound  caused  her  to  start,  and  they 

eagerness  and  showed  a  shapely  grizzled  head,  saw  the  hall  porter  appear  at  the  end  of  the 

She  bent  forward  and  peered  at  it  in  the  moon-  terrace,  pause  for  a  second  as  he  looked  at 

light.  them,  and  then  disappear  into  the  vestibule. 

"Oh — Godfrey!"  she  cried.  They    laughed    in    the  happy    confusion    of 

"What?"  guilty  boy  and  girl  discovered, 

"You  part  it  in  just  the  same  way  as  you  "We  must  go  in,  I  suppose,"  she  said  re- 
used to.     And  there  are  the  same  little  curls  gretfully. 
over  the  temples."  The  General  took  out  his  watch.     "God 

"You  remember  that,  Molly?"  bless  my  soul,  it's  past  midnight.     How  the 

It  was  her  turn  to  ask  him  whether  he  time  has  flown." 

thought  she  could  ever  forget.  She  took  his  arm  and  they  walked  slowly 

The  moon  shone  full  on  them  and  the  stars  down  the  terrace.     The  faintest  of  all  possible 

hung  lower  in  the  breathless  scented  air,  as  if  breezes  sprang  up  and  a  breath  of  all  the 

to  envelop  them.     The  man  of  sixty  edged  his  odors  of  the  pale  garden  came  full  into  their 

chair  near  hers  and  the  w^oman  of  fifty-five  faces.     He  bent  his  head  and  kissed  her  on 

put  her  hand  in  his.     They  were  quite  alone  the  lips. 

on  the  terrace.     The  lights  on  the  ground  "Till  to-morrow  evening,"  he  said  at  the 

floor  of  the  hotel  had  been  put  out.     Just  a  lift  door. 

dim  gleam  appeared  far  ofi"  from  the  vestibule,  "Till  to-morrow  evening.     Good  night." 

and  on  the  second  floor  immediately  above  it,  The  General  returned  to  the  terrace  and 

a  window,  Winifred's,  was  illuminated.   Other-  walked  up  and  down  while  he  smoked  a  ciga- 

wise  the  whole  dim  white  stretch  lay  in  dark-  rette.     Then  he  retired  to  his  room  on  the  first 

ness  and  silence.     Not  a  sound  from  garden  floor.    As    he    straightened    his    body    after 

or  from  road   beyond  or  from  town   below  bending  down  to  insert  the  key  in  the  lock,  he 

broke  the  stillness.  clapped  his  hand  to  his  back. 

The  pair,  alone  in  the  moonlight,  talked  in  "That  confounded  lumbago!"  he  muttered, 

whispers  like  lovers,  held  by  the  witchery  of  "Serves  me  right  for  sitting  out  in  the  moon- 

the  southern  night.     A  deep  languorous  hap-  shine." 
piness  swelled  at  the  woman's  heart.     Now 

and    again  the  white  mustache  brushed    her  Mrs.  Vanrennen  mechanically  turned  the 

finger-tips  and  a  thrill  ran  through  her  body,  electric  switch  as  she  entered  her  bedroom. 

The  years  fell  away  from  her,  and  she  be-  but  the  sudden  glare  disconcerting  her,  she  un- 

came  twxnty-five  again.  dressed   by  the  moonlight  and  went  to   bed. 

"Till  now,"  said  the  General,  "I've  never  Soon  finding  sleep  impossible,  she  rose,  put  on 

realized  how  lonely  I've  been."  a  woolen  wrapper  and  sat  down  in  the  afm- 

"Poor  Godfrey,"  she  said  with  a  comforting  chair  by  the  open  window.     Below  her  lay  the 

squeeze  of  his  fingers.  terrace  and  the  garden  checkered  with  shadow 

"But  we've  found  each  other  again,  Molly,  and  pale  light  in  which  gleamed  duskily  the 

It's  wonderful,  isn't  it  ?"  oranges  and  the  palms  and  the  feathery  pep- 


The  yeatt  lell  sway  liom  het.  ukI  ihe  became  twenty-five  again 
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[jer  trees  and  the  great  geraniums  and  Ihe  gray  now  how  personal  had  been  her  interest.  She 
roses  and  the  mild  grotesque  cacti;  and  be-  laughed  to  herself — for  life  had  become  one 
yond  these  loomed  the  black  mass  of  trees  de-  beautiful  mellow  laugh — and  thought  how 
scending  the  slope,  and  over  them  she  could  poor  and  cold  she  must  have  been  to  seek 
see  the  strip  of  plain,  and  then  the  great  warmth  from  the  glow  cast  by  the  love  of  a 
sweep  of  the  silver  bay,  with  Cape  Matifou  boy  and  girl.  Only  a  few  hours  ago  she  had 
on  the  east  hugging  it  like  a  long  tender  arm.  been  this  chilly  soul,  and  now,  by  such  a 
Beyond  the  Caf)e,  just  discernible  against  the  miracle  as  bad  never  happened  beneath  the 
sky,  was  the  infinitely  faint  silver  tracery  of  moon  since  water  was  turned  to  wine,  she  was 
Ihe  snow-capped  Atlas  Mountains.  The  whole  living  in  the  deep  rich  splendor  of  her  own 
earth  lay  Endymion  to  the  moon;  and  the  per-    romance. 

fumes  of  the  nighl  rose  through  the  warm  air.  She  sat  for  a  long,  long  time  motionless  by 
Happy  tears  welled  into  the  woman's  eyes,  the  window,  in  complete  surrender  of  mind 
Love  reigned  eternally.     God  was  good.  and  body  to  the  spell.     The  kiss  still  quivered 

Only  a  few  hours  before  she  had  been  con-  on  her  lips;  the  tender  words  lingered  in  her 
tent  to  satisfy  her  elderly  woman's  sentimental  ears.  If  death  came,  she  could  die  happy, 
cravings  in  a  girl's  sweet  romance.  Winifred  having  tasted  the  sweetest  that  life  could  give, 
and  Philip  worshiped  her  as  the  dearest  crea-  Her  dream  was  inchoate;  all  that  reached  her 
lure  on  earth  because  she  smoothed  paths  intelligence  was  a  per\ading  sense  of  hap- 
that  were  rough,  and  played  fairy  godmother  piness.  The  marble  clock  on  the  mantel- 
in  defiance  of  an  unsympathetic  world.  In  piece  striking  two  aroused  her.  Sheslarted 
their  innocent  young  hearts  they  thought  it  all  and  shiveringly  realized  that  the  night  had 
pure  altruism;  and  she  herself,  delicate-  grown  cold.  She  rose,  intending  to  go  to  bed, 
minded  and  generous,  had  never  realized  till    but  as  she  passed  in  frOnt  of  the  great  gilt 

mirror,  she  caught  a  sight  of 
herself,  a  pale  ghost  in  the]  dim 
light.  It  was  a  shock,  startling 
her  from  dreamland  into  the 
gray  real  world.  She  'peered 
into  Ihe  glass,  but  could  not 
see.  Then  she  sat,  undecided, 
on  the  edge  of  the  bed.  Should 
she  be  brave  and  turn  on  the 
light  and  look  at  herself,  or 
should  she  put  chilling  fancies 
from  her  and  go  to  sleep  in  the 
dear  warmth  of  her  happiness? 
She  feh  five-and- twenty.  God- 
frey had  said  she  had  not 
changed.  In  his  eyes  she  was 
five-and-lwenty  still.  He  had 
kissed  her  as  if  she  had  been 
five-and- twenty.  What  did  it 
matter  ? 

But  she  rose,  nevertheless, 
with  determination,  turned  the 
switch  and  confronted  the  mir- 
ror. In  it  she  saw  a  woman  of 
fifty-five. 

She  closed  the  window  and 
drew  the  curtains,  so  as  to  shut 
out  the  moonlight,  and  came 
back  lo  the  glass.  She  stared 
calmly  at  herself  for  a  long  time. 
Then  she  went  to  bed  and  lay 
awake  in  the  darkness,  think- 
ing, thinking.  The  glamor  of 
the  night  had  gone.     The  day 

She  peered  into  the  glau  would    bring    di.-^illusion.  -    FqE 


Her  laM  letler  to  him 

one  perfect  moonlit  hour  she  had  found  her  lost  There  must  be  no  to-morrow,  no  disillusion, 

youth  and  had  been  desirable  in  a  man's  eyes,  no  fading  of  the  splendor  of  her  sacred  hour 

To-morrow  he  would  see  her  as  the  old  woman  into  the  light  of  common  day.  So  much  was 

that  she  was.     For  one  perfect  moonlit  hour  certain.     But  how  should  the  inevitable  mor- 

they  had  been  lovers  who  had  kissed  with  row    be    frustrated?     Suddenly    she    remem- 

young    hearts    and    young    lips.     To-morrow  bered  General  Deerhurst's  appointment  with 

tbey  would  meet  as  old  folks  in  the  piteous-  the  Governor  of  Algiers  at  ten  o'clock  and  the 

ness  of  their  gray  hairs  and  shriveled  bodies  day's  excursion  to  Tipasa.     Fate  was  kind. 

and  faded  cheeks,  and  the  magic  would  be  When  dawn  had  broadened  into  daylight, 

gone,  and  not  all  the  strivings  of  their  souls  she  went  into  the  adjoining  room  where  Wini- 

could  ever  bring  back  a  touch  of  it.     For  one  fred  Graves  lay  a-sleep,  the  window  flung  wide 

perfect  moonlit  hour  the  warm  scented  air  of  op>en.     She  paused  before  waking  the  girl  and 

Paradise  had  enfolded  them.     To-morrow —  gazed  at  her,  with  a  queer  little  clutch  at  the 

Then  all  the  woman's  instinct  rose  imperi-  heart.     This,  in  verity,  was  youth,  fairer  in 

ously.    There  must  be  no  to-morrow.  the  pitiless  morning  glare  than  in  the  soften- 

The  dawn  crept  into  the  room,  and  with  it  ing  glamor  of  the  moonlight.     Happy  youth 

sounds  of  tramping  men  were  heard  in  far-off  which  need  fear  no  Philip  on  the  morrow  1 

corridors.     A     while     later     there     was     the  Presently   the  girl    woke,   conscious  of  the 

scrunch  of  gravel  beneath  her  window  and  the  strange  presence. 

sound  of  wheels.    She  recognized  the  hotel  "'Oh,  Mrs.  Vanrennen!" 

omnibus,  taking  General  Deerhurst's  friends  "Forgive  me  for  waking  you,  dear,  but  I've 

to  the  North  German  Lloyd  steamer.  not  slept  all  night.     1  wanted  to  know  whether 

"If  only  he  were  going  with  them,  how  it  you  would  mind  our  starting  for  England  to- 

would  simplify  matters,"  she  thoughl.     Then  day?" 

she  reflected  that  after  last  night's  happenings,  "To-day!     Why  what  has  happened.'" 

even  if  he  planned  to  accompany  them,  he  "Nothing,"  said  Mrs.  Vanrennen.     "  I  have 

wduld  not  have  gone.  a  sudden  craving  for  home.     I  am  too  old  to 
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knock  about  in  hotels.     You  won't  think  it  would  understand.     It  he  did  not — for  after 

horrid  of  me  to  cut  short  your  holiday  like  all  the  masculine  intelligence  is  uncertain  in 

this,  will  you?     I'll  try  to  make  it  up  to  you,  its  comprehension  of  subtle  things — if  he  did 

dear,  if  I  can,"  she  added  penitently.     "I'll  not,  it  was  for  him  to  follow,  an  ardent  and 

ask  Philip  to  come  and  spend  a  few  days  with  irresistible   lover,   on    her   track.    Her  con- 

us  at  Bournemouth."  science  allowed  her  this  loophole. 

The  girl  sprang  up  in  bed  and  threw  her  She  spent  the  morning  in  her  room,  busily 

arms    round    Mrs.     Vanrennen's    neck    and  packing,  and  only  went  down-stairs  when  it 

kissed  her.  was  time  to  start.     So  far  she  had  avoided 

"Oh,  you  dear!"  she  cried.     "I'll  begin  to  meeting  him. 
pack  at  once."  "Will  you  give  this  letter  to  General  Deer- 
Mrs.    Vanrennen   went   back   to   her  own  hurst  ?"  she  said  to  the  hall  porter, 
room,  greatly  relieved  at  the  settlement  of  her  "General  Deerhurst  has  gone,  madame." 
plans.     General  Deerhurst  would  be  gone  for  "I  know.     Bui  he  will  be  back  this  evening." 
the  day  by  ten  o'clock.     Meanwhile  Winifred  "Pardon,  madame,"  said  the  hall  porter, 
and  herself  could  lake  the  midday  boat  to  "He    started    this    morning  with    the   other 
Marseilles.     When  he  returned  in  the  evening  two  gentlemen  by  the  North  German  Lloyd 
he  would  find  her  letter  explaining  all.  steamer.     And  justemenl   he  left  a  letter  for 

This  letter  she  sat  down  now  to  write,  in  you." 

her  bed  gown  and  with  her  hair  about  her  He  searched  in  his  pigeonholes  and  handed 

shoulders,  just  as  she   had  written   to   him  her  the  letter.     She  took  it  mechanically  and 

thirty  years  ago.     But  this  time  there  were  no  walked  in  a  dream  to  one  of  the  little  quiet 

tears  for  the  hair  to  smudge.     It^  was  the  letter  bays  in  the  lounge.     She  stared  at  it  for  a 

of  a  woman  who  had  entered  for  an  unex-  while  as  it  lay  unopened  in  her  lap.    Then 

pected  hour  the  gates  of  Eden,  it  was  the  letter  she  tore  it,  unread,  into  liny  pieces  and  threw 

of  a  sweet-souied  lady.     She  was  sure  that  he  them  into  the  waste-paper  basket. 
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Audtor  of  "The  Fine  PoinU  of  the  Game,"   "Decidmg  Momenb  of  Gieat  Gimei,"  etc. 

LAST  fall,  when  Chicago  and  Detroit  met  to  nothing.    To  the  crowd  it  seemed  as  if  Donovan 

play  for  the  championship  of  the  world,  never  could  be  beaten  as  the  Champions  ap- 

Frank  Chance,  leader  of  the  Champions,  peared  helpless  before  his  wonderful  speed, 

planned  and  won  one  of  the  most  beautiful  Still  Chance  commanded;   "Wait — wait  him 

strategic    struggles    ever    fought     and      the  out."    Every  batter  went  to  the  plate  intent  on 

campaign    that    he    arranged     and    that    his  making  Donovan  pitch  as  many  balls  to  them 

men  carried  out  was  worthy  of  a  Napoleon,  as  possible.    They  fouled,  they  waited,  some- 

The  game  was  the  second  one  of  the  series  and  times  they  let  him  strike  them  out,  but  never 

was  played  in  Chicago  on  Sunday  before  a  huge  hit  until  compelled  to  do  so,  and  when  the 

crowd.     Both    teams   realized  that   the  game  eighth  inning  came  neither  had  scored.     Hof- 

meant  almost  everything;  to  Detroit  a  chance  man  led  off  that  inning  and  stiU  his  orders 

for  the  title,  to  Chicago  almost  a  certainty  of  re-  were  "  wait, "  and  he  waited  until  he  could 

taining  their  honors,  and  before  the  game  meet-  wait  no  longer,  then  hit  and  rolled  a  safe  hit 

ings  of  both  teams  were  held.     Chance  planned  down  the  line.     In  that  moment  Chance,  the 

a    campaign,    depending    entirely    upon    what  commanding    general,    ordered    the    chai^. 

.  pitcher  Detroit  might  choose  and  his  orders,  Tinker  was  the  next  batter,  and  the  order  for 

issued  the  moment  "  Wild  Bill"  Donovan,  one  that  charge  was  conveyed  in  a  word  "  Switch. " 

of  the  great  pitchers  of  the  country  was  selected.  That  was  all,  but  Tiiiker  rushing  eagerly  for- 

wereconveyed  tohismeninone  word:  "Wait."  ward  to  the  batter's  position  knew  that  the 

They  waited — waited — waited,  while  the  huge  leash  that  had  held  the  Champions  all  day  had 

crowd  went  wild  as  irming  after  inning  reeled  been  cut  and  that  he  could  hit  when  he  pleased, 

away  and  neither  side  was  able  to  score  a  run.  even  the  first  ball.    Crash!    Tinker  smote  the 

Donovan  in  that  game  had  perhaps  as  much  sphere  a  tenri&c  blow  and  like  a  swallow  the 

speed  as  any  human  being  ever  possessed.    His  ball  darted  out  to  right  field,  high,  higher,  until 

fast  ball  jumped  and  darted  and  his  curve,  soaring  over  the  heads  of  the  crowd  it  struck 

pitched  with  tremendous  power  and  speed,  high  over  the  right  field  seats  and  the  crowd 

broke   almost   at   right   angles.     Inning  after  went  wild.     Then,   like  soldiers  attacking  a 

inning,  as  Chance  sent  his  men  to  face  that  hu-  hreacher  wall  the  Champions  attacked,  and 

man  gatling  gun  which  was  firing  the  national  before  the  inning  was  over  they  had  made  six 

cannon  baU  at  and  around  them,  he  monolon-  runs  and  their  wailing  gam^-  had  won. 

ously  commanded — "Wait,"  and  they  went  Chance  had  calculated  from  the  first  that 

up  and   waited.     One  strike,   one  ball,   two  Donovan  was  pitching  with  too  great  speed, 

strikes,  foul,  two  balls,  foul,  foul;  sometimes  and  that  no  human  being  could  hold  such  a 

three  strikes,  sometimes  a  weak  fly  that  netted  pace  through  nine  innings  and  during  all  the 
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time  that  the  crowd  thought  Detroit  would  win,  men  to  greater  eflforts.  A  hundred  of  the 
the  leader  of  the  champions  was  sitting  watch-  words  or  phrases  he  uses  may  mean  nothing, 
ing  every  move,  waiting  for  the  first  sign  that  but  somewhere  among  them  the  base  runner 
Donovan  was  tiring  or  beginning  to  lose  his  hears,  "  Careful,  Harry, "  which  tells  him  Mar- 
speed.  At  the  start  of  the  seventh  inning  he  shall  has  seen  a  signal  for  a  fast  ball,  flashed  the 
thought  he  detected  signs  of  weariness,  but  the  batter  a  signal  to  hit  and  is  warning  the  runner 
Smiling  Tiger  still  was  strong.  After  Hofman  to  start  as  soon  as  the  ball  is  pitched.  Or  he 
scratched  that  hit  at  the  start  of  the  eighth,  may  catch,  "Now  we're  at  'em,"  and  leap 
Chance  saw  Donovan  lower  his  pitching  arm  forward  to  save  himself  from  being  forced 
as  if  weary,  and  he  issued  his  order — and  after  when  the  batter  bunts  a  sacrifice. 
Tinker  drove  that  home  run  he  ordered,  "  Take 

a  crack  at  the  first  one. "     Like  a  general,  he  Two  BaaehaU  Cenerah  and  One  of  Thmr  BaiUmm 
had  found  the  breach  and  ordered  the  charge, 

and  his  men,  held  in  leash  so  long,  leaped  to  Sometimes,  however,  the  best  laid  and  most 

the  plate  and  began  the  bombardment  that  carefully  planned  campaigns  go  sadly  amiss 

brought  victory.  and  one  of  the  instances  of  this  was  the  mis- 
carriage of  a  plan  Chance  of  Chicago  laid  last 

WordM  That  Have  Hidden  Meaning  Spring  to  beat  St.  Louis.     Sallee,  "  The  String 

Bean, "  a  tall  rangy  pitcher  who  is  about  nine- 
It  is  seldom  that  spectators  at  any  game  get  a  teen  hands  high  and  left  handed,  was  pitching 
glimpse  of  the  brain  work  behind  the  move-  a  strange  game.  Regardless  of  who  was  bat- 
ments  of  the  players  and  even  to  hardened  ting  he  pitched  the  same  way  to  each  man,  a 
"fans"  the  game  looks  haphazard.  They  curve  over  the  plate,  another  curve  either  on 
criticize  because  they  do  not  understand,  the  inside  or  outside  comer,  two  fast  side  arm 
They  see  only  the  individual,  what  he  does,  balls,  high  and  outside,  and  then  a  curve  low  and 
where  the  ball  is  hit,  or  caught^  or  thrown,  and  over  the  plate.  His  pitching,  although  monot- 
the  intent  and  purpose  of  it  all  is  lost,  without  onous,  was  effective,  and  for  an  odd  reason, 
thinking  how  much  thought  may  have  been  Chance  had  a  theory  that  Sallee  lacked  con- 
wasted  on  the  play  that  the  individual  at-  trol,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  was  showing 
tempted  to  carry  out,  or  how  well  planned  the  almost  perfect  control, so  he  counseled  awaiting 
game  may  have  been.  They  imagine,  most  of  game  and  told  his  men  to  "  tak^  two ",  which 
them,  that  the  players  are  individuals  who  means  they  were  not  to  strike  at  either  of  the 
walk  to  the  plate,  hit  or  miss  the  ball,  make  a  first  two  balls  pitched.  As  a  consequence 
safe  hit  or  go  out,  and  they  do  not  know  that  Sallee  had  the  batter  "in  the  hole"  all  the  time, 
behind  the  way  the  man  hits,  behind  the  move-  that  is,  had  the  advantage,  and  when  they 
ments  of  the  base  runner,  behind  the  position  finally  were  compelled  to  hit,  they  were  forced 
the  men  take,  are  hidden  a  code  of  signals,  and  to  hit  his  curve  so  they  did  not  do  much  hitting, 
a  series  of  orders  to  be  obeyed  without  ques-  By  the  middle  of  the  game  Chance  realized 
tion,  for  the  general  good.  They  scarcely  im-  Sallee  was  not  going  to  be  wild, — and  right 
agine  that  games  are  planned  before  they  are  there  the  game  ceased  to  be  baseball  and 
started,  or  that  as  soon  as  a  pitcher  is  named  became  a  guessing  match.  Chance,  seeing 
the  manager  and  his  advisers  map  out  a  scheme  Bresnahan's  plan  of  pitching,  expected  him  to 
of  action  and  plan  an  attack  upon  the  weakest  change  it,  so  he  stuck  to  his  original  plan, 
point  of  the  opposing  team.  They  do  not  real-  Bresnahan  knowing  Chance  expected  him  to 
ize  that  as  soon  as  Marquard,  of  New  York,  ov  change,  decided  not  to  change,  and  waited  for 
Pfiester  of  Chicago,  is  named  to  pitch,  the  Chance  to  switch  his  plan  of  campaign.  The 
opposing  manager  orders  a  bunting  game,  or  game  was  almost  over  before  the  Champions, 
that  as  soon  as  a  catcher  known  to  have  a  weak  made  desperate,  began  hitting  the  first  ball, 
arm,  or  to  throw  badly,  or  a  pitcher  who  does  and  then  Bresnahan  changed  on  every  batter, 
not  watch  base  runners  carefully  is  elected  to  outguessing  them  all  the  time, 
perform  battery  duty  for  the  day  the  opposing  It  was  just  like  men  matching  heads  and 
manager  signals  "steal,"  "steal,"  "steal,"  to  tails,  each  manager  sticking  to  his  own  plan, 
every  fast  man  who  reaches  a  base.  Bresnahan  turning  heads  every  time  and 
Listen  to  a  coacher,  "Doc"  Marshall,  of  Chance  tails,  each  expectingthe  other  to  change. 
Brookl)ni,  for  instance,  on  the  line  at  first  base, 

running  up  and  down,  pawing  the  dirt,  acting  The  WUeti  Man  in  Bamehidi 
like  a  madman,  and  perhaps  one  not  deeply 

versed  in  the  game  imagines  he  is  trying  to  The  man  who,  perhaps,  is  past  master  of  di- 

"  rattle "  the  opposing  pitcher,  or  spur  his  own  recting  ball  clubs  from  the  bench  is  John 
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McCloskey,  now  manager  of  the  Milwaukee  Thm  Wondm  of  Signal  SimaBng 

American  Association  Club  and  ex-manager  of 

a  score   of  other   teams.    As   many  of   his  The  lengths  to  which  clubs  will  go  to  secure 

campaigns  are  poorly  executed  he  has  often  the  signals  of  the  opposing  teams  is  astounding 

failwi,  but  if  he  ever  gets  a  team  together  that  to  those  not  familiar  with  the  game.     To  catch 

will  carry  out  his  orders,  that  team  never  will  a  signal  legitimately,  by  observation,  by  quick 

lose  a  game.  thinking,  is  part  of  the  sport. 

One  of  McCloskey's  most  brilliant  plans  Marshall  of  Brooklyn,   Kane  of  Chicago, 

was  conceived  when   he  was  managing  the  Doolin  of  Philadelphia,  are  past  masters  of  the 

Cardinals.     He  had  an  idea  his  team  could  art  of  seeing  what  the  opposing  batsmen  are 

beat  Reulbach  of  the  Chicago  club  by  bunting,  trying  to  do  before  the  effort  is  made.  In  one 

and  he  sent  the  first  seventeen  men  to  bat  game  this  year  Manager  Griffith  of  the  Cin- 

with  orders  to  bunt  or  to  push  the  ball  down  cinnati  Club  said  he  was  forced  to  change 

the  infield,  no  batter  being  allowed  to  hit  the  signals  six  times,  because  Pat  Moran  of  the 

ball  hard  until  after  two  strikes  had  been  called.  Chicago  team  kept  detecting  the  old  ones.     But 

The  first  six  innings  passed  without  a  run  being  efforts  have  been  made  in  the  past  to  steal  sig- 

scored  by  St.  Louis  and  then  two  bunts  went  nals  by  the  most  brazen  trickery  and  unsports- 

safe  in  succession,  another  advanced  the  run-  manlike  methods. 

ners  and  the  next  man  pushed  the  ball  toward  Perhaps  the  worst  case  of  this  sort  ever  re- 
first  base.     It  was  thrown  wild  to  the  plate,  two  vealed  was  that  of  an  old  Philadelphia  club  of 
runs  scored  and  St.  Louis  kept  bunting  until  the  National  League.     Here  was  the  greatest 
five  runs  scored  and  the  game  was  won.    All  aggregation  of  batters  ever  assembled  on  one 
during  the  early  stages  of  the  game  the  players  team,  but,   not  satisfied  with  their    natural 
were  frantic,  begging  to  be  permitted  to  hit  hitting  ability  they  wanted  to  know  in  ad- 
hard,  but  McCloskey  stuck  to  his  plan  of  cam-  vance  what  kind  of  ball  the  pitcher  was  going 
paign  and  won.  to    ser\'e   so    as    to    increase    their    hitting. 
On  the  attack,  when  his  own  team  is  at  bat,  One  of    the   cleverest    men   at   interpreting 
the  manager  has  the  opportunity  to  speak  to  signals  who  ever  played  in  a  baseball  game, 
each  man  as  he  leaves  the  bench,  to  tell  him  formulated  the  plan.    Stationing  a  confederate 
what  he  is  expected  to  do  and  if  he  changes  in  the  club  house  in  center  field,  he  had  him 
that  plan  after  the  man  is  in  batting  position,  armed  with  a  powerful  pair  of  field  glasses  with 
he  signals  either  the  batter  or  the  coacher  his  which  to  watch  the  hands  of  the  catchers.    At 
change  of  plan  so  that  every  man  on  the  team  first  the  confederate  signaled  batters  by  raising 
may  know  what  is  to  be  attempted.     With  one  arm  for  a  fast  ball,  the  other  for  a  curve, 
experienced  men  few  signals  are  necessary  and  then  when  the  opponents  grew  suspicious  he 
after  a  team  has  played  under  one  manager  worked  from  behind  a  blind  and  gave  the  signal 
several  years  the  players  know,  almost  without  by  raising  or  lowering  an  awning.   If  the  awning 
glancing  at  the  bench,  what  the  orders  will  be  was  raised  a  few  inches  and  held  in  that  position 
under  certain  given  circumstances.     Often,  too,  a  fast  ball  was  coming,  and  if  it  was  raised 
when  a  manager  and  batter  sus|)ect  that  the  and 'then  dropped  the  signal  was  for  a  curve, 
opposing  team  has  learned  their  signals,  the  It  is  remarkable  how  quickly  a  catcher  sus- 
batter  will  look  toward  the  bench  when  he  pects  that  the  opposing  team  has  his  signals, 
kngws  what  is  expected  of  him,  and  get  a  false  After  two  men  have  batted,  he  begins  looking 
order   intended    to    *' cross"   or   deceive   the  in  all  directions  to  see  who  is  "tipping  off"  his 
trickster  who  is  stealing  signals.     It  is  when  the  signs,  and  starts  changing  them, 
batter  succeeds  in  "crossing"  the  opi3osing  The  awning  worked  well,  until  it  was  dis- 
team,  leading  them  to  suspect  he  is  going  to  do  covered,  and  then  the  catcher  and  his  associates 
one  thing  when  he  does  another,  that  disas-  invented  something  new  in  baseball.     They  put 
trous  consequences  are  likely  to  result.  electric  wires  underground  connecting  the  club 
In  a  game  between  Pittsburgh  and  Phila-  house  with  the  coachers'  box  at  third  base,  and 
delphia  years  ago,  when  Tommy  Leach  was  a  buried  a  small  wooden  box  under  the  ground, 
youngster,  he  thought  he  detected  a  signal  for  the  box  containing   a   "  buzzer. "    A  certain 
Larry  La  Joie  to  bunt,  and  he  came  creeping  noisy,  obstreperous  player  was  stationed  at  third 
forward  expecting  to  get  a  good  start  on  the  base  with  one  foot  on  the  box  containing  the 
ball  if  it  came  toward  third.     La  Joie  slashed  "buzzer"  and  as  the  signal  was  sounded  the 
a  line  drive  down  the  third  base  b*ne,  the  ball  player  stationed  over  the  "buzzer"  could  feel 
struck  Leach  on  the  shins,  and  his  head  hit  the  the  tapping  under  his  foot,  and  by  calling  in  a 
ground  first,  his  feet  being  knocked  from  under  secret  word  code  he  warned  the  batter  what  the 
him.  pitcher  was  going  to  pitch. 
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Not  a  regular  player  on  the  Philadelphia  Devlin    creeps   forward    fifteen    feet    inside 

team  batted  under  300  per  cent,  while  the  of  third  base,  Tenney  moves  forward  almost 

** buzzer"  was  in  operation,  and  several  of  twenty-five  feet,  the  entire  outfield  advances 

their  pitchers  and  catchers  were  among  the  while  Doyle  and   Bridwell   remain    as    they 

leading  batters  of  the  National  League.    Op-  ^ere.    There  is  a  man  on  first  base,  another 

posing  teams  knew  that,  in  some  way,  the  Phil-  on   third,    one    batter    out    and    New  York 

adelphians  were  getting  the  signals,  but  how  has    one     run     more    than     the     opposing 

they  could  not  discover  luitil  one  day  the  Cin-  team.    Any  one  who  knows  the  game  knows 

cinnati  club  was  playing  on  the  Philadelphia  the  batter  is  not  a  fast  man  and  understands 

grounds.     Every  man  on  the  Cincinnati  team  the  entire  plan  of  action.     If  the  ball  is  hit  to 

was  watching  to  see  where  the  signals  were  Tenney,  to  Devlin  or  to  the  pitcher,  it  will  be 

coming  from  and  they  saw  that  one  player  thrown  to  the  plate  to  prevent  the  runner  from 

stationed  near  third  base  no  matter  how  he  scoring  from  third  base.     If  it  is  hit  either  to 

moved,   always  kept  one   foot   in  the  same  Doyle  or  to  Bridwell,   the  other  will  cover 

position.     In  the  middle  of  the  game,  one  of  second  base,  take  the  throw  and  attempt  by 

the  Cincinnati  team  wandering  apparantly  aim-  a  quick  throw  to  complete  the  double  play 

lessly  toward  third  base,  made  a  sudden  rush,  and   retire  the  opposing  team.     The  batter 

pushed  the  guilty  Philadelphian  out  of  the  makes  a  base  hit,  the  runner  scores  from  third, 

coachers*  box  and  dug  up  the  device  which  was  the  man  who  was  on  first  reaches  third,  and 

winning  games  for  Philadelphia.    The  discovery  again  runners  are  on  first  and  third  bases,  with 

created  a  big  sensation  in  baseball  and  aroused  one  out,  and  the  opposing  team  needs  a  run  to  * 

a  vigorous  protest  against  such  unsportsman-  win.     But  the  infield  instead  of  playing  the 

like  methods.     But  instead  of  stopping,  the  same  way  gets  a  signal  from  McGraw  and 

Philadelphia  club  moved  the  buzzer  to  their  while  Tenney  and  Devlin  remain  as  before, 

bench,  and  continued  using  it  until  stopped  by  Doyle  and  Bridwell  move  forward  onto  the 

league  action.  grass,  twenty-five  feet  nearer  the  plate  than  they 

Not  satisfied  with  having  that  much  advan-  were  before.     The  fan  may  not  understand, 

tage    on    the    home  grounds,   the  man  who  but  a  fast  man  is  coming  to  bat;  there  is  but  a 

planned  the  thing  followed  his  team  around  slight  chance  of  a  double  play  being  executed 

the    country,   renting    windows    overlooking  successfully  and  the  Giants  driven  to  the  de- 

the   grounds   in   each   city   and   wigwagging  fensive,  are  signaled  by  their  manager  to  close 

signals  to  the   batters.    He  was   caught    at  up  the  inner  line  of  defense  in  the  desperate 

Brooklyn  by  some  of  the  Brooklyn  players,  hope  that  the  ball  will  be  hit  straight  at  one  of 

and  trounced,  and  after  that  the  method  of  them  who  may  cut  off  the  runner  at  the  plate 

spying  gradually  was  abandoned.     Pittsburgh,  and  save  the  day.     McGraw  has  issued  the 

however,  tried  the  same  thing  a  year  later,  order,  and  whether  it  wins  or  loses  the  game  he 

using  an  ingenious  device;  a  semiphore  arrange-  accepts  the  blame, 
ment  fastened  to  the  center  field  fence  which 

was  raised  at  right  angles  for  a  fast  ball  and  Four  Fmgmn  Up^Thumb  Tummd  in 

straight  up  for  a  curve.     The  arrangement  was 

not  in  use  for  a  week  before  the  keen  eyes  of  the        There  was  a  game  played  in  Cincinnati  this 

opponents  discovered  it  and  began  changing  season  which  Chicago  came  near  losing  after 

signals  so  rapidly  the  spies  could  not  follow  having  saved  it  three  times  by  magnificent 

them.    After  seventeen  batters  had  been  hit  by  generalship.     McLean,  the  heavy  hitting  Cin- 

pitched  balls  in  four  days  and  some  of  them  cinnati  catcher,  is  one  of  .the  most  dangerous  of 

hurt  because  they  expected  one  curve  when  batters  when  his  team  needs  run§,  and  four 

another  was  being  pitched  the  scheme  was  times  during  the  game  he  came  to  bat  when  a 

abandoned.  safe  hit,  it  seemed,  would  win  the  game  for  Cin- 

The  defensive  game  of  all  teams  is  ordered  cinnati,  and  each  time  Chance,  on  tlie  bench, 

by  the  manager  either  from  the  bench  or  from  raised  his  hand  with  four  fingers  up  and  the 

his  field  position  and  the  manager  who  also  is  a  thumb  turned  in,  which  was  his  signal  to  give 

player  has  an  immense  advantage  over  the  McLean  a  base  on  balls  and  not  allow  him  to 

bench  manager  in  that  he  can  reach  his  men  hit  and  to  rely  upon  retiring  the  next  batter, 

more  readily  and  moreover  without  a  signal,  who  was  not  so  dangerous  as  a  batter.     Three 

sign,  or  spoken  word  his  players  can  tell  from  times  Reulbach  purposely  pitched  four  baUs 

the  position  he  assumes  where  he  wants  them  to  wide,  allowing  McLean  to  take  first  base  and 

play  and  how  he  expects  the  play  to  be  made,  each  time  the  succeeding  batter  failed  to  hit, 

Observe  the  New  York  ball  team.     McGraw  so  Cincinnati  could  not  score.     The  other  time 

from  the  bench  flashes  a  signal  to  Tenney.  Chance  shoved  up  four  fingers  just  as  one  of 
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the  umpires  passed  between  him  and  the  field,  bench,  one  end  being  at  the  side  of  the  bench, 

and  Reulbach  missed  the  signal  and  thinking  the  other  directly  over  the  water  tank  where 

Chance  had  not  signaled  at  aU  he  broke  a  curve  the  players  drank.    The  joker  had  discovered 

over  the  plate  for  a  strike.    Again  Chance  that  the  pipe  could  be  used  as  a  telepone  and 

flashed  four  fingers  and  again  the  umpire  ob-  while  his  team  was  going  to  pieces  he  sat  where 

scared  the  view,  and  Reulbiach  drove  over  he  could  lean  over  and  speak  into  the  open  end 

another  strike.  of  the  pipe.    Lobert  had  made  a  couple  of  bad 

Moran,  who  was  catching,  was  angry.    He  misplays  and  as  he  went  to  the  water  tank  to 

thought  the  proper  thing  to  do  was  to  give  get  a  drink  after  the  disastrous  inning  the  joker 

McLean  a  base,  and  he  turned  to  Chance  for  leaned  over  and  spoke  into  the  pipe  saying: 

orders  to  pass  the  batter  even  then,  but  having  "  You  big,  bowlegged,  Dutch  slob,  who  ever 

escaped  twice  Chance  had  a  "hunch"  that  he  told  you  you  could  play  ball?"    The  words 

had  been  wrong,  and  signaled  to  make  the  seemed  to  come  directly  from  over  Lobert's 

batter  hit.     Reulbach  pitched  a  high  fast  ball  head  and  he  dropped  the  drinking-cup  and 

and  McLean  hit  it  safe  to  center,  scoring  a  run  leaped  back,  glaring  up  into  the  stand  to  see 

and  tying  the  score,  and  the  Champions  were  who  was  "roasting"  him.     The  party  in  the 

compelled  to  play  eleven  innings  before  they  box  overhead  looked  supremely  innocent  and 

finally  won  the  game.  unconscious,  but  Lobert  remained  in  front  of 

Many  spectators  who  see  players  go  through  the  bench  all  during  the  inning,  to  see  if  he 
season  after  season  and  play  perhaps  175  could  discover  the  offender.  The  joker  re- 
games  a  year  imagine  that  they  would  get  mained  quiet  until  the  next  player  went  to  the 
hardened  and  become  indifferent  as  to  whether  tank,  and  then  he  hurled  more  insults  through 
they  win  or  lose.  The  opposite  is  the  case,  the  tube.  He  kept  it  up  during  the  entire 
The  young  players  endure  defeat  better  than  game,  abusing,  criticizing  and  insulting  every 
the  old  ones  and  it  seems  the  longer  the  player  player  who  went  to  get  a  drink,  and  by  the 
is  in  the  game  the  more  he  hates  to  lose,  middle  of  the   contest   he   had   the   players 

The  bench,  during  a  defeat,  is  like  an  army  fighting    mad,    and    sending    spies    into   the 

in  a  rout,  everyone  raving,  swearing,  blaming  stand  to  try  to  find  the  man  who  was  abusing 

each  other,  and  hurling  abuse  and  invective  them. 

back  and  forth.    But  while  the  result  hangs  in  So  the  most  interesting  part  of  the  game;  the 

the  balance  the  men  seem  impassive,  almost  in-  brain  work,   the  generalship  of  baseball  is 

different.     Conversations  are  carried  on  in  low  hidden  under  those  coops  behind  first  and 

tones,  orders  are  issued  quickly  and  incisively,  third  base  where  the  masters  of  baseball  use 

and  everything  is  deliberate  and  calm.     The  fingers,  eyes,  head,  feet,  hands,  cap,  strange 

storm  that  follows  either  victory  or  defeat  phrases  and  senseless  words,  all  of  which  are  in 

comes  as  quickly  as  the  hit  or  the  error  that  the  code,  to  direct  their  wonderful  puppets, 

starts  it.     The  moment  that  the  hit  that  brings  The  public  never  gets  a  chance  to  find  out  what 

victory,  or  the  error  that  means  defeat  comes,  is  behind  all  the  running  and  throwing  and 

all  the  pent  up  and  repressed  excitement  of  the  batting  unless  some  one  tells  and  then  it  is  im- 

day  breaks  loose  and  then  the  wildest  fan  in  the  possible  to  tell  even  the  half, 

bleachers  is  sane  compared  with  the  players —  One  knows  that  when  he  sees  Chance  raise 

and  usually  the  manager  is  worst  of  all.  his  hat,  a  double  steal  is  to  be  attempted,  that  if 

he  raises  four  fingers,  the  batter  is  to  be  given  a 

Fan  on  thm  Bfinch  base   on   balls.     One   knows   when    "Billy" 

Murray  changes  places  with  the  man  next  to 

But  the  bench  is  not  always  calm  or  angry,  him  on  the  bench  he  is  ordering  his  players  to 

for  at  times  it  is  like    a    crowd   of    school  hit  and  run.     One  knows  that  when  a  Chicago 

boys,  up  to  all  sorts  of  pranks,  from  nagging  coacher  uses  the  given  name  of  the  base  runner 

the  umpire  to  playing  jokes  on  each  other,  the  given  name  is  part  of  that  code.     One 

One    of    the    funniest    situations    arose    in  knows  that  when  Doc  Marhsall  yells,  "  That's 

Cincinnati  a  few  years  ago  when  the  Reds  were  getting  them,"  that  "getting"  is  the  catch  word, 

being  beaten.     One  of  the  players  was  an  in-  and  that  when  Hughie  Jennings  pulls  grass  with 

veterate  joker,  and  even  in  defeat  he  could  not  his  right  hand,  he  means  one  thing,  with  his  left 

withstand  the  temptation  to  turn  the  laugh  upon  another,  and  one  can  hear  behind  Griffith's 

some  on.     There  was  a  water  pipe  from  the  "  Watch  his  foot, "  an  order  to  steal.     But  no 

stand  that  divided  directly  over  the  players'  one  knows  it  all. 
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With  Illustrations  by  R.  M.  Crcxby 

(G.  C,  B*r  Harbor,  to  E.  R..  >t  Home  Summer) 

Thanks  for  your  telegram,  Guinea!  It  was 
even  sweller  than  mine.  But  you  are  way 
ahead  of  the  times — that  is — you  are  in  a  sense, 
Vou  are  congratulating  me,  when  I'm  not 
yet  engaged  1  Oh  I  know — no  modest  maiden 
talks  about  her  trousseau  or  the  man  she's 
going  to  marry  until  the  Great  Question  has 
been  asked  and  answered.  And  I  don't  talk 
about  it.  1  don't  breathe  it  to  any  one  but 
you — and  you  don't  count — you  dear  old  thing! 

Now  let  me  tell  >-ou  al!  about  it! 

I  wrote  j'ou  on  the  very  day,  theEventful 
Day,  on  the  day  of  the  ball,  didn't  I  ?  It  was 
funny  how  after  so  many  moons  of  putting  off 
writing  you,  I  suddenly  feh  that  I  could  with 
perfect  ease  and  security  say  anything  to  you. 
It  was  as  if  coming  events  had  cast  their  light 
before  and  I  could  see;  I  had  a  sort  of  sub- 
conscious sense  that  you  had  settled  your 
affairs  in  so  satisfactory  a  form  that  I  could  be 
quite  at  ease  with  you  again. 

Well  then — we  went  to  the  ball.  It  was  in 
the  house  of  friends  in  New  London,  a  remark- 
able house!  It  has  a  music  room  si«y  by 
eighty  feet  large  and  everything  in  proportion, 
including  the  heartiness  of  the  hosts.  We  were 
rather  late  arriving,  we  had  lingered  on  and 
on  over  dinner,  and  had  sat  out  in  the  rose 
garden,  rather  hating  the  thought  of  dancing, 
and  the  idea  of  going  indoors  seemed  a  good 
one  to  put  off. 

As  we  stepped  into  the  room  where  they  were 
dancing,  my  eyes,  Guinea,  lit  on  him  across  the 
room.  Yes — on  him,  and  I  stopped  short  as  if 
I'd  had  a  galvanic  shock,  whatever  that  is;  I 
reached  out  my  hand  to  steady  myself,  1 
suddenly  felt  light-headed  and  wobbly  in  the 
knees,  and  I  said  in  a  sort  of  somnambulistic 
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voice  r  "Who  is  that?  I  think  1  never  saw  a 
man  before!" 

Well— at  that  moment  the  Gods  appeared, 
and  all  the  Half-gods  ^o-ed.  And  from  that 
moment  there  has  existed  nothing  but  ke. 

I  wish  I  could  tell  you  anything  that  would 
sound  a  bit  like  what  it  was  like,  but  words  are 
the  very  deuce  when  you  really  want  them  to 
mean  anything.  I  can  think  of  nothing  but  the 
meeting  of  the  Tragic  Comedians  to  match  it, 
Foq^ive  me,  but  I  can  call  up  no  more  modest 
analogy.  It  was  the  Miracle  of  Miracles, 
elect  ric — dazzli  ng — instantaneous. 

Oh,  Eric !  he  is  so  wonderful,  so  right!  And 
the  mar\-el  of  finding  him!  I  had  always 
known  he  must  be  somewhere,  and  that  some- 
time I  must  find  him.  Yet  times  I  feared  I 
never  should;  times  I  used  to  say  to  myself: 
"\\'hy  do  I  feel  so  sad  and  so  forlorn?  Be- 
cause the  one  I  love  is  not  yet  bom  ?"  or  else 
I  feared  he  had  lived  a  thousand  years  ago. 
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There  have  been  so  many,  so  many,  who  have  long  how  it  is  with  me.     Pleiad  has  been  the 

passed  into  my  life  and  out  again,  and  I  have  treasure  of  my  life.    I  addressed  him  through 

sometimes  wondered,  "  Is  this  he  ?  or  if  it  is  not  you,  because  in  a  sense,  you  never  existed  for 

— maybe    he'll  do,   faille  de  mieux?"   but  I  me  at  all!     Don't  misunderstand,  E.  R.— you, 

couldn't,  couldn't    be   satisfied,  and   I   knew  the  man  in  Paris,  existed  as  the  memorj-  of  an 

that  I  should  know  on  the  instant  when  he  acquaintance,   and  as  a   handwriting  utterly 

really  came,  and  that    he    must    know  also,  impersonal,  and  because  of  that  I  could  invest 

And  Eric — so  it  was — so  it  is!     Isn't  it  wonder-  you  with  all  the  qualities  I  required  in  Pleiad, 

ful — wonderful — wonderful!  since — not  being  there  to  gainsay  or  fall  short 

Don't  think  me  gone  stark  staring  mad.  It  of  thero,  j'ou  could  not  entirely  "scatter  the 
only  seems  as  if  1  had  a  great  sunrise  going  vision  forever."  When  at  one  time  and  an- 
on inside  of  me  all  the  time.  other  you  did  fall  short — I  spared  not  to  scold 

The  strange  part  is  that  after  that  first  night  you  roundly — did  I — you  poor  dear! 
and  after  one  marvellous  day  spent  on  the  I  ha\e  loved — not  you  R.,  but  him — 
water — a  day  never  to  be  matched — what  do  Pleiad,  with  all  my  soul  and  being.  This  is  no 
you  think!  I  got  so  scared,  I  had  such  a  plain  news  to  you — you  knew  it.  The  fiction  we  be- 
case  of  panic,  I  could  stand  no  more.  It  was  gan  in  laughter  has  led  me  to  my  great  hap- 
all  so  overwhelming  and  so  swift.  What  did  I  piness  today.  At  the  crucial  moment  Pleiad 
do  ?  Incontinently  fiedl  I  made  my  friends  saved  me,  and  for  that — all  my  life  I  must 
take  me  off  in  the  motor.  We'd  been  planning  be  in  your  debt.  He  made  me  pause  and 
a  trip  of  a  week  or  two,  anyway.  wait — the  Star  Lover  saved  me,  and  now  the 

What  a  journey  it  has  been!    I  am  in  a  Man  has  come, 

trance.  Isn't  it  beautiful  that  the  case  fits  the  other 

I  reckon  you'll  think  me  crazy,  but  it'sGosDel  way  about  too?  though  how  it  happens  to  is 
true  that  tho'  I  know  more  than  I  can  fath- 
— of  course — that  this  om^for  there  are  so 
fall  ...  in  New  many  of  me  the  world 
York  .  .  yet  over,  and  there's  only 
really  I  don't  care  if  I  one  of  Am,  and  it  is 
never  see  him  again,  such  a  faded,  dull, 
for  he  is  mine,  whether  deadly  commonplace 
ke  knows  it  or  not,  and  me! 
I  am  his,  whether  he  Do  you  wonder  that 
wants  me  or  not,  and  Vvt  gone  back  to  my 
oh — best  of  all — He  is/  old  tricks  of  not  sleep- 
That  is  the  thing  that  ing?  Why  sleep? 
really  matters— He  is!  How  should  I  wish  to 
and  I  have  seen  him,  sleep — with  such  won- 
and  he  is  all  that  I  ders  to  think  about? 
could  have  pictured,  I  am  so  full  of  joy  I 
and  so  much  more  almost  wish  I  might 
which  I  never  should  die  tonight  !  Now  1 
have  had  the  imagina-  know  you  think  me 
tion  to  imagine,  splen-  gone  dotty! 
did   and   noble,    and 

kind    and    true    and  (Q,  G..  B*r  Harbor) 
strong  and   sincere, 

and  with  a   charm —  I     have     always 

oh    but    a    charm    of  wanted    to    find    my 

speech  and  manner!  own.      I   have  not 

Now  you  will  think:  wanted    to   wander 

"Of  course,  she  sees  through     space  and 

through  rose  colored  goggles,  but  Love  was  eternity  a  misfit — and  now  that  I've  found  him 

ever  blind! "  and  he  has  found  me,  he  might  even  go  so  far  as 

You  are  mistaken,  me  lad!  Love  is  «o(  blind,  to  marrj'  some  one  else  if  he  chofe,  and  it 

Love  is  the  most  sensitively  critical  thing  in  the  wouldn't  matter.     What  happened  within  the 

world,  and  I  the  most  clear  sighted  critic.  first  five  seconds  of  our  meeting  was  final — 

You  ought  to  be  able  to  see  just  from  the  complete, 

long  fiction  we  have  kept  up  together  for  so  Laugh  now — laugh  all  you  like.'    But  jou 
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won't  laugh — you  are  too  happy  yourself  to 
mock  at  my  happiness,  you  are  too  divinely 
mad  yourself  to  jeer  at  my  madness. 

D^r  Boy— among  the  other  lovely  things, 
is  it  not  nice  that  our  each  having  found  our 
True  Love,  our  each  having  given  our  heart  to 
Another,  has  brought  us  only  the  closer  to- 
gether. 

Good-night.  G.  G. 


(G.  G.. 


t  Home  to  E.  R..  It  Home.  Sumnur) 


After  the  motor  trip  I  didn't  go  back  to  New 
London,  as  you  see  I  came  home.  I've  been 
here  a  little  over  a  month,  and  in  that  time, 
Guinea,  what  had  to  be  had  to  be. 

He  couldn't  very  well  fly  about  the  coun- 
try in  hot  pursuit  of  our  automobile,  that  would 
have  bordered  upon  the  absurd,  but  when  he 
heard  that  I  had  come  home,  he  came  here.  He 
could  only  stay  week  ends,  but  then  he  went 
away  and  came  again,  and  then  he  came  again, 
,  .  .  and  he  will  keep  on  coming,  Guinea, 
until  I  go  back  to  New  York — for  it  is  all 
settled. 

Thanks  for  your  dear,  good  letter.  It  did  me 
good  to  hear  you  talk  in  that  hearty  major  key 
— you  who  have  always  had  a  melancholy  devil 
lurking  in   the  background.     You  sound  so 


gorgeously,  healthily  happy  that  I  love  your 
girl  for  it,  and  am  her  friend  forever!  I  feel 
that  I  know  her  well  from  your  portrait  of  her. 

You  want  to  hear  all  about  bJm  ?  How  can 
I  tell  you?  Anything  said  about  him  would 
make  him  sound  just  like  the  average  man,  and 
he  isn'tl    He's  the  only  man  in  the  world. 

What  does  he  look  like?  He  is  dark,  of 
course.  Your  girl  is  dark,  they  had  to  be  since 
you  and  I  are  such  towheads.  He  is  all  dark, 
and  his  eyes  are  placid  as  a  cow's  at  times, 
sometimes  they  are  penetrated  with  a  smile, 
that  seems  to  come  bubbling  up  from  fathom- 
less depths,  and  at  times  I  can  call  them  noth- 
ing short  of  turbulent,  fiery  brown  with  purple 
lightnings,  and  if  the  eyes  are  windows  of  the 
soul,  his  tell  the  whole  story.  He  is  big,  big 
as  you  are,  unless  he  is  bigger, and  he  makes  me 
feel  like  a  canary  bird  perching  on  his  big  fist. 
He  is  the  sanest  p>erson  living,  and  what  is 
sanity  but  the  combination  of  tremendous 
passions  under  superb  control?  He  is  distin- 
guished as  a  European  crowned  head,  or 
would  be,  but  that  they  all  look  so  common 
beside  him.  He  gives  one  the  sense  of  enor- 
mous power  combined  with  boundless  gentle- 
ness and  kindliness  and  warmth  of  heart  and 
good  nature  and  humor. 

What's  his  business  ?     I'm  obliged  to  confess 


V 


he  ain't  got  none!  But  that  doesn't  mean  that 
he's  an  Idle  Rich !  He's  the  busiest  man  in  the 
country  except  maybe  our  busy  President. 
He  is  kept  somewhat  employed  looking  after 
the  things  he  owns,  but  his  interest  is  in  the 
things  that  need  straightening  out.  He  has  a 
great  gift  for  straightening  the  crooked — and 
pulling  down  the  rotten— and  raising  the  fallen. 
I  suppose  he  might  be  said  to  have  a  hand  in 
politics,  and  he  will  have  more  and  more. 
He's  the  sort  of  man  who  ought  (o,  whose  great 
interest  lies  not  in  private  concerns  and  little 
specialties,  but  in  people  and  action  and  great 
big  public  considerations. 

But  I  can't  tell  you  about  him.  You'll  have 
to  see  him  for  yourself.  One  can't  describe 
personality,  at  least  /  can't,  and  his  long,  strong 
suit  is  that  he's  the  most  lovable  thing  ever 
created,  and  the  most  human.  He's  a  giant 
and  he's  a  tiny  child,  a  good  child,  and  some- 
times he's  a  bad  child;  a  king  who  knows 


equally  well  how  to  rule  and  how  to  serve.  He 
is  a  large,  a  generous,  person  in  every  sense. 
Generous  and  charitable  materially,  generous 
and  charitable  in  judgment. 

I  must  tell  you  something:  he  is  not  Pleiad! 
Emphatically  he  is  not,  Pleiad  was  a  poet 
and  a  dreamer  and  an  artist,  a  star,  an  angel, 
a  saint;  Pleiad  was  a  phantom  knight.  A 
knight  in  armor  with  the  moonlight  shining 
on  it.  Pleiad  was  an  ideal—and  to  him  all 
praise  and  thanks;  he  served  his  purpose  until 
— the  Mancame— and  the  man's  name  is  John! 


(G.  C,  .1  Home,  to  E.  R..  .t  Hon».  Sui 


«) 


Like  Diogenes  I  have  my  little  lantern — and 
I'm  ransacking  New  York,  not  to  find  an 
Honest  Man — I've  found  him,  but  what  seems 
much  more  difficult,  to  spot  out  where  are  the 
Happy  People.  Where  do  they  hide  them- 
selves? Occasionally  I  see  a  woman  who 
409 
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looks  fairly  contented — comfortable  and  fat;  Well,  come  what  come  may,  I  am  safe!  At 

and  sometimes  a  man  who  has  dined  looks  this  crisis  as  in  all  others,  I  lie  in  the  hollow 

enormously  entertained — kut   where  are  the  of  the  Great  Hand  that  will  not  let  me  fall, 

people  who  are  as  happy  as  I  am?    It  can't  or  entirely  crush  me,  and  will  not  turn  my 

be  that  I*m  the  only  one  in  this  town  ?  cup  to  one  of  unmixed  gall.    Whatever  comes 

W^ere  are  those  whose  clothes  with  difficulty  hereafter,  I    have  stood  on  the  Summit   of 

keep  them  from  exploding  from  that  inward  the  Mountain,  and  I  have  walked  through  the 

ferment  of  delight  ?     Where  is  the  Boy  whose  Gates  of  Sunrise. 

Girl  said  "Yes"  last  night  ?  Where  is  the  Girl  Were  I  today  to  be  assured  that  all  that  lies 
whose  Dad  finally  gave  his  consent  this  mom-  hidden  in  tomorrow  would  be  storm  and  ship- 
ing?  Where  is  the  Man  whose  Son  was  sue-  wreck,  I  would  go  on,  I  could  not  go  back,  for 
cessfully  born  in  the  small  hours  ?  WTiere  now  I  realize  that  it  is  not  for  the  sake  of  con- 
are  they  upon  whom  rests  the  Peace  of  God  ?  tinning  my  own  great  joy  that  I  am  following 
Where  is  the  Woman  whose  Mother  is  getting  in  the  path  that  looks  all  lined  with  rose  petals, 
well  ?  Where  are  those  who  after  the  pinch  of  I  must  go  on  because  I  must,  no  matter  what 
poverty  and  pam  have  sudden  release  ?   W^here  the  path  leads  to. 

are  they  who  have  done  good  work,  and  given  I  know  that  all  cannot  forever  be  at  this 

good  measure,  and  made  great  sacrifices,  and  white  heat  of  ecstasy  for  him  and  for  me — I 

been  good  and  faithful  servants  ?  know  ...  I  know  that  gray  days,  black  days, 

stormy  days,  must  come,  and  it  is  more  for  their 

(G.  G.,  Broadway,  to  E.  R.,  California,  Autumn)  Sake,  than  for  the  golden  ones  that  I  want  to  be 

with  him.     I  want  to  be  with  him  in  his  suc- 

I  want  to  see  in  the  face  and  eyes  of  my  cesses,  in  his  triumphs,  in  his  great  hours,  but 

neighbor  some  reflection  of  the  light  within,  how  much  more  I  must  be  with  him  in  the 

I  can't  believe  he  is  as  dark  as  his  surface  indi-  inevitable  hours  of  despondency  and  disgust, 

cates.     Is  it  that  he  studiously  applies  himself  in  the  possible  hours  of  failure.     I  want  to  be 

to  erasing  from  his  features  any  tell-tale  trace  with  him  as  he  grows  old,  to  grow  old  along 

of  the  glow?     I  scan  face  after  face  in  the  with  him.     How  could  I  bear  another  to  be 

streets,  in  the  shops,  everywhere,  and  I  can-  there  in  my  place  if  he  were  ill  and  sad  ?    His 

not  find  the  Happy  Ones!  mother  is  the  only  one  I  should  not  be  jealous 

And  I  so  wish  they  were  all  as  happy  as  I !  of — and  she  is  no  longer  here — and  I  want  to 

Don't  you  think  you  would  know  if  you  saw  be  mother  and  sister  and  friend,  as  well  as 

me  ?    Don't  you  think  if  you  saw  me  buzzing  his  love  and  his  wife. 

about  buying   all   my  pretty,   pretty,   pretty  Good  bye,  dear  E.  R.;  you  will  be  married 

things,  or  if  you  saw  me  stitching  and  hemming  only  a  few  days  after  thife  reaches  you.     You 

on  them  that  you'd  say  to  yourself:   "There  in  the  season  of  Falling  Leaves,   and  I   at 

goes  the  happiest  woman  that  ever  breathed  Blossoming  Lilac  Time.     Your  church  is  to  be 

the  air  of  Heaven!"     Don't  you  think  if  you  gorgeous   with  crimson  and  golden  autumn 

saw  me  in  Church  trying  to  make  myself  not  boughs?    Mine  will  be  sweet  with  purple  and 

too  grotesquely  unworthy  to  receive  such  a  white  perfume. 

shower  of  blessed  things,  and  singing  praises  You   are  coming   to   New  York  on  your 

out  of  a  humble  but  not  the  least  bit  contrite  honeymoon?     Isn't   it   delightful!     (We   are 

heart,  don't  you  think  you'd  catch  a  wafture  going  to  Italy,  of  course — to  Venice.)     When 

of  my  consecrated  crowning  mood  ?  you  come  I  shall  meet  your  Mary,  I  want  so 

Don't  you  think,  though,  Guinea,  that  I'm  all  to   see  her  and  to  love  her,  and  you  must 

the  time  in  carroling  vein — that  that  is  all  there  know  and  like  my  man!     You  can't  help  it, 

is  to  it.     I  have  my  awed  and  awful  moments,  you  know! 

my  moments  of  feeling  myself  go  pale  ....  Each  other  we  shall  dodge  and  hide  from. 

Suppose  I  were  unable  to  make  him  happy!  We'll  keep  up  the  game  to  the  end — won't 

I  say  to  myself  sometimes:  Maybe  this  is  all  we?  though  maybe  we'll  go  so  far  as  to  have 

nothing  but  a  wonderful  dream.     Maybe  this  chats  over  the  telephone  ? 

is  what  every  woman  experiences,  and  after-  Good-bye — ^good-bye — ^good-bye. 

wards — even   after    happiness    and    security  God  have  you  in  His  care.    He  has  I 

that  match  mine — come    tragedies    and  dis-  God  keep  you.     He  will! 

illusion  and  soul-sickening  despair!  God  love  you.     He  does! 

THE  END 
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Another    Frank    Letter  not  a  member  of  the  sodalist  party,  I  am  inte^^^ 

interested  in  the  growth  of  sociahsm.     But  if  I  wish 

to  learn  about  these  things,  I  have  to  go  to  the 

A  few  weeks  ago  I  attended  Sunday  service  at  a  newspapers  and  magazines.     I  never  hear  them 

wealthy  Episcopahan  church  in  New  York.     I  was  discussed  in  the  churches— except  as  perturbing 

attracted  to  it  by  its  reputation  for  beautiful  music  social  conditions  excite  the  sudden  illogical  dia- 

and  picturesque  ritual.    Also  that  morning  a  new  tribes  of  the  pulpit. 

rector  was  to  preach  his  first  sermon.    The  occa-  It  would  never  occur  to  me  to  discuss  them  with 

sion  interested  me  very  much.     "Here,"  thought  the  average  clergyman— mind,  I  say  the  average 

I,  "is  the  opportunity  of  a  lifetime — the  chance  for  clergyman. 

a  man  to  establish  a  personal  relation  between  him-  In  the  firet  place,  we  do  not  speak  the  same 
self  and  a  church  full  of  devoted  followers."  And  language.  The  average  clergyman  uses,  for  in- 
at  first  it  seemed  as  though  he  were  going  to  do  stance,  a  number  of  technical  expressions,  the  cor- 
that.  He  said  simply  and  directly  that  he  did  not  rectness  of  the  use  of  which  I  do  not  recognize, 
wish  his  new  pansh  to  think  of  him  as  their  In  the  second  place,  the  average  clergyman  does 
"rector,"  which  means  "ruler,"  but  as  their  "pas-  not  have  trustworthy  data  on  the  subject  under 
tor,"  which  means  "shepherd."  But  that  was  the  discussion.  He  cannot  compare  in  concrete  in- 
only  human  note  in  an  address  devoted  mainly  to  an  formation  with  the  average  busincSss  man.  He  is 
interpretation  of  a  saying  of  one  of  the  apostles,  not  nearly  so  unbiased  in  his  judgment  as  the 
Cold,  formal,  pedantic,  academic,  it  went  smooth-  average  business  man.  And  when  you  put  him 
ly,  smugly,  interminably  on,  not  once  touching  a  beside  the  average  newspaper  man,  the  high-class 
live  wire.  My  thoughts  kept  ^oing  wool-gathering  magazine  writer,  or  the  experienced  sociologist,  he 
although  I  tried  with  all  my  might  to  keep  them  on  seems  a  mere  babe,  prattling  foolishness, 
the  speaker.  I  went  home  physically  tired  with  Mr.  William  James  said  in  an  article  printed  over 
the  long  kneelings  and  mentally  irritated  with  the  a  year  ago  that  the  better  class  magazines,  such  as 
cut-and-dried  divagations  of  the  sermon.  With  a  The  American  Magazine,  McClure's,  Collier's 
sigh  of  relief,  I  took  up  one  of  the  month's  maga-  and,  in  its  way.  The  World's  Work,  offered  the  col- 
zines  and  became  restfully  absorbed  in  subjects  lege  graduate  a  supplementary  college  course, 
that  really  interested  me.  One  could  perhaps  go  farther  and  say  that  these 
Now  it  happened  that  I  had  been  following  with  magazines  have  replaced  the  minister  in  the 
a  great  deal  of  interest,  Ray  Stannard  Baker's  ar-  American  home. 

tides  in  The  American  Magazine  on  "The  Again  if  I  want  to  see  some  of  the  problems  I 

Spiritual  Unrest."      Of  course  I  realized,  ^ith  have  mentioned  presented  in  a  more  striking  form, 

everybody  else,  that  the  church  had  lost  its  hold  I  have  but  to  attend  one  of  a  dozen  plays  recently 

on  religious  feeling— that  it  could  no  longer  turn  produced  in  New  York.     Miss  Jane  Addams  has 

or  control  it.     Of  course,  with  everybody  else,  I  recently  made  a  list,  with  descriptive  titles  of  her 

wondered  why.     Suddenly  it  occurred  to  me  that  own  composition,  of  the  plays  that  consider  social 

this  Sunday's  experience  explained  much.  problems.     I  have  only  to  mention,  "The  Battle," 

The  church  has  let  its  privilege  of  leader  and  in-  J<The  Writing  on  the  Wall, "  "This  Man  and  This 

structor  pass  into  other  hands.    The  church  not  Woman,"  "Salvation  Nell,"  "The  Lion  and  the 

only  fails  to  interest  but  it  succeeds  definitely  in  Mouse,"  "The  Third  Degree,"  "The  Man  of  the 

boring  and  irritating.  Hour,"  "The  Servant  in  the  House,"  "The  Dawn 

of  To-morrow"  and  "An  Englishman's  Home" 

h  thm  Avmragm  Frmaehmr  Wett  tnformmd  T  for  the  reader  to  realize  what  I  mean. 

In  brief,  the  churches  are  moribund  in  their  re- 
Like  many  women,  I  am  interested  in  the  prob-  lation  to  social  problems.     The  magazines,  news- 
lems  of  the  day.    Like  or  unlike  them — I  do  not  papers  and  theaters  are  vividly,  virilely  alive  to 
pretend  to  say  which — I  am  not  intensely  interested  them, 
in  what  the  apostles  thought  or  said  or  did.     I  am 

not  actively  interested  in  Biblical  interpretation  of  Wmarin—B  and  Ckareh  Going 
any  kind.     I  say  this  not  in  the  spirit  of  sacrilege. 

I  am  simply  stating  a  fact  of  which  I  am  not  in  the  I  do  not  think  that  the  churches  realize — it 

least  ashamed.    But  I  am  very  much  interested  seems  impossible  to  make  them  realize — that  most 

indeed  in  the  industrial  problem,  the  sex  problem,  working  people  are  simply  too  tired  to  go  to  church. 

the  negro  problem,  the  problem  of  municipal  cor-  The  situation  has  nowhere  been  more  clearly  pre- 

niption,  of  immigration,  of  the  franchise,  in  any  sented  than  in  "A  Frank  Letter"  in  the  May 

economic  or  sociological  investigation.    Although  American  Magazine,  and,  yet,  I  have  been  told 
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that  a  clergyman  in  New  York,  after  reading  that  This  was  an  attitude  which  was  bound  to  right 

letter  to  his  congregation,  accused  the  writer  of  itself  in  time — ^and  it  did.    I  began  to  study  the 

having  no  soul.     It  is  poor  physical  economy  to  history  of  religion.    I  began  to  read  the  w^orks  of 

spend  indoors  three  hours  of  one's  only  day  of  rest  great  religionists,  Cotifucius,  Mohammed,  Epicte- 

and  recreation.    And  what  is  poor  physical  econ-  tus,   Marcus   Aurelius,   Thomas  i  Kempis,  St. 

omy  becomes  inevitably,  I  am  inclined  to  think,  Augustine,    Jeremy  Taylor,   Cardinal   Newman, 

poor  spiritual  economy.     "Why,  this  is  the  only  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson.     Curiously  enough  my 

day  I  have, "  you  hear  on  every  side.     "I  can't  give  first  real  study  of  the  Bible  came  latest  of  all  and 

it  up  to  church-going.     I  want  to  get  out  into  the  in  connection  with  a  college  course  in  compos!- 

air."  tion.     I  mar^^eled  at  the  concreteness  of  its  im- 

Another  side  of  this  church-going  question,  a  agery,  its  poetry  of  expression,  its  melody,  but 

very  practical  one  too,  does  not  often  present  itself  it  did  not  stir  me  as  had  Marcus  Aurelius  and 

to  the  leisure  classes.  Emerson.     In  fact,  I  was  often  appalled  by  its 

"Why  don't  you  ever  come  to  church  nowadays,  grossness  and  cruelty.     But  the  result  of  all  this 

Miss  Blank?"  said  a  clergyman  to  a  working-  reading  was  the  conviction  that,  within  certain 

woman  of  my  acquaintance.  obvious  limits,  one  religion  is  about  as  good  or  as 

"Because  I  have  to  do  my  sewing  Sunday  morn-  bad  as  another, 
ings, "  she  replied  with  unhesitating  forthrightness. 

"I  can't  sew  evenings  on  account  of  my  eyes  and  Thm  Kind  of  Man  thm  Church  Tarna  Qui 
besides  I'm  too  tired  to  sew  then.    Sunday  morn- 
ing is  the  only  time  I  have  to  get  ready  for  the  next  Parallel  with  this  awakenment  from  dogma  came 
week."  disillusionment  with  the  kind  of  citizen  that  the 

Her  pastor,  dumfounded,  said  nothing.  After  all,  church  turns  out. 

when  you  come  to  think  of  it,  what  was  there  to  say?  i  was  brought  up  among  people  who  worked  and 

worked  hard  for  their  living.     Common  sayings 

Thm  Writer'*  Own  Expmrimncm  among  them — they  were  almost  bromidioms — were 

remarks  like  the  following:  "  He's  a  preacher — you 

Perhaps  there  is  no  better  way  of  pointing  my  want  to  get  his  money  first. "  "He  passes  the  con- 
moral  than  to  relate  my  own  experience.  My  tribution-box  on  Sundays — watch  him!"  "Those 
mother  went  to  church  but  rarely.  She  sent  a  people  are  high  up  in  the  church — we'll  never  get 
large  family  of  children  to  Sunday  school,  how-  our  money  out  of  them. "  These  were  not  meant 
ever,  because  everybody  else  went  and  because  she  for  jokes.  Ever}'where  among  these  wage-earners 
thought  it  better,  on  the  whole,  for  children  to  grow  was  the  settled  conviction  that  if  people  openly  pro- 
'up  with  some  religious  training.  My., father,  fessed  religion,  they  were  unlikely  to  practise  it, 
though  frankly  an  atheist,  interfered  neither  one  that,  more  than  anybody  else,  they  were  likely  to 
way  nor  the  other.  I  remember  that  I  remon-  haggle,  to  cheat,  to  repudiate  their  debts.  From 
strated  with  the  member  of  an  Episcopalian  sister-  the  woman  wage-earner  who  declared  it  her  rule 
hood  who  prepared  me,  at  twelve,  for  confirma-  never  to  do  type-writing  for  clergymen,  to  the  small 
tion.  "I'm  not  old  enough  yet  to  know  what  I  boarding-house  keepers  who  always  expected  un- 
think  about  these  things, "  I  said.  But  she  quieted  paid  bills  from  religious  people,  the  opinion  seemed 
all  my  misgivings  with  what  I  felt,  even  then,  was  the  same. 

defective  logic.  The  only  sensations  I  remember  Now  of  course  I  outgrew  this  delusion  as  I  out- 
were  that  I  thought  the  blue  veil  which  they  tied  grew  the  idea  that  religious  feeling  is  mere  auto- 
about  my  head  most  becoming  and  that  I  was  suggestion.  The  point  of  view  which  insists  that 
acutely  conscious  of  the  colorful,  almost  mediaeval  all  church-goers  are  hypocrites  is  as  warped  as  the 
picturesqueness  of  the  event.  one  which  insists  that  all  non-church-goers  are 

I  was  a  studious  girl.  I  went  to  High  School,  to  irreligious.  Many  church-goers — perhaps  the  ma- 
Normal  School,  to  College.  I  was  all  the  time  jority  of  them — live  better  lives  because  of  their 
reading  and  studying.  After  a  while,  I  found  that  church-going.  It  has  yet  to  be  proved,  however, 
I  could  not  endorse  the  Apostles'  Creed.  The  that  they  live  better  lives  than  the  non-church- 
service  began  to  tire,  the  clergy  to  bore  me.  No-  goers  who  arQ  equally  religious.  It  has  yet  to  be 
body  inside  the  church  had  any  "message"  for  me;  proved,  I  think,  that  they  live  better  lives  than  non- 
but,  outside,  many  had.  Gradually,  I  gave  up  church-goers  who,  though  frankly  unreligious,  are, 
church-going.  I  have  gone  to  church  now  and  then  nevertheless,  moral.  One  thing,  however,  I  did 
since  but  the  result  is  always  the  same — the  sen'-  observe  for  myself  and  it  has  helped  me  a  great  deal 
ice  occasionally  restful,  soothing,  comforting,  the  in  making  my  judgments  of  people, 
sermon  invariably  remote  from  human  interest,  I  learned  that,  just  as  there  is  an  "artistic,"  a 
irritatingly  unillumined  and  dogmatic.  "literary,"  a  "musical,"  a  "histrionic"  tempera- 

At  first  of  course,  in  the  pride  of  my  youth,  I  ment,  there  is  also  a  "religious"  temperament.  I 
went  to  the  other  extreme.  "There's  no  such  learned  that  it  is  quite  possible  to  be  "religious" 
thing  as  religious  feeling, "  I  used  to  say  to  the  girls  without  being  moral.  I  learned  that  people  who 
with  whom  I  hotly  debated  the  question.  "It's  have  the  "religious"  temperament  without  the 
just  a  state  of  mind  into  which  people  work  them-  foundation  of  a  sturdy  morality  are  not  so  well- 
selves.  And  even  if  there  were  such  a  thing,  I  equipped  for  the  struggle  of  life  as  those  who  pos- 
don't  see  what  need  people  have  for  it. "  sess  morality  without  religion. 
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This  theory  of  the  **  religious"  temperament  is  the  its  hold  on  the  masses  as  long  as  it  holds  to  its  pres- 

only  thing  which  explains  how  many  people,  un-  ent  system.    If  it  managed  to  attract  a  more  virile 

moral  if  not  actually  immoral,  are  often  devoted  type  of  man,  if  it  revised  the  service,  cut  out  the 

church-goers  without  being  hypocrites.  long,  dull,  dead  sermons,  if  it  gave  people  more 

This,  briefly  stated,  is  my  experience.    I  believe  chance  to  sing  and  move  about,  if  it  managed  to 

it  to  be,  with  variations  in  detail,  the  experience  of  infuse  its  congregations  with  the  social  community- 

the  whole  present  generation.     Men  have  grown  feeling,  so  beautiful  in  the  churches  of  Catholic 

tired  of  the  churches  which  offer  them  nothing  but  Europe — even  then,  it  is  more  than  likely  that  it 

the  dry  husks  of  Biblical  research  and  interpreta-  would  fail.     We  are  told  that  some  churches  are 

tion.    They  reali2e  that  men  with  red  corpuscles  trying  to  recover  lost  ground  by  measures  much 

in  their  blood  no  longer  enter  the  ministry,  that  more  radical — by  installing  vaudeville,  socialistic 

men  with  the  king-quality  of  leadership  are  going  discussion,     by    free    medical    treatment.    The 

into  politics,  social  reform,  journalism.  churches  may  try  to  tempt  us  with  good  vaudeville, 

In  addition,  men  realize  that  in  modem  Indus-  but  the  vaudeville  houses  will  give  us  better.  The 
trial  conditions,  most  men  cannot  conduct  a  paying  churches  may  try  to  teach  us  socialism,  but  the  so- 
business  and  live  according  to  the  tenets  of  the  cialists,  themselves,  will  teach  us  better.  The 
Christian  religion.  They  rebel  against  the  hy-  churches  may  try,  as  in  the  Emmanuel  Movement, 
pocrisy  of  such  a  course.  Now  Americans  may  be  to  cure  our  bodies  by  means  of  our  souls,  but,  just 
cynics  but  they  are  not  hypocrites.  The  motto  of  as  they  must  learn  from  the  doctors,  so  the  doctors 
the  majority  may  be,  "If  religion  interferes  with  will  learn  from  them.  In  the  end,  the  doctors  will 
your  business,  then  cut  out  your  religion, "  but,  on  cure  us  quicker  and  better. 

the  other  hand,  the  instinct  of  the  majority  is  also  to  Everybody  knows  that  there  is  plenty  of  trouble 

demand  of  those  who  profess  religion  that  they  shall  with  the  churches.     But  is  there  any  real  trouble 

practise  it.  with  the  times  ?   Men  have  deserted  the  churches. 

It  is,  for  instance,  one  of  our  great  American  but  has  religion  deserted  men  ?  Was  there  ever  a 

jokes— it  has  already  been  celebrated  in  rag-time  time  when  the  world  was  as  moral  as  at  present? 

ballad — that   Mr.    John   D.    Rockefeller   teaches  Do  we,  after  all,  need  a  remedy?  Is  the  so-called 

Sunday    school.     The    attitude    of    the    average  "spiritual  unrest'' a  (/i5C(m/m/^   Is  it  not  rather  a 

American  toward  this  fellow-citizen  of  ours  might  change,  a  growth,  the  awakening  of  the  universal 

be  translated  into  these  words:  conscience  ? 

"Conduct  your  business  as  you  wish,  Mr.  Rocke-  It  seems  to  me  that  everybody  is  trying  to  cure 

feller,  for,  after  all,  we  rather  admire  sharp  practice  what  is,  in  itself,  curative — a  quickening  of  the 

when  it  makes  good.     Put  your  helpless  competi-  sense  of  individual,  spiritual  responsibility  and, 

tors  out  of  the  game,  drive  them  to  failure,  despair  along  with  it,  the  sense  of  responsibility  of  man  for 

and  suicide,  buy  up  the  Upper  House,  create  a  man. 

Third  House.     But  don't  on  top  of  that,  don't  For,  in  the  last  few  centuries,  man  has  tasted 

we  beg  of  you  have  the  face  to  preach  the  Golden  blood  for  the  first  time.     He  has  learned  to  think 

Rule.     Really,  Mr.  Rockefeller,  when  it  comes  to  for  himself  in  every  department  of  life.     He  will 

this  Sunday  school  proposition,  you're  nothing  but  not  have  his  political  convictions  settled  for  him. 

a  joke.     Beat  it! "  He  will  not  have  his  religious  convictions  doled  out 

But  more  important  than  anything  I  have  yet  to  him.     He  has  learned  that  religion  is  an  indi- 

cited  to  explain  the  turning  away  of  men  from  the  vidual  thing — secret  and  sacred  between  him  and 

churches  is  the  tendency  of  the  present  generation  his  God.     He  has  learned  that  religion  is  bom  and 

to  construct  from  its  reading,  from  its  thought,  waxes  strong,  independent  of  churches  and  without 

from  its  experience  with  life — a  religion  of  its  own.  benefit  of  clergy.     He  has  learned  that  he  needs  no 

How  many  times  does  one  hear  the  statement —  church  in  which  to  set  up  an  altar  to  his  God — that 

that,  too,  is  almost  a  bromidiom — "I've  got  a  cu-  sanctuary  lies  in  his  own  heart.     He  has  learned 

rious  religion.     I  made  it  up  myself.     I  guess  that  for  religion  to  be  a  living  thing,  it  must  be  ac- 

nobody  ever  thought  of  things  in  quite  the  way  I  do.  companied  by  works. 

But  it's  the  only  theory  that  explains  everything  to  When  one  thinks  of  the  old-time  religion,  what  a 

me."     Often     this     "curious"     religion,     when  hard,  cold,  humorless,  merciless,  selfish  thing  it  was 

analyzed,  turns  out  to  be  an  old  one,  modernized,  — everybody  absorbed  in  a  rush  for  individual  sal- 

perhaps  with  an  admixture  of  Christianity  or  the  vation.     "God  save  my  soul  and  the  devil  take  the 

New  Thought  or  both.     Sometimes  it  is  fatalism,  the  hindmost"  would  seem  to  have  been  its  motto, 

often  theosophy,  oftenest  straight  re-incarnation.  Everybody  was  in  such  a  frenzy  to  get  to  the 

And,  curiously  enough,  people  who  still  go  to  church  heaven  of  his  dreams  that  nobody  realized  that  this 

from  force  of  an  inherited  habit,  often  practise  one  very  earth  was  the  hell  of  his  horror.     But  in  the 

of  these  new  religions  in  addition.  place  of  that  old  selfishness  has  come  the  desire  to 

make  the  world  an  abiding-place  fit  for  the  spirit 

RmmarkB  on  tkm  Rmmmdy  as  well  as  for  the  body  of  man.     I  say  it  as  much  in 

reverence  for  what  is  coming  as  in  criticism  of  what 

At  this  moment,  everybody  b  asking  what  is  the  has  gone  that,  in  the  past,  religion  has  held  too 

remedy  of  this  state  of  affairs.  much  of  the  fear  of  God  and  too  little  of  the  love  of 

It  is  unbelievable  that  the  church  will  ever  regain  man.                              An  American  Woman. 
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*'So   they   drew   on  towards  the  house  (the  house  of  the 

Interpreter)  and  when  they  came  to  the  door  they  heard 
a  great  talk  in  the  house.  '* — Bunyans  Pilgrims' s  Progress 

IN  DEFENSE  OF  PUGIUSM 

HERE  had  been  some  dispute  among  their  valor  and  finesse  in  the  ring,  but  in  re- 
us over  the  way  our  respectable  and  cent  years  the  Jews  from  southeastern  Europe 
dignified  magazine  had  succumbed  to  who  are  popularly  supposed 
the  "prevailing  craze  for  athletics."  The  «  .  to  settle  their  personal  diflFer- 
young  men  who  do  all  the  actual  work  for  „.  .  ences  by  pulling  each  other's 
this  publication,  leaving  for  their  elders  and  **!  J^^  hair  and  weeping,  have  pro- 
betters  the  extremely  thin  satisfaction  of  criti-  ^  .  duced  many  clever  boxers, 
cism,  looked  with  gloom  on  any  page  not  But  who  would  expect  Italy 
dedicated  to  rude  contests  of  brawn.  They  to  take  a  hand  in  this  great 
had  published  the  ** greatest  baseball  stor}'"  of  Northern  game?  I  have  been  there  twenty 
the  year  and  they  were  bent  on  procuring  the  times  and  I  never  once  saw  a  blow  struck 
"greatest"  rowing,  the  "greatest"  football  with  the  fist.  Yet  there  are  some  very  com- 
and  even  the  "greatest"  boxing  "storv'."  petent  Italian  fighters.  It  is  hardly  possible 
What  are  we  going  to  do  (we  think)  in  this  to  go  to  an  entertainment  at  the  "club"  with- 
deluge  of  Corinthian  literature?  Is  Presi-  out  seeing  a  "wop,"  as  he  is  called  by  the 
dent  Eliot  to  give  place  to  "Muggsy"  Mc-  votaries  of  the  game,  matched  against  a 
Graw  as  our  "brainiest"  and  Pragmatism  to  bruiser  from  the  native  land  of  John  L.  SuUi- 
Pugilism  as  our  chief  indoor  sport  ?  van.  The  other  day  an  Italian  disguised  as 
To  everybody's  surprise  it  is  the  mild  Poet  Kelly  was  beaten  by  a  Slav  called  Papke  who 
who  comes  to  the  defense  of  our  Corinthians,  had  previously  been  beaten  by  a  Pole  named 
Why  not? — he  cries.  Why  not  sport  as  well  Ketchell.  So  universal  is  the  taste  and  apti- 
as  philosophy,  religion,  fiction  by  and  for  the  tude  for  fighting.     Even  the  Germans  have 

ladies  only,  and  inquiries  into  their  champions — not  great  thus  far,  but  ex- 
the  scandalous  but  cheerfully  hibiting  the  fine  national  traits  of  stubborn 
77b«  Poet      defiant     wickedness     of     the  courage  and  ability  to  take  punishment.   And 
aa  a          tariff?     Do  no  Young  Men  they  get  plenty  of  it.     All  nationalities  are 
Sport         read    magazines?    Our    rule  represented  in  pugilism  in  this  countr}'  ex- 
might    well    be    the    familiar  cept  the  English.^  In  fact  the  English  are 
one:  Nothing  human  is  for-  not   very   well   represented   at   home,   which 
eign  to  us.      And  who  can  picture  the  life  of  seems   strange   considering   the   ancient    au- 
America  in  these  long  summer  days  without  thority  for  the  sport  among  them  and  the 
laying  emphasis  on  the  sports  of  America  ?  deep   interest   they   show   in   pugilism.     But 
I  won't  attempt  a  defense  oj  j^ibhV  p£i2«-  ever}'  now  and  then  there  comes  a  barren 


fiditing^    It  is,  from  certain  points  of  view,  space  in  every  art.     It  is  a  long  time  since 

indelensible,   like  war,   early  marriages  and  England  produced  a  Tom  Cribb,  but  it  is  as 

rapid  eating.     It  is  a  deplorable  manifesta-  long  since  she  produced  a  Romney. 

tion  of  the  instincts  that  haven't  been  civilized  Without  arguing  the  morals  of  the  case,  I 

out  of  us.     Laws  and  fashions  put  it  down,  would  defy  a  Christian  Science  reader  to  see 

but  it  appears  again.     It  is  apt  to  go  on  as  such  a  contest  as  I  was  privileged  to  see  the 

long  as  the  blood  of  Irish  or  English  ancestors  other  night  and  not  feel  a  thrill  in  his  heart, 

flows  in  our  veins.     And  even  the  so-called  Both    men    pictures   of   physical   excellence; 

softer  races — the  Jews  and  the  Italians — have  both   in    perfect    condition;   one    lean,    tall, 

their  champions.  graceful  as  a  professional  dancer;  the  other 

The  Northern  Jews  have  historical  proof  of  shorter,  massive,  with  huge  sloping  shoulders 

414 


In  the  Interpreter's  House  415 

and  flaillike  arms;  science  against  power;  cording  to  his  story,  he  gave  a  good  account  of 
the  rapier  against  the  cavalry  sabre.  In  a  himself.  In  Meredith's  **Lord  Ormont  and 
word  the  boxer  against  the  fighter.  Round  His  Aminta"  there  is  a  very  pretty  picture  of 
""^  after  round  theTghter,  care-  a  fight,  although  the  author  is  constantly  dis- 
less  of  his  guard,  walked  tracting  the  eager  reader  from  the  important 
7%e  Po€t  straight  into  the  arrow-like  business  in  the  ring  to  the  emotions  of  the 
at  thm  thrusts  of  his  opponent,  forced  ladies  on  top  of  the  coach.  It  may  seem  a 
his  way  to  close  quarters  and  good  deal  of  a  jump  from  Meredith  to  Conan 
delivered  his  blow.  Both  were  Doyle,  but  Doyle's  two  prize-fighting  stories 
wonderful,  but  the  man  of  are  excellent  of  their  kind  and  worth  all  the 
science  didn't  have  the  controversial  punch,  rest  of  his  work  put  together.  Trust  the  ex- 
He  was  no  Huxley.  He  hit  his  enemy  twenty  pert ;  it  is  encouraging  to  see  the  author  at- 
times  for  once  his  enemy  hit  him,  but  one  of  tending  the  interesting  sessions  at  the  Na- 
the  punches  of  the  hardy  boy  was  worth  say,  tional  Sporting  Club  in  London  and  watching 
twenty-five  "straight-arm  jabs."  Power  told  the  encounters  with  a  skilled  and  critical  eye. 
in  the  end.  In  our  own  country  the  late  John  Boyle 
After  half  an  hour  of  as  fine  a  contest  as  I  O'Reilly,  patriot  and  f)oet,  not  only  patron- 
have  ever  seen,  the  boxer  lay  on  his  back  *ized  the  sport  but  at  times  put  of!  his  singing 
w^ith  his  toes  pointed  up  in  the  air  like  one  of  robes  to  engage  officially  as  referee  of  a  fight, 
the  figures  on  the  tombs  in  Westminster  Ab-  Indeed,  so  little  below  the  surface  is  the  old 
bey.  Were  they  hurt?  Not  half  as  badly  as  Adam  in  all  of  us,  that  you  might  see  as  **rep- 
the  ordinary  mechanic  in  the  steel  mills,  whose  resentative"  a  crowd  at  a  prize  fight  as  at  a 
labor  pays  for  Mr.  Carnegie's  encouragement  peace  conference.  Of  course  there  are  hun- 
of  peace,  is  hurt  ten  limes  a  year.  Not  half,  dreds  of  weak,  anaemic  creatures  whose  cries 
They  were  around  town  cheerful  the  next  for  blood  and  knock-outs  remind  me  of  Kip- 
day.  They  ate  their  food  painfully  and  ex-  ling's  war  poetry.  Such  persons  hover  around 
changed  compliments  through  a  vigilant  all  the  grave  fighting  issues  of  mankind  and 
press.  confuse  the  warriors  with  their  noise.  But 
1  In  truth,  prize-fighting  is  seldom  dangerous  you  will  also  find  at  the  ringside  eager  but 
\  tojrained  men  in  goodjbealtly  and  any  kind  studious  men,  as  keen  in  noting  the  progress 
oTrough  spoiFrTs  dangerous  to  the  others.  It  of  these  mimic  wars  as  the  late  John  C.  Roi>es 
is  usually  hardly  more  injurious  to  the  fighters  — a  man  of  the  gentlest  life — was  in  observ- 
than  the  encounters  between  little  boys  that  ing  the  strategies  leading  to  the  final  terrific 
shock  onlooking  maiden  ladies.  When  I  was  onslaughts  of  the  great  Napoleon, 
a  boy,  fighting  was  considered  a  regular  pas-  The  best  of  the  fighters  have  a  secure  place 
time.  We  fought  every  day  without  rancor,  in  history.  Cribb,  Molyneaux  the  black, 
according  to  one  or  another  of  the  three  ac-  Sayers,  Mace  the  Gipsy,  a  hundred  others 
cepted  codes,  rough-and-tumble,  stand-up  or  whose  names  youth  and  age  recall.  Mace  is 
cross-the-bar.  But  while  we  appeared  to  be  still  alive  at  eighty  and  poor.  But  the  world 
slaying  each  other,  we  were  but  feebly  dab-  is  ungrateful  -to  its  heroes.  John  Davidson, 
bing,  and  I  never  knew  any  boy  to  be  hurt.  the  poet,  died  the  other  day  in  extreme  want. 
^  No  one  who  writes  for  a  living  need  be  There  were  giants  in  the  olden  days,  but  I 
ashamed  to  write  about  boxing.  He  will  find  think  our  time  has  produced  the  most  emi- 
himself  in  good  company.  Hazlitt's  account  nent  fighters.  Who  that  has  seen  Sullivan  at 
of  a  prize  fight  is  a  classic.  Byron  boxed  his  best  can  forget  that  repre- 
prettily  in  his  youth  for  a  small  man  and  sentation  of  irresistible  force, 
lame.     His   letters   contain   allusions   to    his  j  h    L        ^^    ^^^    ^™    ^^®    dignified 

encounters    with    Jackson,    a  SaBioa'        pcace  he  now  enjoys,  boxing 
noted    pugilist    of    the    day  in    exhibitions    with    his    old 
Thm  Pmrn-Hghi  when  royalty  patronized  the  enemy  Kih-ain,  and  occasion- 
in             sport.     Borrow,     of     course,  ally  contributing  manly  and 
LUmraturm      could  not  escape  writing  about  temperate   articles   on  current   affairs   to  the 

fights  while  he  lived  among  press?    It  is  idle  to  debate  whether  Sullivan 

the  gipsies,  for  the  Romany  at  his  best  would  have  beaten  Jeffries  at  his 

people  have  always  excelled  in  the  manly  art.  best.    Prize-fighting  is  like  acting  in  this  re- 

Indeed,   George  didn't  find  it   incompatible  spect  that  there  are  no  permanent  standards 

with  his  labors  as  a  distributer  of  Bibles  in  of    comparison    in    either    profession.     You 

Spain  and  a  smasher  of  the  power  of  Rome,  might  as  well  ask  was  Garrick  greater  than 

to  put  up  his  own  fists  in  combat.    And  ac-  the  elder  Kean,  the  elder  Kean  greater  than 
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Booth,  Bracegirdle  greater  than  Siddons,  Sid-  defeat.    I  have  it  on  the  faith  of  two  men  of 

dons  greater  than  Bernhardt.    His  fame  is  letters  who  were  present  at  the  ringside,  that 

like  the  fame  of  Mario's  voice.     Those  who  Sullivan's  hair  actually  turned  while  during 

saw  him  esteemed  him  the  chief  of  fighters,  the  fight. 

I  have  heard  it  said  that  only  one  man  of  his        But  Mitchell  was  no  mean  foe.     I  used  to 

time  gave  promise  of  beating  him.     This  was  think  I  would  rather  see  him  spar  than  any 

Mike  Cleary.     But  the  temptations  that  beset  other  man.     He  was  the  perfection  of  agile 

an  artistic  career  overcame  poor  Mike,  and  grace,  and  he  could  hit  and  he  would  hit.  HLs 

less  than  the  shadow  of  his  name  remains.  '  conqueror,  Corbett,  always  seemed,  unless  his 

Sullivan's  fall  began  with  his  fight  with  man  was  wholly  at  his  mercy,  to  stop  his 
Mitchell  in  France.  Before  that,  if  you  gave  punch  in  the  very  act  of  delivering  it.  It  was 
every  male  human  being  in  America  a  vote,  as  if  Prudence  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder 
Sullivan  undoubtedly  would  have  been  de-  at  the  very  moment  of  striking.  He  was  get- 
clared  our  leading  citizen.  His  private  affairs  ting  away  while  he  hit.  I  am  told  by  a  col- 
were  considered  so  noteworthy  that  they  were  league  that  this  is  the  fault  of  the  negro  John- 
described  in  detail  in  the  newspapers;  he  had  son.  He  is  a  swift  boxer,  as  clumsily  nimble 
been  presented  with  a  diamond  belt  by  the  as  an  orang-outang,  and  he  has  plenty  of 
Mayor  of  Boston  in  the  presence  of  almost  power,  but  lacks  the  ability  or  the  courage  to 
the  entire  undergraduate  body  and  many  finish  his  punch  when  he  is 
members  of  the  faculty  of  Harvard  College;  ready  to  deliver  it,  regardless 
he  had  boxed  privately  before  the  Prince  of  Thm  Poet  of  consequence.  But  I  could 
Wales.  It  was  Quixotic  for  him  to  fight  in  Meets  go  on  for  another  hour  talk- 
France  but  highly  creditable  to  his  ambition  Jeffries  ing  about  this  great  art ;  and  I 
"to  lick  anyone  any\vhere."  The  atmosphere  haven't  mentioned  Fitzsim- 
of  a  country  where  fighters  kick  each  other,  mons,  in  some  respects,  that 
must  have  been  obnoxious  to  a  high-minded  is,  considering  his  size,  the  greatest  of  fighters, 
man.  And  the  rain  and  sleet  fell,  and  the  a  true  artist  and  a  most  distinguished  pro- 
London  prize  ring  rules  were  not  in  our  hero's  fessor  of  the  principle  of  scientific  govem- 
impetuous  style.  Sullivan  afterward  ascribed  ment,  to  hit  quickly,  hit  hard  and  hit  with  the 
his  failure  to  put  Mitchell  out,  to  a  Mr.  Pony  least  possible  expenditure  of  energy.  As  for 
Moore,  Mitchell's  father-in-law,  who  cried  Jeffries,  he  was,  and  I  hope  still  is,  in\^lner- 
while  Mitchell  was  on  the  grass:  *'Get  up,  able.  I  count  it  among  the  finest  rewards 
Charlie;  remember  your  pore  wife  and  five  that  my  small  reputation  as  a  writer  has 
starving  children  at  home."  brought  me  that  I  was  once  considered  worthy 

"Now,"  said  the  accurate  Sullivan,  ** Charlie  of  an  introduction  to  this  famous  man.     His 

Mitchell  had  no  children  and  his  wife  was  larger  affairs  had  not  permitted  him  to  read 

rich.     But  such  was  the  effect  of  domestic  my  book  of  verses.     In  this  respect  I  ranked 

^    love  that  he  got  up  and  spiked  with  Dante.     But  he  showed  a  great  affability. 

my  foot."    What  agonies  the  His  manner  was  gracious.     It  was  unneces- 

Charlie  Mitchell  hero     must     have     suffered,  sary  for  him  to  prove  his  superiority  by  slam- 

and  Jamea      sprawling  over  the  wet  grass  ming  me  in  the  stomach.     It  was  apparent 

J.  Corbett      in   the   peUing   rain,   fighting  without  proof. 

according  to  an  unaccustomed        But  prize-fighting,  after  all — said  the  Re. 

code,  wrestling  or  wrestled  to  sponsible  Editor — is  a  grim  spectacle  rathei 

the  ground  ever>'  minute,  unable  at  any  time  than  a  sport — and  onh'  for  equable  philoso- 

to  swing  that  crashing  right,  and,  above  all,  phers,  learned  men,  students  of  the  primar>' 

fighting  in  France  where  the  verj'  haystacks  emotions  and  poets. 

and    bams    spoke    an    unknown    language!        ^^'ise  men  may  learn  much  from  it  that  the 

France  has  become  civilized  since  then.    La  secret  of  the  masterv  of  all  sorts  of  arts  and 

booceisont  of  its  favorite  amusements.     To-  sciences  is  the  same:  pugilism  or  music,  you 

day  Sullivan,  after  sending  all  the  Jeanettes,  conquer  by  one  set  of  principles.     Read  Bem- 

McVeys  and  McCoys  scurr}'ing  home,  might  ard  Shaw's  " Cashel  Byron's  Profession,"  and 

parade  the  Champs   Elys^es  with   his  cele-  learn   from  that  rare  fighter  how  to  work, 

brated  **  window"  (diamond  shirt  stud)  gleam-  whether  you  be  poet  or  athlete;  learn  from  it,  too, 

ing  at  his  bosom  and  be  the  most  admired  the  utter  impossibility  of  a  man  who  makes  a 

foreign  visitor  since  the  Czar  or  Buffalo  Bill,  science  of  a  brutal  business  fitting  himself  per- 

But  it  was  different  in  those  days.     And  be-  manently  into  our  scheme  of  things.     We  can- 

tween  chagrin  and  nostalgia  the  warrior  failed,  not  stand  for  him,  even  if  we  would;  in  the  long 

He  was  not  beaten,  but  failure  to  conquer  was  run   he  finds  he  cannot  stand  for  himself. 
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The  FAITH  of  the  UNCHURCHED 
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Prayer 

By  EDMUND  VANCE  COOKE 

n  Some  people  think  prayer  is  a  telephone, 
^  A  patent  transmitter  to  hire  or  own. 

And  at  every  hint  of  a  small  desire. 

They  call  up  the  busy  Central  wire 

To  plug  into  the  Great  White  Throne. 

D  Some  people  think  prayer  is  an  elevator, 
A  sort  of  an  automatic  waiter. 
Eternally  ready,  supernally  swift. 
To  pick  them  up  and  give  them  a  litt. 
Whenever  they  signal  the  Operator. 

Q  Some  people  think  prayer  is  a  kind  of  kite. 
A  little  erratic  as  yet  in  flight. 
And  consequently  it  isn  t  claimed 
That  it  always  reaches  the  •?<>*  w W  aimed. 
But  it  carries  the  message  up  all  right. 

n  Some  people  think  prayer  is  a  flying-machine. 
Impressive  in  power  but  inclined  to  careen. 
And  if  any  part  of  the  motor  snaps 
The  whole  thing  falls  in  a  huge  <^f  ^P»«'      ^^^^ 
With  your  wrecked  hopes  somewhere  m  between. 

D  But  maybe  prayer  is  a  road  to  rise. 

A  mountain  path  leading  towards  the  sk.es 

To  assist  the  spirit  who  truly  tnes. 

But  it  isn't  a  shibboleth,  creed,  nor  code; 

It  isn  t  a  pack-horse  to  carry  your  load  ; 

It  isn  t  a  method ;  it's  only  a  road. 

And  perhaps  the  reward  of  the  spint  who  tnes 

Is  not  the  goal,  but  the  exercise  I 


JAMES  J.   HILL 

Hill  ta*  worked  in  tke  to-morrow  of  tbintfa;  Horriiiuui  to-Jay.  Hill  La* 
won  liy  Tftojeetini  an  idea  ahead  oi  nim  and  'working  up  to  it ;  Harriman  tkinkj 
in  prevent  profit  and  craatea  tlirou^Ii  oppoaition  witb  tte  wet^t  of  Lia  financial 
aupport.    Hill'a  ia  tke  aucceaa  of  brain:  Harriman's  of  money  and  or^nization. 
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Hill    Against   Harriman 

The  Story  of  the  Ten-Years'  Struggle  for  the 
Railroad  Supremacy  of  the  West 

BY  GEORGE  H.  GUSHING 

Illustrated  with  portraits  and  maps 

• 

ONE  day  recently,  under  the  clear,  bright  were    beginning    to    give    way — in    1897 — to 

sky  of  the  State  of  Washington,  sur-  national  prosperity.     Out  in  the  great  western 

rounded  by  dignified  railroad  directors  country  only  two  railway  systems  spanned  the 

and  officials,  with  a  train  of  private  cars  in  the  gap  between  the  Mississippi  River  and  the 

background,  A.  J.  Earling  drove  the  golden  Pacific  coast.     One — rich  at  its  terminals  but 

spike  which  completed  the  Pacific  Coast  ex-  a  pauper  at  its  way  stations — rose  from  the 

tension  of  the  "St.  Paul"  railroad.  Delta,  clung  to  the  cactus-strewn  border  of 

A  few  years  ago  the  op>ening  of  a  new  trans-  Mexico,  and  then  turned  abruptly  north  to 

continental  railroad  would  have  thrown  the  plunge  into  the  tropical  luxury  of  fruits  and 

nation    into   fervors  of   pride   and    self-con-  flowers   of   southern    California.    The   other 

gratulation;  the  other  day  the  event,  though  began  its  westward  journey  with  the  head- 

of  vast  hidden  significance,  scarcely  stirred  a  waters  of  the  Mississippi,  plunged  through 

ripple  of  public  interest.    We  are  in  a  day  of  the  wheat  fields  and  cattle  ranches,  keeping 

such  great  things  that  one  great  thing  more  the  Canadian  border  in  sight,  swept  up  the 

passes  without  comment.  foothills,  over  the  mountain  tops  and  down 

And  yet  the  driving  of  that  golden  spike  into  the  valley  of  western  promise.    These 
had   a  profound   effect   upon   the  world  of  solitary  transcontinental  guarded  the  bound- 
transportation,  and  through  that  world  upon  ary  lines  of  the  nation — the  Southern  Pacific, 
the  greater  world  of  our  common  life.     The  and  the  Hill  roads. 
St.   Paul   extension    is   not   the  emblem   of 

peaceful  financial  ventui^e  for  profit;  it  ex-  Beginning  of  the  ConfUet 
presses  rather  the  most   recent   act  in   the 

titanic  struggle  for  supremacy  between  the  two  In  the  south  an  old  man — grown  rich  by 

most  powerful  railroad  financiers  of  the  coun-  the  rij)ening  of  the  harvest  he  had  planted — 

try:  James  J.  Hill  and  Edward  H.  Harriman.  enjoyed  complacently  the  monopoly  he  had 

These    two    men    divide    the    west   between  built.     Others  might  wear  out  their  lives  trying 

them;  and  one,  at  least,  now  dreams  of  undis-  to  gamer  the  beggar's  pittance  of  traffic  from 

puted  domination.     Upon  that  struggle  rests,  the  sand  piles  of  the  southwest;  when  they 

in  greater  or  less  degree,  the  destinies  of  hun-  wanted  to  leave  or  enter  California  they  must 

dreds  of  cities  and  of  twenty  millions  or  more  pay  tribute  to  him.    He  was  getting  old  by 

of  American  citizens.                                 ^  then,  was  Collis  P.  Huntington;  and  he  was 

Ten  years  the  war  between  these  men  has  content  to  sit  leisurely  and  collect  his  toll. 

continued;it  has  been  marked  with  some  of  the  In  the  north  a  man  not  so  old,  his  blood 

most  dramatic  incidents  in  American  finance,  full  of  the  vigor  of  the  Minnesota  air,  saw  the 

with  great  daring,  and  with  unmatched  dis-  contented  ease  of  his  southern  neighbor  and 

plays  of  the  power  of  mind  and  money.  planned    a    sapper's    campaign    against    the 

Panic  and  depression,  idleness  and  hunger  foundation  of  Huntington's  wealth.    James  J. 

corrmiORT.  tooo.  bt  tbb  vaiLLin  nm.nHiMO  ca.     all  biohts  bbsbbvbd 
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Hill  in  his  solid  practicality  might  laugh  de- 
risively at  the  suggestion  that  he  write  a  poem, 
but  the  plan  he  unfolded  to  his  board  of  direc- 
tors is  the  epic  of  an  empire  couched  in  the 
frozen  language  of  a  prospectus.  He  had  mixed 
English  thoroughbred 
blood  with  the  wild 
cattle  of  the  plains, 
he  had  sown  the  best 
wheat  of  the  world 
into  the  fertile  soil, 
and  he  had  inspired 
an  industrious  people 
to  build  up  a  new 
country.  The  one 
quickening  influence 
needed  was  the  bus- 
tling energy  and  smok- 
ing action  of  a  per- 
manent, growing  rail- 
road. To  prevent 
those  railroads  which 
he  already  owned 
from  rusting  out  be- 
fore the  traffic  from 
that  new  country  could 
well  maintain  them, 
he  must  have  his 
cars  loaded  in  both 
directions  with  freight 
produced  in  sections 
where  civilization 
was  older  and  where 
.  commerce  had  long  since  passed  the  peram- 
bulator sl^e. 

H3I  Drmamt  a  Dr»am 

From  his  office  in  St.  Paul,  Mr.  Hill  ex- 
plored the  world  of  possibilities  and  devised 
the  daring  plan  of  picking  up  the  cotton  of 
Alabama,  Mississippi,  Louisiana  and  Texas, 
moving  it  along  the  northern  boundary,  through 
the  north  Pacific  coast  ports  and  down  the  long 
slant  to  Japan  in  the  south  PaciSc — the  tropics 
tied  together  by  way  of  the  Arctic  Circle,  so 
to  speak.  A  conference  with  Stuyvesant  Fish, 
president  of  the  Illinois  Central — the  only 
transcontinental  north -and -south  railway  of 
the  nation — and  an  agreement  as  to  certain 
through  rates,  assured  Mr.  Hill  of  his  supply 
of  cotton.  The  visit  of  five  little  brown  men 
from  the  Nippon  Yusen  Kaisha  carried  those 
ships  regularly  to  Seattle  and  assured  the 
opening  of  Japan  to  the  southern  cotton  trade — 
the  completion  of  a  traffic  channel  that  was  to 
cause  commerce  to  play  shuttlecock  around 
a  carpenter's  square  between  Dixie  and  the 
land  of  cherry  blossoms.    And  while  that  play 
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was  in  progress  the  northwest  might  have  EC 
chance  to  grow  leisurely  to  maturity — all  of 
that  was  traffic  poetry. 

Huntington  blinked  in  his  tropical  office 
when  he  heard  the  news,  scowled  over  the 
audacity  of  the  move, 
and  smiled  over  its 
folly;  then  he  forgot 
the  incident.  That 
was  about  the  only 
thing  he  could  do, 
for  Hill  had  perman- 
ently employed  the 
Japanese  ships,  had 
contracts  with  ship- 
pers and  had  named 
a  through  rate  wholly 
inconsistent  with 
monopoly  of  trans- 
portation. 

Hard    upon   the 
heels  of  that  contract 
came   the  Spanish- 
American  war,  Dewey 
in   Manila,  and    the 
talk    that    commerce 
follows  the  flag.  Mr. 
Hill,  the  empire 
builder,  became  also 
the  genius  of    traffic 
sagacity  and  foresight 
in  the  popular  imagin- 
ation of  the  country. 
Samuel  M.  Felion  was  considered  by  his 
fellows  as  clever  in  his  specially  of  resuscitating 
broken-down  railroads^a  common  thing  ten 
or  twelve  years  ago — and  enjoyed  the  lucrative 
and  promising  position  as  the  court's  agent 
for    two    or   three    railroads,    the    Queen    & 
Crescent  among  them.    This  was  then,  as  now, 
a  properly  of  no  mean  importance  and  a  posi- 
tion as  its  receiver  was  considered  as  aSotding 
an  easy  means  of  amassing  a  competence. 
In  the  late  summer  or  early  fall  of  1S98  he 
announced  his  intention  of  becoming  president 
of  the  Chicago  &  Alton  Railway,  which  set 
his   colleagues  to  gossiping,   for  of  the  two 
posts,   from  a  monetary  standpoint,   the  re- 
ceivership seemed  the  more  promising.     In  due 
course  il  was  explained  that  Mr.  Felton  was  to 
become  the  railroad  expert  for  the  banking 
house  of  E.  H.  Harriman  &  Co. 

Harriman  Apptara  on  thm  Horintn 

Who  was  Harriman  and  of  what  importance 
was  the  banking  house  of  Harriman  &  Co. 
to  become  in  railroad  world?  The  impression 
among  the  railroad  men  was  the  same  as 
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Jamca  Stillnuui                                   Jacob  H.   Schiff  James  Speyet 

though  the  English  people  in  17S9,  had  heard  his  monopoly;  here  was  a  possible  chance, 
that  one  of  their  ministers  had  resigned  to  Huntington  was  getting  old,  his  little  day  soon 
become  Ihe  president  of  the  United  Colonies  of  must  be  lived  to  its  evening,  and  the  Southern 
America.  It  was  further  explained  that  Harri-  Pacific  would  then  fall  into  Ihe  hands  of  some- 
man  &  Co.,  already  in  control  of  the  Alton,  one.  Why  not  his?  Meantime  it  would  not 
proposed  to  become  extensively  interested  in  be  amiss  to  be  silling  a)mplacently  upon  the 
railroads.  That  justified  the  hope,  possibly,  doorstep  next  door,  ready  to  move  in;  so 
of  Mr.  Felton,  but  it  did  not  clear  up  the  Harriman  bought  the  Union  Pacific  and  con- 
mystery  about  Harriman.  nected  with  the  Huntington  lines  at  Ogdeo. 
In  their  stru^le  to  make  the  road  pay,  the  Another  year  or  two  wore  out  the  slender 
new  factors  in  the  Alton  found  their  position  thread  of  life  to  which  Mr.  Huntington  hung 
burdensome.  They  had  bought  a  railroad  and  over  the  fresh  earth  of  his  grave  Mr.  Harri- 
which,  realty,  started  nowhere  and  ended  in  man  marched  to  the  control  of  the  Southern 
that  same  indefinite  spot.     If,  asdid  the  Illinois  Pacific  monopoly. 

Central,  it  owned  a  Gulf  outlet  it  might  com-  Harriman,  still  a  mystery,  grew  upon  the 
mand  an  interchange  of  business  by  threaten-  popular  imagination;  he  had  darted  from 
ing  to  cut  rates  and  divert  export  business  commonplace  obscurity  into  the  broad  glare 
through  New  Orleans.  If,  as  was  the  case  of  of  national  finance.  From  the  north  Mr.  Hill 
the  Northwestern,  it  had  been  controlled  by  a  looked  uneasily  toward  the  southwest,  seeing 
big  eastern  system,  it  might  have  depended  with  experienced  eyes  that  which  the  others 
upon  its  blood  relation  for  some  support.  Being  overlooked;  why  were  Stillman,  SchiS  and 
independent  almost  to  the  point  of  being  iso-  Speyer  in  thai  transaction?  The  people  were 
lated,  it  picked  up  business  in  competition  absorbed  in  the  Harriman  personality;  Hill 
with  five  or  six  strong  rivals.  All  tjie  while  the  was  impressed  by  his  fiscal  agents.  The  people 
Alton's  busy  neighbor,  the  Illinois  Central,  was  marveled  over  the  skill  of  a  man  who  could 
bustling  back  and  forth  hauling  freight  from  climb  into  the  control  of  millions  in  a  few  short 
Dixie  to  Mr.  Hill  at  St.  Paul,  and  receiving  years;  Hill  ran  his  eye  down  the  list  of  the  new 
from  him  trainload  after  trainload  destined  board  of  directors  and  saw  that  his  new  neigh- 
to  Ihe  middle  west  and  south.  bor  was  the  accredited  representative  of  the 
greatest  financial  power  on  earth.  While  the 
HatOmgton  Sl*pt  Oat;  Kirthnan  StapM  In  populace  applauded  their  new  hero,  the  rail- 
road king  of  the  north  began  to  throw  up 
■  In  fear  of  impending  defeat,  no  doubt,  breastworks;  he  did  not  know  how  soon  after 
Harriman  looked  to  the  north  for  a  profitable  the  southern  coronation  his  own  fields  would 
connection,  but  the  north  was  silent  and  cold—  be  overrun  by  the  tramping  feet  of  Ihe  in- 
pieoccupied.  In  desperation,  he  turned  to  vader.  Thrift  had  scented  danger  and  was 
the  south,  toward  the  old  man  complacent  in  on  guard. 
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Birth  of  thm  "Cwammri>  ot  hitmmt" t*lm« 

Tbe  year  which  ushered  in  this  century 
might  be  said  to  mark  the  swing  about  from 
individualism  to  collectivity  in  finance,  in 
politics,  in  labor,  and  even  in  morals.  Xhat 
was  the  time  when  Morgan,  Vanderbilt  and 
Cassatt,  harrowed  by  the  guerilla  onslaught  of 
small  railroads  and  harassed  by  politicians  in 
State  legislalures  and  congress,  borrowed  an 
idea  from  others  and  took  refuge  behind  the 
community  of  interesis  of  railroad  contn*!. 
That  was  the  time  when  the  Standard  Oil 
Company,  driven  from  Ohio  by  Monnett,  re- 
treated to  New  Jersey  and  formed  the  parent 
company.  That  was  the  time  when  Gates, 
Converse,  and  the  Moore  brothers  pitched  their 
tents  before  Carnegie  at  Pittsburgh  and  the 
Steel  Corporation  came  as  a  peace  com- 
promise. 

This  spirit  of  unrest  reached  the  silent, 
shrewd,  careful  old  watcher  on  the  northern 
prairies.  Mr.  Hill  had  been  tempted  east  of 
Chicago  and  had  first  pitched  his  tent  upon  the 
Baltimore  &  Ohio,  failing  back  subsequently 
upon  Erie,  from  which  outpost  he  still  watched 
the  progress  of  the  new  movement.  In  it  were 
all  the  essentials  of  a  great  campaign,  except 
the  organization;  the  generals  had  the  men,  the 
abundant  war  chest,  and  the  arms,  but  they 
were  reporting  to  one  another — there  was  no 
com  mander- in-chief. 

How  many  times  has  the  Northern  Securi- 
ties Company  been  attacked!  Yesterday  it 
was  called  capitalized  rapacity,  to-day  it  is 
organized  anogance  and  lawlessness,  and 
now,  here — in  defiance  of  popular  belief — I 
say  it  was  a  desperate  effort  to  entrench  the 
routed  forces  of  finance,  to  organize  them 
behind  the  breastworks,  and  to  prepare  them 
for  battle.  Mr.  Hill's  syndicate  managed 
(not  owned)  two  bng  thin  strands  of  railway 
from  the  headwaters  of  the  Mississippi  to  the 
Pacific,  and  then  controlled  the  oriental  trade, 
togetherwith  the  westward  movementof  cotton. 
Part  of  its  supremacy  depended  upon  the  con- 
tinued friendliness  of  allies  that  bridged  the 
gap  between  St.  Paul  and  Chicago.  If  either 
of  his  friendly  connections,  the  St.  Paul,  or  the 
Burlington  (1  omit  the  two  impossibles,  the 
Northwestern  and  the  Great  Western)  should 
fall  into  stranger  hands,  of  what  avail  the 
oriental  trade,  of  what  value  the  stocking  of 
the  western  farms,  and  of  what  account  the 
Illinois  Central  cotton  contract?  He  might 
lift  the  product  of  his  farms  and  carry  it  to 
St.  Paul,  but  there  promise  could  find  no  ful- 
fillment, and  hope  must  die.  The  poem  of  the 
union  of  Dixie  and  Japan  threatened  to  be- 
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come  flat,  stale  prose  upon  the  tongue  which 
formed  it. 

Prevention  of  such  a  disaster  took  the  form 
of  adding  one  of  those  roads — the  St.  Paul  or 
the  Burlington — to  the  holdings  of  the  Hill 
syndicate,  and  after  that  a  central  government 
for  the  three  roads,  the  Northern  Securities 
Company.  It  ail  seemed  plausible  enough  and 
likely  to  succeed. 

Harriman  Sm*lu  Vtngmanea  upon  HSl 

But  in  the  meantime  Hatriman  was  stirring; 
the  rape  of  the  Southern  Pacific  must  be 
avenged;  the  sin  committed  by  Hill  in  taking 
the  cotton  traffic  while  Huntington  nodded  in 
his  southern  siesta  must  be  atoned.  Harriman 
left  his  new  throne  in  the  southwest  to  the  care 
of  Kruttschnitt  and  Stubbs  and  marched  diago- 
nally across  the  country  to  wipe  out  the  Southern 
Pacific  defeat  and  to  obtain  satisfaction  for  the 
insult  administered  when,  at  the  head  of  the 
comparatively  insignificant  Alton,  he  was 
ignored.  Craft  and  thrift  were  about  to  come 
into  collision:  craft  to  learn  the  value  of  organ- 
ization and  thrift  to  broaden  its  scope  by  adding 
cunning  to  caution. 

At  the  beginning  it  was  only  a  skirmish,  a 
feint.  Harriman,  sure  of  his  ground  because 
he  knew  that  his  following,  the  Standard  Oil 
Syndicate,  controlled  the  St.  Paul,  led  Hill 
into  a  prolonged  debate  with  his  associates  as 
to  whether  he  should  take  over  the  Burlington 
at  Saoo  or  the  St.  Paul  at  fiii  per  share.  What 
remnant  of  his  boyhood  ingenuousness  ever 
convinced  Hill  that  the  St.  Paul  was  really 
for  sale,  to  him,  no  one  can  tell.  While  he 
was  picking  field  daisy  petals  and  fluctuating 
between  the  two  properties,  Harriman  exe- 
cuted a  fiank  movement  and  appeared  in  Hill's 
rear,  gaining  a  position  perilously  near  to  con- 
trol of  the  Northern  Pacific.  That  was  the 
first  gun  of  the  war. 

7^  Northtm  Paeifie  Panic 

Hill's  outposts  on  the  Erie  were  called  in 
(he  hypothecated  his  stock  and  never  reclaimed 
it)  and  all  his  fighting  force  was  marshaled 
around  the  Twin  Cities.  To  lose  Northern 
Pacific  meant  an  enemy  encamped  under  one's 
tent  flaps.  It  meant  turning  over  to  another 
the  half  of  the  fruits  of  a  lifetime  of  labor. 
In  railroading,  this  was  a  financial  Gettysburg. 
The  opposing  forces  forgot  other  issues  and, 
summoning  every  brigade,  battalion,  regiment 
and  company,  went  down  to  Wall  Street  to 
fight  it  out.  What  happened — the  unmasking 
of  Harriman's  fighting  force  by  the  disclosure 


of  the  Standard  Oil  Syndicate  at  his  back,  the  hours  of  crisis  in  Wall  Street  all  of  the  hopes 

fusion  of  all  the  opposing  coteries  around  Hill,  and  fears  of  the  great  ttnanciers.    The  destiny 

a  "comer,"   and   Northern   Pacific  slock  at  of  a  nation's  transportation  facilities  hung  upon 

$i,ooo  a  share,  panic  in  the  money  centers,  a  contest  between  two  men. 

and  then  a  compromise— is  all  too  well  known 

to  need  more  complete  detailing.  Harriman-a  BhinJmr 

What,  in  that  tense  hour,  may  have  been 

overlooked  were  the  spectators.     If  Hill  sue-  When  the  compromise  was  reached  in  New 

ceeded,   Mr.    Cassatt  and  the   Pennsylvania,  York,    Harriman    limped    back    home,    the 

Mr.  Vanderbilt  and  the  New  York  Central,  Standard  Oil  Syndicate  let  it  be  known  they 

Mr.  Morgan  and  the  Southern  Railway,  Mr.  could  not  sell  the  St.  Paul  to  Mr.  Hill's  com- 

Gould    and    his    inherited    transcontinental,  bination  and  the  latter  took  peaceable  posses- 

and  even  Mr,  Harriman  and  his  "Pacifies"  sion  of  the  alternative,  the  Burlington.    There 

proposed  to  copy  the  holding  company  device,  was  Harriman's  blunder  and  he  saw  it  long 


If  Hill  failed — pandemonium  in  the  railroad  ago.     If,  instead  of  trying  to  capture  Northern 

world,  the  waning,  if  not  the  fall,  of  Hill's  star,  Pacific,  which  was  almost  impossible  to  ac- 

an  absolute   monopoly  of  Pacific  coast   ter-  quire,  he  had  taken  the  Burlington,  which  was 

minals,  the  unquestioned  supremacy  of  Harri-  for  sale,  he  could  have  done  the  one  thing 

man  in  the  west,  with  such  a  leverage  over  that  Hill  feared  most;  he  could  have  shut  him 

eastern  lines  that  he  could  beat  down  their  out  of  Chicago  and  broken  the  chain  that 

opposition,  reduce  their  earnings  (by  a  process  bound  the  long  transportation  system  together. 

of  selection  in  the  routing  of  traffic),  buy  them  That  was  one  blot  upon  the  Harriman  escutch- 

in  at  his  own  price  and  establish  a  virtual  eon;  a  delay  of  nearly  seven  years  in  buying 

monopoly  of  transportation.  Success  or  failure  the  Illinois  Central  was  another, 

for  Mr.  Hilt  crowded  into  those  forty-eight  (By  way  of  parenthesis:  To  complete  the 
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record,  it  might  be  said  that  the  impulsive 
Roosevelt,  supported  by  the  sagacious  Knox, 
assailed  the  Hill  holdiug  company,  proved  an 
intention  to  evade  the  law,  and  slaughtered 
the  device  by  a  Supreme  Court  decision.  The 
railroads  have  since  resorted  to  banks  as  the 
lenters  of  their  plans  to  assure  continued 
control  of  the  properties.) 

When  the  battle  was  over — the  Hill-Morgan 
forces  triumphant  in  the  northwest  and  Harri- 
man  retiring,  defeated,  to  the  throne  of  his 
southwestern  monopoly— it  was  found  that 
the  vanquished  had  suffered  more  than  mere 
rout.  Hill  remained  master  of  the  two  northern 
roads,  had  made  permanent  his  Chicago  outlet 
and  connection  with  the  Illinois  Central,  and 
actually  had  invaded  Harriman's  own  field. 

rnn  Exfnd*  thm  Barlmgton 

The  Burhngton  road,  spreading  out  fanlike 
from  Chicago,  stretched  one  long  arm  due 
west  pursuing  the  Union  Pacific  to  the  foot- 
hills of  the  Rockies.  The  quick  brain  of  Hill 
saw  the  advantage.  He  could  not  only  tap, 
at  its  eastern  source,  the  business  of  the 
Southern  Pacific,  he  could,  by  connecting  the 
western  end  of  the  Burlington  with  the  North- 
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em  Pacific,  puU  traffic  away  from  the  second 
Harriman  hne  and  feed  it  to  the  trans-Padfic 
steamers  at  Seattle.  The  advantage  did  not 
end  there.  On  the  banks  of  the  Missouri 
River  at  Omaha  the  Union  Pacific  comes  to  a 
hall,  beckoning  to  its  easlem  connections  to 
bring  it  business  from  Iowa,  Illinois,  and  the 
great  easlem  producing  sections.  From  that 
point  Harriman's  main  line  is  in  the  hands  of 
its  friends.  East  of  Omaha  the  Burlington 
spreads  out  over  the  western  Mississippi  Valley 
hke  a  web,  gathering  up  trafhc  and  funneling  it 
through  that  long  western  arm  of  the  road  to 
destination  in  the  far  west.  All  of  the  strategic 
possibilities  of  such  a  channel  for  commerce 
sifted  quickly  through  the  brain  of  Hill  and 
crystallized  his  intention  to  build  the  new  spur. 
When  that  strip  of  track  was  finished  Harri- 
man found  himself  placed  even  more  on  the 
defensive.  In  his  hurried  war  of  conquest 
he  had  executed  what  promised  to  be  a  brilliant 
manoeuver,  but  he  had  overlooked  a  vital  con- 
sequence of  possible  defeat.  In  trying  to 
appropriate  part  of  Hill's  holdings  he  had 
neglected  to  prevent  his  rival's  expansion. 
That  blunder  brought  not  only  the  realization 
of  galling  defeat,  it  embarrassed  him  by  a 
distinct  loss  of  advantage. 


The  situalinii  at  ihc  lirginning  of  the  (i(;ht  reii  yrarn  ;^<i 


426  The  American  Magazine 

A  little  to  the  west  of  the  point  where  the  appear  at  all  in  this  movement  and  many  an 

Burlington   abandons  pursuit  of  the   Union  astute   person   believes   to-day  that   he   had 

Pacific  and  darts  off  to  the  north  with  its  booty,  nothing  to  do  with  the  next  move  in  the 

the  Oregon  Short  Line  issues  from  the  Union  strategy  of  that  great  western  triangle.    The 

Pacific,  at  Granger,  Wyoming,  and — at  that  admitted  facts  are  that  Haniman  is  the  accred- 

time — ^pursued    a    hesitant    course    into    the  ited  railroad  representative  of  the  Standard 

northwest  toward  Portland.     Surprised  by  the  Oil  Syndicate  and  that  the  same  syndicate 

boldness  of  Hill's  last  manoeuver,  Harriman  owns  the  controlling  interest  in  the  St.  Paul 

forced  the  Oregon  Short  Line  to  Portland,  railroad.     It  would  not  be  much  of  an  argu- 

bought  a  strip  of  railroad  running  north  from  ment  to  say  that  because  the  face  smiled  while 

San  Francisco  to  Seattle,  and  began  diverting  the  hand  struck,  the  head  was  not  responsible 

part  of  his  business  from  the  Golden  Gate  to  for  the  assault. 

pour  it  into  Puget  Sound  ports.     As  a  defen-  With  its  palm  resting  on  northern  Illinois, 

sive   measure   this   seemed   effective,   but   it  southern   Wisconsin,    and   eastern   Iowa,    its 

lacked  something;  at  best  it  could  only  divide  brawny  thumb  extending  up  into  the  lake 

the  traffic  with  the  rival  road,  which  is  not  region  and  its  fingers — doubled  at  the  second 

satisfying  to  a  man  of  Harriman's  tempera-  joint — ^pointing  into  all  sections,  lay  the  St. 

ment.  Paul  road.     By  some  physical  effort   those 

But    Harriman    was    otherwise    harassed,  giant  fingers  could  be  extended   until  they 

On  the  south  he  was  rapidly  being  surrounded  gripped  the  soil  of  Old  Mexico,  the  sand  dunes 

and  compelled  to  fight  every  minute  to  retain  of  California,  the  mineral  resources  of  Idaho 

a  reasonable  footing  in  the  territory  that  was  and  Wyoming,  and  the  vast  wealth  of  the 

once  firmly  in  the  grip  of  the  Huntington  north  Pacific  coast  drawing  the  commerce  of  an 

monopoly.     Immediately  on   the   north   and  empire  into  the  palm.     Harriman  meditated 

east  the  Burlington  was  diverting  traffic  to  on  that  picture.    The  index  finger,  blunt  and 

Seattle;  almost  touching  elbows  on  the  south,  aggressive   on   the   Missouri    River,   pointed 

the  Santa  Fe  had  forced  a  passage  of  the  directly  into  the  Hill  country;  its  projection 

Rockies,  had  found  a  narrow  footing  on  a  would  cut  in  between  the  Burlington  and  the 

ledge  of  the  western  slope  and  was  now  in  Northern  Pacific,  while  further  west  it  would 

San  Francisco;  and,  a  little  further  south,  the  drift  in  between  the  Northern  Pacific  and  the 

Rock  Island  having  pushed  on  to  El  Paso  was  Great  Northern  and  drop  with   unpleasant 

threatening  to  creep  along  the  Mexican  border  force  into  the  heart  of  Seattle.     That  part  of 

into  the  fruit  fields  of  southern  California,  the  picture  was  worth  thinking  about.     When 

The  path  of  the  new  wizard  of  finance  was  the  engineers  threw  a  trestle  over  the  Missouri 

strewn  with  thorns.     Dispatching  an  emissary  at  Mobridge  and  the  construction  gangs  began 

to  purchase  peace  with  the  Santa  Fe  by  pur-  grading  a  thin  right  of  way  across  the  prairie, 

chasing  a  large  block  of  its  stock,  and  checking  Harriman  was  again  in  the  Hill  country  with 

the  Rock  Island's  progress  by  a  traffic  agree-  no  one  to  hinder  this  movement  and  no  possible 

ment,   Harriman  turned  his  attention  north  panic  in  Wall  Street  to  check  his  progress, 

in  a  second  effort  at  the  chastisement  of  Hill  And  so  it  came  that  the  new  railroad  which  is 

and    in    a   desperate   effort    to    recover   lost  to  be  known  as  the  offspring  of  a  panic  and 

ground.  the  child  of  a  feud  was  built. 

At  this  point  the  history  of  the  rise  of  this 

Harriman  Again  Invadma  thm  North  St.   Paul  extension  logically   closes.      I   might 

leave  the  two  giants  there  but  the  fighting 

This  time  the  bivouac  on  the  northeast  side  blood  is  up  both  north  and  south  and  the  finis 

of  the  Missouri  River  brought  no  blare  of  upon  the  whole  quarrel  is  not  yet  written, 
trumpets,    no   parading   of   artillerymen,    no 

dashing  line  of  cavahy,  no  skirmish  of  out-  Thm  Struggle  for  the  iUinoia  Centnd 
posts  in  front  and  stealthy  march  on  rear,  no 

spectacular  display  of  power,  and — no  defeat.  So   long   as   Hill   retained   control   of   his 

By  this  time  Harriman  had  discovered  that  northern  roads  and  Harriman  of  liis  southern 

Hill  was  too  clever  to  be  outwitted  by  craft,  roads — even  though  they  had  trespassed  one 

too  nimble  to  be  overcome  by  superior  force  another's  territory  with  the  Burlington  and  St. 

merely,   and   entirely  too   courageous  to  be  Paul  respectively — neither  had  gained  an  iota 

daunted  by  a  display  of  financial  power  even  of  advantage  toward  dominance;  each  had 

though  that  same  exhibition  had  sent  a  chill  merely  held  his  own.     It  was  wormwood  and 

to  the  heart  of  many  another  strong  railroad  gall  to  Harriman  that,  despite  his  powerful 

man.     In   fact   Harriman  did    not   seem   to  allies,  regardless  of  his  clever  manoeuverings, 
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and  notwithstanding  he  had  captured  public 
imagination  by  his  marvels  of  financial  leger- 
demain, Hill  still  controlled  the  trans-Pacific 
business  and  pulled  trainloads  of  cotton  away 
from  Southern  Pacific  territory  to  move  it  over 
that  ridiculously  long  line  to  Seattle  via  St. 
Paul.     Indeed,  now  that  he  had  a  permanent 


to  extend  the  feeling  of  resentful  antagonism 
to  include  those  who  are  abettors  of  the  offense. 
It  was  Stuyvesant  Fish,  president  of  the  Illinois 
Central,  who  had  joined  Hill  in  the  loot  of  the 
Southern  Pacific.  It  was  Fish  who  smiled 
when  Harriman  tried  to  get  part  of  that  north- 
bound   traffic    for  the   Alton.     It  was    Fish 


^/-V^^^/^ 


<:ai^ada 


Hill  lines. 


Harriman  lines,  0000  Santa  Pe  lines,  x  x  x  x  Rock  Island  lines 

Harriman's  predicament  after  the  Northern  Securities  fight, 
showing  how  few  feeders  Harriman  had  as  compared  to  Hill 


connection  between  the  Twin  Cities  and  Chi- 
cago, Hill  seemed  more  firmly  entrenched  than 
ever.  Harriman,  the  head  of  the  unknown 
banking  house  which  controlled  Alton,  might 
suffer  a  twinge  of  pride  when  HiU  ignored  him 
and  clung  to  the  Illinois  Central,  but  Harriman, 
the  representative  of  the  greatest  financial 
house  in  the  world,  the  acclaimed  wizard,  and 
the  master  of  more  railroads  than  any  other 
one  man,  could  look  upon  the  continuance  of 
the  Illinois  Central-Hill  alliance  in  no  other 
light  than  as  a  defeat,  a  personal  rebuke,  a 
slight  upon  his  capabilities. 

It  is  not  in  Harriman's  make-up  to  love, 
even  though  he  might  admire,  the  man  who  had 
whipped  him.     It  is  a  part  of  such  characters 


who  still  permitted  Hill  to  keep  root  firmly 
fixed  in  that  southern  territory.  It  was  Fish, 
therefore,  who  must  pay  the  penalty. 

Because  a  man  is  president  and  heads  a 
syndicate  which  controls  a  railroad  does  not 
signify  that  he  is  a  majority  or  even  an  im- 
portant minority  stockholder  in  that  property — 
not  these  days.  He  owes  his  position  to  the 
friendly  cooperation  of  his  banking  allies. 
Morgan,  Cassatt,  and  Vanderbilt  understood 
that,  which  explains  why  they  inaugurated  the 
community  of  interests  of  railroad  control. 
Hill  knew  it  too,  which  tells  why  he  tried  to 
organize  the  Morgan-Cassatt-Vanderbilt  idea 
into  a  holding  company.  Harriman  also  appre- 
ciated the  fact  because  he  probably  had  made 
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the  most  extensive  use  of  it.     And  so,  as  Harri-  Louisiana  and  made  it  a  fact.     The  situation 
man  scowled  at  Fish  he  wondered  how  long  might  seem  hopeless,  but  of  the  man  against 
the  Illinois  Central  bankers  would  stand  out  whom  the  blow  was  really  delivered,  it  must 
against   the   demands   of   the   Standard    Oil  be  said  with  Kipling: 
bankers.     From  that  instant  the  Illinois  Cen- 
tral's president  was  marked  for  slaughter  and  '""^^^^^P^^'^  ^^  m^n/'''*^'^  ^''"'*'^'  ^""^  ^^^^'  ''''"^** 
from  that  identical  point  of  time  the  long  rail-  And  TlefMhem^sw^ting  and  stealing  a  year  and  a 
road  thread  which  bound  Dixie  and  Japan  half  behind, 
together  was  sure  to  be  severed. 

Hill  has  worked  in  the  to-morrow  of  things; 

SiuyveMoni  HmH,  the  Princefy  Harriman  to-day.    Hill  has  won  by  projecting 

an  idea  ahead  of  him  and  working  up  to  it; 

As  we  sat  in  Chicago  and  watched  the  assem-  Harriman  thinks  in  present  profit  and  crashes 

bling  of  the  forces  that  were  to  decide  the  ques-  through   opposition  with   the  weight  of   his 

tion  of  Illinois  Central  control,  we  knew  that  financial   support.    HilPs   is   the   success   of 

the  days  of  the  princely  Fish,  as  president  of  brain;  Harriman^s  of  money  and  organization, 
that   property,   were   numbered.     He  was  a 

clear-headed,     broad-minded,     hard-working,  //iff  Flant  a  New  Coup 

practical  sort  of  a  railroader  who  appealed  to 

the  fancies  of  the  old  timers.     He  was  a  big-        Harriman  might  charge  and  break  the  Hill 

hearted,    hand-shaking   chap   whom   nobody  line  with  and  by  the  power  of  the  Standard  Oil 

feared  much  but  whom  everybody  loved,  and  Syndicate,  but  he  could  not  throw  a  sprag  into 

so  it  was  not  without  a  twinge  of  regret  that  we  the  wheel  of  the  ingenious  mind  of  his  rival, 

saw  the  inevitable  loom  ahead  of  him.     In  the  Thus  it  happened  that  when  he  saw  he  was 

ranks  of  the  opposition  were  the  well-nigh  in-  defeated  it  did  not  take  Hill  seven  years— as 

vincible  and  certainly  inexorable  fighters,  Still-  it  once  had  Harriman— to  see  and  protect  the 

man,  Schiff,  Speyer  and  Harriman,  the  royal  weak  line  in  his  battle  front.     For  instance,  if 

and  select  guard  of  the  Standard  Oil  Syndicate,  conditions  previous  had  been  reversed— if  Hill 

Behind  them  were  the  Vanderbilts.   That  was  bad  been  in  Harriman's  boots— there  would 

a  distinct  shock,  the  old  guard  deserting  their  nev^r  have  been  a  Northern  Pacific  comer,  for 

comrades  and  joining  the  interlopers  in  rail-  Hill  would  have  gathered  in  the  Burlington 

roading.     But  then,  that  was  to  be  expected,  instead  of  trying  to  capture  Northern  Pacific, 

for  fear  is  a  good  arguer,  and  the  man  who  Had  he  failed  in  that,  Hill  would  have  gone, 

has  already  been  cowed  in  his  own  dooryard  next,  after  the  Illinois  Central  in  an  effort  to 

is  likely— to  save  his  own  neck— to  help  the  break  the  chain  and  cut  off  the  fighting  force 

new  champion  conquer  the  next  door  neighbor,  from  its  base  of  supplies;  he  certainly  would 

Thus  the  Vanderbilts  joined  the  Standard  Oil  not  have  spent  seven  years  in  building  dupli- 

Syndicate  in  the  joust  against  Fish,  and  the  cate  lines  and  territorial  trespassing  when  a 

tourney  was  soon  over.  more    important    matter   was    unsettled.     In 

That  victory  seems  to  introduce  confusion  fact,  Harriman's  time  was  taken  up,  seem- 

into  the  west  and  to  write  a  tragic  finis  to  Hill's  ingly,  in  building  awe  inspiring  breastworks 

long  transportation  epic.     It  would  seem  that  in  front  of  the  enemy's  line,  instead  of  trying 

Dixie  and  Japan  might  continue  to  exchange  to  cut  off  the  base  of  supplies  as  Hill,  probably, 

merchandise  but  they  must  do  so  in  future  via  would  have  done. 

Santa  Barbara  or  San  Francisco  rather  than        In  his  last  defeat,  had  Hill  been  an  ordinary- 

via  Seattle.    The  Hill  chain  was  broken,  the  railroad  man  he  probably  would  have  bought 

shuttlecock  movement  around  the  old  carpen-  and  built  competing  lines  to  duplicate  the 

ter's  square  of  railroads  was  ended  and  Hill,  Illinois  Central  from   Chicago  to  the  Gulf, 

apparently,  was  thrown  back  upon  Red-River-  Being  the  nimble-witted  Hill  and  no  other, 

Valley  wheat  and  Oregon  lumber  as  the  main  he  forgot  St.  Paul  and  the  old  carpenter's 

support  of  his  far-northern  lines.     It  might  square  of  railroads  and  went  after  a  more 

even  seem  that  the  palm  of  being  the  gateway  direct  route  from  the  cotton  fields  to  Seattle, 

to  the  Orient  must  be  yielded  by  Seattle  to  It  is  recalled  that  the  Buriington  trails  the 

San  Francisco,  by  Washington  to  California,  Union  Pacific  to  the  foothills  and  there  quits 

In  all  that,  however,  we  have  forgotten  Hill;  the  race  to  go  off,  almost  at  right  angles,  to 

we  have  overlooked  the  man  who  saw  profit  join  the  parent  company  at  Billings.     It  is 

in  crossing  western  longhoms  with  English  recalled    that    Yoakum    of    Texas    and    the 

thoroughbreds,  and  have  cast  aside  the  man  Moore  brothers  built  the  Colorado  &  Southern 

who  imagined  Japan  in  a  trade  exchange  with  from  those  same  foothills  diagonally  down  to 
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The  Wind   Up 


Harrimaii  has  wrested  the  old  Illinois  Central  from  Hill — and  the  result  of  the  ten 
years*  H'ar  is  Hill  and  Harriman  have  practically  parallel  lines  throughout  the  West. 


Galveston  to  be  in  plenty  of  time  for  the  open- 
ing of  the  Panama  Canal.  Not' long  after  the 
change  of  control  of  the  Illinois  Central,  it  was 
learned  that  Hill  had  bought  that  Colorado 
&  Southern  from  the  Moore  brothers  and 
Yoakum  and  now  it  is  being  linked  up  with  the 
Billings  line  of  the  Burlington  to  haul  Texas 
cotton  along  a  direct  diagonal  route  from  the 
Gulf  region  to  Seattle. 

How  the  Figkt  Now  Siandm 

The  last  move  in  the  last  chapter  is  that 
Harriman,  bested  again,  has  entered  a  traffic 
agreement  with  the  Hill  roads  in  the  far  north- 
west, and  that  there  is  going  to  be  traffic  peace 
with  no  more  invasion  of  each  other's  territory. 
One  of  these  days  when  he  gets  around  to  it — 
gaining  a  little  freedom  from  the  multiplicity 
of  other  duties — Harriman  will  see  the  possi- 
bility of  the  second  diagonal  route  from  Texas 


to  the  northwest  and  he  will  again  be  on  the 
Hill  trail.  Then  he  will  use  the  Santa  Fe  spur 
to  Albuquerque,  the  Oregon  Railroad  & 
Navigation  Company  through  Pueblo  and 
Ogden  to  Pocatello,  and  then  via  the  Oregon 
Short  Line  to  Portland,  Tacoma  and  Seattle. 
That  will  make  the  second  line,  but  Harriman 
is  not  around  to  it  yet. 

That  f>eculiarly  cosmopolitan  crowd  sur- 
rounding the  president  of  the  railroad  when 
he  drove  the  golden  spike  in  the  St.  Paul's 
Puget  Sound  Route,  looks  east  to-day  upon 
an  entirely  different  railroad  prospect  than  was 
dreamed  possible  ten  or  twelve  years  ago  this 
date.  The  reason  for  that,  as  for  the  com- 
pletion of  the  new  transcontinental,  is  the 
same — the  Hill-Harriman  feud  in  the  west 
which  has  gained  for  neither  much  of  anything 
but  additional  responsibility,  but  has  meant 
the  creation  of  a  new  commercial  hope  for  the 
western  people. 
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Phoebe  and  the  Heart  of  Toil 

By  INEZ  HAYNES   GILLMORE 

Author  of  **The  Lost  Children,"  etc. 
With  Illustrations  by  R.   F.  Schabelitz 

PHOEBE  was  growing  up.     Mrs.  Mar-  to  herself  that  she  would  "  bring  him  round" — 

tin   traced   the   process   in  a  series  of  Sometimes    she    wondered    if    when    Phoebe 

baffling   reserves   and  of  more  baffling  married,  she  would  have  the  proper  respect  for 

confidences.     Phoebe  was  beginning  to  have  her  husband. 

pronounced  views  on  the  interior  decoration  of        "  Yes,"  Phoebe  went  on  meditatively,  "  IVe 

the  house.    Also  she  developed  dissatisfaction  been  thinking  of  this  for  a  long  time.     I  won- 

with  her  mother's  style  of  dressing  and  she  der — "    She  stopped  as  if  with  a  dazzling  inspi- 

wrote  every  evening  in  a  diary  which  promised  ration.    "  I  know  what  Fll  do.    I'll  go  over  and 

to  be  as  long  as  the  Congressional  Record.  see  Mrs.  Warburton.     You  know  she  does  so 

"Mother,"  she  said  abruptly  one  morning,  much  charity  work." 
"  I  do  wish  there  was  something  I  could  do  to        With  Phoebe  to  think  was  to  act.     Her  im- 

be  of  more  use  in  the  world.     Sometimes  I  petuous  exit  from  the  house  was  only  equaled 

thinki'mnot.making  themostof  myopportuni-  in  bustle  and  determination  by  her  cyclonic 

ties.    And  nowadays  everybody  ought  to  do  return. 

something  special  with  their  lives,  don't  you        "Oh  I'm  so  glad  I  went  over,"  she  said 

think  so?"  breathlessly.     "Mrs.    Warburton    says    she's 

Mrs.  Martin's  brow  wrinkled.     She  always  going  to  have  a  tea  next  week  that  she  says  will 

took  her  children  seriously  at  first.     Sometimes  help  me  a  lot.     There's  a  Mr.  Witherspoon 

she  laughed  at  them  afterwards.     Mr.  Martin  going  to  speak  on  Applied  Socialism.     Mr. 

always  laughed  anyway.     It  depended  on  his  Witherspoon  is  a  young  man  and  just  think, 

mood  whether  he  paid  any  further  attention,  mother,  he  gives  up  his  whole  life  to  the  poor. 

"  Why  don't  you  take  a  Sunday-school  class?"  He  lives  in  a  little  room  in  the  slums  and  does 

Mrs.  Martin  asked  after  a  considering  pause,  things  to  help  'people.     He  doesn't  exactly  give 

"Oh    mother!"    Phoebe's    tone    throbbed  them  money,  you  understand — he  helps  them 

through  every  gradation  of  injured  pride.     "  I  to  help  themselves.    He's  especially  successful 

don't  mean  anything  like  that.     I  mean  taking  in  his  work  with  women.     Mrs.  Warburton 

up  nursing  or  singing  at  prison  concerts,  or  says  she  doesn't  know  another  young  man  who's 

lugging   flowers  to   sick   children's   hospitals  assisted  so  many  high-minded  girls  to  find  them- 

or  visiting  poor  people  in  the  slums.     I'd  like  selves.     She  said  that  was  what  the  trouble 

to  do  something  seriously  worth  while."  with  me  was — I  hadn't  found  myself.     She 

"I  can't  think  of  anything,"  Mrs.  Martin  showed  me  his  picture — ^she's  got  a  lot  of  them 

said  tranquilly,  but  in  her  firmest  tone  of  con-  — mostly  profiles.     He's  awfully  interesting- 

viction,  "that  would  worry  your  father  more  looking.     Then  she  wrote  oflF  a  long  list  of 

than  to  have  you  working  in  the  slums — unless  books  that  he'd  given  her  to  read.     She  hasn't 

it  was  visiting  prisons."  had  any  time  to  read  them  herself  yet,  but  I'm 

"  Oh  don't  worry  about  what  father  says —  going  to  look  them  all  through  for  her  and  pick 

I'll  take  care  of  him"  Phoebe  declared  airily,  out  what  would  be  most  likely  to  interest  her." 
"  Of  course  he  makes  a  fuss  at  first,  no  matter       All  that  afternoon,  Phoebe  pored  over  a  pile 

what  I  do,  but  I  always  bring  him  round."  of  undusted-looking  books  from  the  Public 

When  Phoebe  made  statements  like  this,  Library. 
Mrs.  Martin  was  vaguely  troubled.     She  her-        "  Phoebe's  got  an  idea  she'd  like  to  do  some 

self  exercised  a  wise,  wifely  diplomacy,  exoter-  charity  work,"  Mrs.  Martin  said  cautiously  to 

ically  gentle,  esoterically  inflexible;  but  it  never  her  husband  that  night.     Mrs.  Martin  was 

occurred  to  her  that  Mr.  Martin  was  not  the  always  feeling  a  tentative  way  ahead  for  her 

head  of  his  own  house.     And  as  for  saying  even  iconoclastic  children — always  blazing  a  new 
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trail  through  the  pathless  forests  of  paternal  flower-petal  finish  to  the  soft  oval  of  her  face, 
conservatism.  "  I  don*t  know  exactly  what  it  Gray  eyes  that  alternately  dreamed  and  spar- 
is  she  wants.  I  guess  she  doesn't  know  her-  kled,  an  amber-olive  skin  which  glowed  with 
self.  She's  going  to  a  tea  at  Mrs.  Warburton's  soft  flushes  of  color  when  she  spoke  or  laughed, 
next  week.  A  socialist  man's  going  to  speak,  hair  that  rippled  and  shone,  a  tall,  lithe,  strong- 
Phoebe  says  she  wants  to  be  of  some  use  in  the  looking  girl-figure — ^that  was  Phoebe, 
world."  It  is  possible  that  Mr.  Witherspoon  noticed 

"Set  her  to  cleaning  up  the  attic,"  Mr.  Mar-  some  of  this.     Certainly  at  the  close  of  his 

tin  growled,  his  eye  riveted  to  his  paper.  "  causerie,"  he  talked  with   Phoebe  at  least 

"No,  it  isn't  anything  like  that  she  wants,"  fifteen  minutes  longer  than  with  anybody  else. 

Mrs.  Martin  said  placidly.     "She  says  she's  "Say,   Phoeb,  ain't  that  long-haired   stiff 

had  unusual  opportunities  and  she  feels  she  they've  got  over  to  Warburton's  the  limit?" 

isn't  being  fair  if  she  doesn't  share  them  with  Ernest  asked  that  night  at  dinner.     "  Tug  says 

those  that  haven't  had  them.     You  can't  imag-  he's  the  worst  bug  they've  had  yet — ^long  hair, 

ine  how  grown-up  she  seemed  to  me  Edward,  flossy  clothes — ^Tug  says  he's  even  caught  him 

talking  like  that.     I  do  hope  that  she  isn't  go-  shining  his  finger-nails." 

ing  to  be  a  strong-minded  woman.     If  she  "I  suppose  you  mean  Mr.  Witherspoon," 

turned  out  to  be  one  of  those  suffragettes,  it  Phoebe  said  with   that  elaborate  stateliness 

would  be  a  dreadful  disappointment  to  me."  which  always  preceded  a  squabble  with  Ernest. 

"She'll  be  strong-handed  if  she  keeps  on,"  "Mr.  Witherspoon  has  the  most  lovely  hair  I 

Mr.  Martin  said.     "When  I  came  down  to-  ever  saw.     Mrs.  Warburton  says  he  has  to 

night,   she  and   Ernest  were  boxing  in  the  wear  it  long  because  his  head  is  so  small  that 

Playroom."  he  looks  queer  with  short  hair.     Besides  it 

"Boxing!"  Mrs.  Martin  repeated  in  a  horri-  falls  forward  and  makes  a  kind  of  background 

fied  tone.    "  Boxing!    Edward  Martin  what  do  for  his  profile  just  like  the  pictures  of  Daudet. 

you  mean?"  The  effect  is  very  artistic  in  a  photograph. 

" I  mean     boxing"  Mr.  Martin  said  with  And  as  for  his  hands — ^well,  Em  Martin,  how 

emphasis.     "She  had  Tug's  gloves  on  and  you've  got  the  nerve  to  even  say  the  word 

Ernest  had  his  own  gloves  on  and  they  were    hands " 

going  at  each  other  like  a  pair  of  tiger  cubs.  Ernest,  rapidly  concealing  his  hands  in  his 

Phoebe's  remarkably  active.     You  see  she's  napkin,  dropped  almost  with  a  thump  from 

taller  than  Ernest  and  quick  as  a  cat.     Ernest's  the  conversation. 

stronger  of   course   but   they're   pretty   well  "Mr.  Witherspoon  is  one  of  the  most  de- 
matched."  lightful  men  I  ever  met."    Phoebe  turned  an 

"Boxing!"  Mrs.  Martin  said  for  the  third  eclipsing  shoulder  on  her  brother,  concentrat- 

time.     "  Well,  I  do  think  I  have  the  strangest  ing  thereby  the  full  light  of  her  countenance  on 

children  any  woman  ever  had."  her  mother.     She  was  still  stately. 

"Listen  to  that  racket!"  Mr.  Martin  said,  Mrs.  Martin  had  an  uncomfortable  feeling 

smiling  broadly.     "Tug  Warburton  must  be  that  her  girl  had  suddenly  become  thirty, 

up  there  now."  "He  believes  just  the  things  I  do,"  Phoebe 

On  the  day  of  the  tea,  Phoebe  appeared  be-  went  on.     "  He  says  that  nobody  in  the  world 

fore  her  mother — a  vision  of  shining  girlhood,  ought  to  work  all  the  time  or  play  all  the 

a  little  touched  with  wistfulness.     But  what  time.     He  says  it  is  just  as  much  privilege  to 

she  surveyed  in  the  hall-mirror,  was  a  care-  work  as  to  play.     He  says  as  things  are  funi;  the 

fully  managed  effect  in  brown — severe  brown  proportion   must    be    left   to  the   individual 

suit,  feathered  brown  hat,  soft  brown  furs.  conscience,  although  the  universal  conscience 

"  How  do  I  look,  mother  ? "  she  asked  com-  is  being  developed  slowly.     He  says    every- 

placently.  body  owes  some   service    to    his    race    and 

"Very  well."  Mrs.  Martin  spoke  without  generation." 
apparent  enthusiasm  but  inwardly  she  was  The  family  had  a  chance  that  night  to  see 
proud.  "She's  a  stylish-looking  girl,"  she  Mr.  Witherspoon  at  closer  range.  After  din- 
said  to  herself.  "  She's  what  people  call  chk.  ner  Mrs.  Warburton  telephoned  that  she 
I  never  was  stylish.  I  guess  I'd  rather  she'd  was  going  to  bring  her  guest  for  a  call.  From 
have  that  air  than  a  Grecian  nose."  the  standpoint  of  the  many,  it  was  not  a  success- 

But  Phoebe  did  not  need  a  Grecian  nose,  ful  social  event.     Early  in  the  evening,  Ernest 

Her  own  was  smaU,  spirited,  piquant.    Perhaps  and  Tug,  first  exchanging  signals  as  obvious  as 

its  outline  was  only  pretty  but  the  brows  above  elaborate,    disappeared    upstairs.    After    the 

it  were  beautiful  and  the  lips  below  a  deep  red  generalities  of  greeting,  Mr.  Martin  relapsed 

and  delicately  curved.    And  her  chin  gave  a  into  a  yes-and-no  civility.     At  Phoebe's  first 
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move  towards  the  tea-table,  he  slipped  out  of  Mr.  Martin  came  out  of  the  star-conference, 

the  conversation  and  into  the  back  Ubrary.  a  red,  a  wrathful,  a  palpably  beaten  man. 

Mr.  Witherspoon  did  not  seem  to  mind  this  "  What  do  you  suppose  she*S  up  to  now, 

masculine  defection.    He  sat  in  the  becoming  mother?"  he  groaned.    The  pronoun  "she" 

glow  of  the  yellow  piano-lamp,  manipulating  on  Mr.  Martin's  lips  never  meant  anybody  but 

his  chocolate-cup  with  a  charming  grace.    At  Phodae. 

one  side  sat  handsome,  fussy  Mrs.  Warburton,  "  Of  course  it's  something  about  this  social- 
beaming  with  the  pride  of  ownership  and  pant-  ist  business,"  Mrs.  Martin  said.  She  was  as 
ing  mentally  in  the  wake  of  his  phrases.  At  undisturbed  as  Mr.  Martin  was  crestfallen, 
the  other  side  sat  Mrs.  Martin^  her  hand  shad-  "  She  wants  to  come  in  and  work  in  the 
ing  her  brow,  her  sweet,  faded  face,  soft  with  office  during  her  spring  vacation,"  Mr.  Martin 
sympathy.     In  front,  wide-eyed,  her  lips  parted  jerked  out. 

as  if  she  drank  from  the  Pierian  Spring,  sat  Mrs.  Martin's  embroidery-needle  stopped  in 

Phoebe.     Mr.  Witherspoon  shone.  mid-air.     "  Work  in  the — her  spring  vacation 

The  next  day  was  Saturday.     Phoebe  ap-  — well,  of  all — ^if  that  isn't — "     She  stopped 

peared  at  breakfast  in  her  simplest  gown  and  short  and  impaled  her  husband  on  a  look  of 

with  linen  collars  and  cuffs,  severely  plain,  withering  inquiry.     "Of  course  you  refused 

She  had  wet  her  hair,  parted  it  in  the  middle  her?"  she  demanded. 

and  brought  it  down  in  ugly  smoothness  over  "No,  not  exactly,"  he  faltered.  "But  I 
her  ears.  To  her  mother's  great  relief,  it  dried  didn't  say  she  could,  either." 
before  breakfast  was  over.  Soon  all  kinds  of  "That  means  she'll  do  it.  Edward  Martin, 
little  claw-like  curls  had  pulled  loose  from  the  you  are  wax  in  that  child's  hands."  Mrs.  Mar- 
pins  and  hung  in  a  golden-brown  fringe  over  tin  spoke  with  an  air  of  detachment  as  though 
her  forehead  and  in  her  neck.  This  minimized  neither  of  the  two  people  were  related 
the  effect  of  the  collars  and  cuffs  surprisingly,  to  her. 

At  nine,  Mrs.  Martin  heard  her  at  the  tele-  Mr.   Martin  sprang  to   his  own  defense, 

phone.  "  Well,  she  said  she  would  cry  her  eyes  out  if 

"  No,  Tug,"  she  said  with  the  gentle  firmness  I  didn't  let  her,  and  she  cried  some  as  it  was. 

of  those  who  are  consecrated  to  high  ideals.    "  I  And  if  I  didn't  want  her  in  my  office,  couldn't  I 

don't  feel  like  canoeing  today.     I  have  a  great  get  her  in  some  other  office  ?    Would  I  give  her 

deal  of  important  reading  that  I  must  do.    No,  a  recommendation  ?    And  when  t  thought  how 

I  don't  knov;  when  I  can  go.     I  expect  to  be  she  might  have  to  work  and  how  they  might 

very  busy — yes,  even  during  the  vacation.    No,  treat  her — well,  the  long  and  the  short  of  it 

Ican't  tell  you  about  it.    It's  a  secret — I  haven't  was — I — I — ^well,  I  didn't  say  no.    But  will 

even  spoken  to  my  father  and  mother  yet.  you  tell  me — "    All  the  heat  went  out  of  Mr. 

But  I  doubt  if  I  have  any  leisure  from  now  Martin's  voice.    He  was  being  patient  with 

on."  the  whole  world,  as  one  for  whom  all  cause  and 

Mrs.  Martin  continued  to  wonder,  but  she  did  effect   had  become  an  inextricable  tangle — 

not  question.    Phoebe  spent  the  entire  bright  " — will  you  tell  me  why  she  wants  to  do  it?" 

day  indoors,  reading  John  Stuart  Mill  on  "The  "  Oh  a  lot  of  things,"  Mrs.  Martin  answered 

Subjection  of  Women."  vaguely,  feeling  a  timid  way  through  a  problem 

As  they  were  arising  from  dinner  that  even-  in  psychology  too  subtle  for  her.     "  She  wants 

ing,  Phoebe  addressed  her  father  with  sombre  to  be  of  some  use  in  the  world — and  all  those 

dignity.     "I  would  like  to  speak  with  you  dusty   books  she's   been   reading — and   that 

alone."  socialist  man,  Mr.  Witherspoon." 

"  What  about?"  Mr.  Martin  asked  with  the  "That  puppy!"  Mr.  Martin  muttered, 

tact  of  fathers.  "Oh  Edward,"  Mrs.  Martin  remonstrated. 

" It's  a  secret,  father,"  Phoebe  said  with  a  "I  think  you're  very  unjust  there.    He  seems 

proud,  pale  patience.  to  have  a  much  higher  aim  in  life  than  most 

"  I  bet  she's  going  to  brace  him  for  that  new  young  men.     I'd  like  you  to  hear  him  -talk  of 

tennis-racket,"  Ernest  grumbled.     "And  she'll  the  suffering  in  the  slums — women  whose hus- 

get  it  too,"  he  added  grimly.  bands  beat  them  and  little  babies  left  alone  all 

Only  Mrs.  Martin  knew  that  the  hour  had  day  in  garrets." 

struck.  "  I'd  like  to  see  him  go  to  work  for  a  week." 

Phoebe  was  closeted  with  her  father  for  "What  people  are  in  the  office  now?"  Mrs. 

twenty  minutes.     She  emerged  with  an  air  of  Martin  asked. 

gentle  meekness,  much  belied  by  a  triumphant  Mr.  Martin  looked  at  her  in  silence.    So 

sparkle  in  her  eye.    She  went  immediately  to  jnight  a  man  appear  who  sees  his  strongest  ally 

her  room.  deserting  him  at  his  moment  of  greatest  need. 


"  Vou  don't  think  she'll  really  put  it  through,"  course,  and  the  two  stenogrdphers,  Miss  Mc- 
he  said  hopelessly.  Carthy  and  Miss  Nelson.    Ford,  Morris  and 

Mrs.  Martin  made  a  little  "tchk!"  "Thai  Mclntyre  come  in  to  make  reports.  And 
shows  how  much  you  know  Phoebe."  there's  the  new  office-boy — Mullaney — who's 

"  Oh  I  guess  1  know  her  as  well  as  anybody,",  about  the  toughest-talking  specimen  I  ever 
Mr.  Martin  answered.     "There's  Brackelt,  o(  ■  saw,     I  haven't  discharged  him  yet  because  I 
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haven't  got  the  nerve.     But  the  last  two  or  was  obvious  that  her  resolution  gained  fresh 

three  days,  he  certainly  has  been  the  limit —  impetus  from  the  contact. 

smart  as  a  whip  too."  Mrs.  Martin  was  preoccupied  and  irritated. 

**  But  he  wouldn't  say  anything — unpleasant  She  missed  her  daughter,  and  the  dress-making 

— to   his   employer's  daughter,   would    he?"  was  progressing  but  slowly.     Phoebe  read  a 

Mrs.  Martin  asked  in  instant  alarm.  dusty  book  even  while  Miss  Symonds  squatted 

"  That's   it.     Phoebe   doesn't   want   to   be  on  the  floor  to  hang  her  skirts, 
known  as  my  daughter.     She  wants  to  go        Mr.  Martin  simmered  in  that  state  of  general 
anonymously.     She  wants  to  go  as — what  was  depression  which  manifests  itself  with   men 
that  name — Jane  Jones.     She  says  she  doesn't  whenever  things  go  wrong,  **  in  the  office." 
want  to  be  deferred  to — or  favored — she  says       Tug  Warburton  had  disappeared, 
she  just  wants  a  chance  to  feel  the  beat  of  the        Ernest,  alone,  adapted  himself  philosophic- 
great  heart  of  toil."  ally  to  the  situation.     He  was  not  an  atom  in- 

"  That's  one  of  Mr.  Witherspoon's  phrases,"  terested  in  his  sister's  experiment.     That  Was 

Mrs.  Martin  said  casually.  why,  perhaps,  Phoebe's  characteristic  perver- 

"  Multl"  Mr.  Martin  ejaculated.  sity  took  the  form  of  confiding  her  experiences 

Mrs.  Martin  sighed.     "1  was  counting  on  exclusively  to  him.     She  spent  her  evenings 

getting  Phoebe's  spring  dress-making  done  this  with  him  in  the  big  room  at  the  top  of  the  house, 

vacation.     As  it  is,  I've  engaged  Miss  Symonds  formerly  called  the  Playroom,  now  invariably  . 

for  a  week.     She'll  have  to  come  just  the  same,  termed  the  Gym. 

I  don't  dare  put  her  oflF  again — with  all  the  de-        Time  had  been  when  both  Phoebe's  and 

mand  there  is  for  her.      We'll  have  to  try  Ernest's  toys  cluttered  it  in  an  equal  disorder, 

on  evenings."  But  since  Phoebe  grew  to  the  acquisition  of 

But  Mr.  Martin  was  not  listening.  "Who  girlish  Lares,, mysterious  and  carefully  prized, 
does  she  take  it  from  ? "  he  asked  in  a  stony  she  had  retreated  with  them  to  the  secret  fast- 
voice,  ness  of  a  big  chamber  on  the  floor  below. 

"You!"  Mrs.   Martin  retorted.     "I  guess        Ernest  had  reached  that  stage  when  his  sole 

you'll  have  to  let  her  try  it  now,  Ed.     With  object  in  life  was  to  cultivate  every  muscle  in 

Phoebe,  things  must  run  their  course.      Once  his  body.     To   himself,   Ernest    confessed  a 

she's  made  up  her  mind,  nothing  short  of  death  motto — "  the    healthy    mind    in    the    healthy 

itself  will  stop  her — and  she  doesn't  get  that  body."    The  sporting  page  in  the  paper  had 

from  the  Brookses  either.   Make  it  hard  for  her,  become  the  most  enthralling  of  printed  docu- 

and  she'll  stay  till  the  last  gun's  fired.     Make  ments  to   him,  and   his  mother  was  always 

it  easy  for  her  to  start  in,  and  there's  some  hope  coming  across  stray  numbers   of   magazines 

she'll  quit.     But  don't  be  too  easy  when  she  devoted  to  the  cause  of  physical  culture, 
goes  to  work."  AH  kinds  of  muscle-distending  apparatus 

Mr.  Martin  took  hope.     "  I'll  crowd  all  I  -  littered  the  Gym.     Chest-weights  omameiited 

can  on  her.     If  she  stays  it  won't  be  because  one  expanse  of  wall  and  a  punching-bag  an- 

she  likes  it."  -  other.     Dumb-bells  of  varying  w^eights  tripped 

There  followed  a  period  of  domestic  up-  the  unsuspecting  visitor.     Indian  clubs,  fenc- 

heaval  in  the  Martin  family.  ing  foils,  boxing-gloves  decorated  the  mantel. 

For  a  week  before  her  vacation,   Phoebe  Ernest  could  be  found  at  almost  any  hour  of 

spent  all  her  leisure   toiling   on  two  dresses  his  leisure  in  the  midst  of  all  this,  exercising, 

which   represented   her  idea — gathered   from  Sometimes,    nowadays,    it    crossed    Phoebe's 

the  women's  magazines — of  the  uniform  appro-  mind  that  Ernest  might  turn  out  good-looking 

priate  to  the  woman  in  industry.  after  all. 

Then  vacation  began  and  Phoebe  went  to        "I   like  it  ever  so  much,  Em,"  she  said 

work.  abruptly  the  se.cond  night,  "  though  I  have  to 

Every  morning,  she  caught  the  eight  o'clock  work  awfully  hard.     Everybody  is  so  kind  to 

local  to  Boston,  provisioned  always  with  one  me  in  the  office — especially  the  men.     Not  that 

lunch-basket,    one    badly    printed    socialistic  the  girls  aren't — Miss  Nelson  is  simply  dandy 

pamphlet,  one  dusty  socialistic  book.f  She  al-  — only  they  seem  a  little  curious  about  me. 

ways  returned- at  half-past  six  with  the  lunch-  That  nice  old  Mr.  Brackctt  is  a  perfect  dear, 

basket   conspicuously    empty,    the    pamphlet  And  every  one  of  them  will  stop  their  work  any 

noticeably  dog-eared  and  the  book-mark,  with-  time  to  show  me  about  things.     But  there's  an 

out  which  she  apparently  floated  anchorless  office-boy  there  named  Joe  Mullaney  and  if  he 

and  uncharted  on  a  sea  of  phrases,  advanced  isn't  tough.     Why  tough's  no  name  for  him. 

one  chapter  in  the  dusty  book;     Sometimes  she  He's  taken  the  greatest  dislike  to  me.     He  just 

met  Mr.  Witherspoon  going  or  coming,  and  it  loathes  and  abominates  me — 1  don't  know  why. 
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Now  Era  Martin,  if  ; 
ever  breathe  a  word  of  I 
to  father  or  mother " 

Ernest  was  busy  smash 
vigorous  arcs  in  the  atm 
phere  with  a  pair  of  fi 
pound  dumb-bells.  He  < 
not  speak  for  a  moment  i 
Phoebe  saw  from  his  fi: 
expression  that  he  v 
counting. 

"Aw  cut  it  out!"  he  ga 
ed,  changing  to  the  Ind 
clubs.  "What  would  I 
saying  anything  about 
for?" 

Downstairs    Mr.    Maj 
was    saying,  "Oh  yes,  . 
got  along  pretty  well  tod 
She  put  only  one  typewri 
out  of  commission    and 
guess  she  didn't  ask  Brach 
to  sharpen  her  pencil  m 
than  twenty-five  times." 
■  "  That  boy  Joe  Mullai 
is  the  meanest,  hatefuUi 
horridest  thing  I  ever  si 
Em,"  was  Phoebe's  n< 
confidence.      "You   see 
occurred  to  me  today  to  ; 
some  questions  of   the 
proletariat  and  put  the 
answers   down   in  a 
note-book.   Mr.  With- 
erspoon   says    that   a 
human  document  is  al- 
ways (he  most  valuable 
kinj  of  contribution  to 
sociology  and  besides 

he  says — well,  anyway,  I  asked  Miss  Nelson  moment  his.-  mood  of  constant  disapproval 
and  Miss  McCarthy  and  Mr.  Brackett  every-  seemed  to  struggle  with  his  natural  pride  as 
thing  [hat  occurred  to  me  about  the  business  father.  "  Of  course  Phoebe  has  a  way  with 
world  and  they  were  just  as  nice  as  they  could  her.  Brackett  stays  a  half  hour  every  night 
be.  Then  I  started  on  Joe.  But  he  wouldn't  and  corrects  all  her  mistakes." 
give  me  a  straight  answer  to  anything.  And  "  What  do  you  think  that  boy  Joe  did  today, 
after  1  got  through,  he  looked  at  me  in  the  Ern?"  Phoebe  asked  a  few  evenings  later. 
most  insulting  way  and  said,  'Say,  when  did  "You  see  it  occurred  to  me  that  I'd  make  my 
you  escape  from  the  College  Settlement?'  investigations  more  scientific  by  writing  out  a 
Isn't  that  disgusting?"  series  of  questions  all  alike  for  everybody  on 

But  Ernest's  answer  was  lost  in  the  noise  the  force  to  answer.  Then  I  could  cognate — 
of  a  whirlwind  encounter  with  the  punch-  cognate — "  Phoebe's  eye  had  the  uncertain 
ing-bag.  '  look  of  one  who  is  not  sule  she  had  suc- 

"  She's  taking  to  asking  questions,"  Mr.  ceeded  in  a  daring  mental  verbal  flight,  " — no, 
Martin  reported  that  night.  "  Brackett  said  ^-collate — anyway,  I  mean  compare  them.  I 
that  she  asked  him  no  less  than  two  hundred,  spent  my  whole  lunch-hour  typewriting  lists 
And  she  puts  the  answ^ers  down  in  a  little  book,  and  everybody  was  Just  lovely  about  answering 
I  should  think  they'd  all  "bate  her.  Queer  them— ^except  Joe.  One  question  was,  '  What 
though  everybody  seems  to  enjoy  having  her  Was  your  object  in  embarking  in  a  mercantile 
there.     Well  of  course  Phoebe  has — "    For  a    careerP'    And  he  wrote, 'To  buy  silk  stockings 
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ReguUrly  every  night  the  sound  of  a  bout  came  to  them 

for    our    little    pet-elephant,    Gussie.'     Now  Phoebe  left  as  usual  ai  a  quarter  to  eight. 

wouldn't  that  make  your  blood  boil?"  At  half-past  nine,  she  came  marching  into  tha 

"Sure,"    Ernest    agreed   unenthusiastically,  house,  head  erect,  cheeks  flaming.     Mrs.  Mar- 

"Say,  Phoebe,  want  to  put  on  the  gloves  with  tin  looked  up,  too  startled  to  speak. 

mei"'  "I've  resigned   my  job,  mother,"  Phoebe 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Martin,  sitting  in  domestic  said  crisply,     "Where's  Ern?" 

dejection,  smiled  in  spite    of    themselves  as  Mrs.  Martin  crushed  back  her,  "What  under 

cheerful  sounds  of  punches  and  scrambles,  of  the  canopy — "  and  answered,  "Upstairs." 

yells  of  triumph  and  shrieks  of  derision  came  Phoebe  ran  up  to  the  Gym,  two  steps  at  a 

floating  down  to  them.  time.     Mrs.  Martin  heard  her  eager  voice  in  an 

"if  she'll  only  keep  that  up,"  Mr.  Martin  endless  recital.     It  deej)ened  sometimes — Mrs. 

said  once,  "we  may  be  able  to  keep  her  out  of  Martin  knew  then  that  she  was  indignant.     It 

a  sanatorium."  broke  into  little  sparkles  of  laughter.     And 

Mrs.  Martin,  depending  much  on  her  hus-  by  that  token,   Mrs.   Martin  knew  that  the 

hand  for  courage  in  these  Phoebelcss  days,  took  situation  v/aa  not  too  serious. 

heart  of  grace  from  the  fact  that  Phoebe  cer-  Upstairs,  Phoebe  was  going  full-tilt.   "  Don't 

tainly  did  keep  it  up.     Regularly  every  night  youevertellanybodywhat  I'm  goingto  tell  you 

thesoundof  about  came  to  (hem.     ButPhoebe  now,  Em  Martin,  as  long  as  you  live.     If  you 

showed  no  signs  of  giving  up  her  work,    A  week  ever  breathe  a  word  to  Tug  Warburton —     It's 

went  by,  eight  days,  nine  days,  ten.  about  that  boy,  Joe  Mullaney.     Just  after  I 

On    the    eleventh    day,    something    broke,  got  into  the  office  today,  I  was  left  all  alone 
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with  him.    Father  had  gone  out.    Mr.  Brack-  "  I  hit  him.    How  I  could  do  such  a  thing 

ett  was  upstairs.     Miss  Nelson  was  sick  and  will  always — but  of  course  it's  because  I've 

didn't  come  in  anyway  and  Miss  McCarthy  been  boxing  so  much  nights  with  you.     You 

bad  a  visitor  in  the  outer  office.     I  said  to  see  I've  sort  of  got  into  the  habit.     I  never  was 

him,  'Joe,   I-  want   you    to    post   this   letter,  so  ashamed — but  it  knocked  him  down." 

please.'     He  didn't  say  anything  but  he  came  "  Gee ! "  said  Ernest.     He  came  over  and  sat 

over  as  if  to  take  the  letter.      But  when  he  down  by  his  sister,  his  eyes  lighted  with  interest. 

got  up  close  to  me,hesaid,  'Idon't  take  no  "Did  you  really  knock  him  down?" 

orders  from  you,  nor  nobody  like  you — see!'  "Yes,"  Phoebe  faltered,  "you  see  coming 

Now  it  wasn't  so  much  what  he  said  as  the  per-    like  that  when  he  wasn't  prepared " 

feclly  insulting  way  he  said  it.     After  a  week  "Good    girl!"   Ernest  applauded.     "What 

of  what  I'd  stood  from  him,  too.    Even  then  I  did  he  do?" 

don't  see  how  I  ever  came  to  do  it.     But  he  "  He  jumped  up  and  came  toward  me  like 

bent  straight  toward   me  with   his   chin  out  a — like    a — a    I    don't    know    what.      I    was 

and — and — and  I  was  so  hopping   mad  that  awfully  frightened.     But  I  didn't  run.     I  stood 

before  I  knew  what  I  was  doing — what  do  you  and  waited  for  him.     And  just  before  he  got  up 

think  Idid?"  to  me,  he  stopped  and  glared  at  me  as  if  he'd 

Ernest  grunted.  like  to  kill  me.    Then  he  turned  and  walked  out 


It-F'SCHAKtrilTi.' 


"I  don't  lake  no  orders  from  you. 
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of  the  oflSce  without  looking  at  me.  Well,  I  "  Now  you  keep  quiet,  Em.  I  like  that  boy- 
felt  awful.  In  the  first  place  my  hand  hurt —  He's  all  right.  He  works  days  and  goes  to  a 
it's  a  very  different  thing  with  the  gloves  off,  gym  nights.  I  wouldn't  have  you  hurt  him  for 
£m  Martin.  And  in  the  second  place,  I  was  the  world.  Besides  he  is  the  champion  bantam- 
afraid  I'd  hurt  him.  And  then  I  was  ashamed,  weight  of  the  Michael  P.  Larrigan  Association." 
Think  of  a  girl  hitting  a  person  she  doesn't  "I  bet  I  could  lick  him,"  Ernest  boasted. 

know "                                                      '  "  You  do  and  rU  tell  father.     I  told  him  what 

"Was  it  right  on  the  jaw?"  Ernest  inter-  my  real  name  was  and  how  interested  I  was  to 

rupted  with  a  growing  excitement.  hear  the  beat  of  the  great  heart  of  toil.    And  I 

"  Right  on  the  point."  told  him  that  I'd  see  that  his  sister  got  some 

"What  kind  of  a  punch  was  it?"  Ernest  position  in  the  place.    And  then  I  thought  it  all 

asked  in  the  severe  tone  of  the  pedagogue.  over  and  I  made  up  my  mind  that  the  best  thing 

"  I  don't  know  whether  it  was  an  upper  cut  for  me  to  do  was  to  quit.     So  I  went  in  to  father, 

or  a  left  hook,"  Phoebe  said  impatiently.  got  him  to  give  Joe's  sister  a  chance,  resigned 

"  Did  he  come  back  ? "  my  job  and  came  home.    And  now  all  I'm 

"  Well,  listen  to  me — I'm  telling  it  as  fast  as  wondering  is  if  they'll  ever  be  able  to  teach  that 

I  can.     In  a  few  moments  I  heard  the  door  girl  how  to  do  my  work." 

open.     I  was  so  mad  that  I  wouldn't  look  up.  "  Mother,"  Phoebe  said  that  day  at  Ijunc'h, 

I  heard  him  coming  over  toward  my  desk  but  I  "I  don't  think  that  a  girl  who  has  a  good  home 

wouldn't  have  taken  any  notice  of  him  for  a  and  doesn't  have  to  support  herself  should  take 

farm  down  East.     Oh,  but  I  was  nervous.     I  the  bread  out  of  the  mouth  of  a  poor  girl  who 

could  feel  him  coming  all  up  and  down  my  does — do  you  ? " 

spine.    Well,  he  walked  round  in  front  of  my  "No,"  was  all  Mrs.  Martin  said.     But  the 
desk.     I  could  see  that  he  was  carrying  some-  question  explained  much  to  her. 
thing  in  the  hand  back  of  him.     I  thought  it  Mrs.  Martin  went  out  early  in  the  afternoon, 
was  a  knife  or  a  revolver  and,  oh  mercy,  wasn't  On  her  return,  she  peeped  into  her  daughter's 
I  scared!    But  I  didn't  budge  or  look  up.  room.     Phoebe,  wearing  a  long,  rose-figured, 
Suddenly  he  reached  over  and  dropped  what  blue-banded  kimono,  sat,  one  foot  buried  under 
he  had  on  my  desk.    What  do  you  think  it  her,  in  the  midst  of  a  pile  of  co.uch-cushions. 
was  ?"  From  the  cover  of  her  book,  a  female  of  a  win- 
"What?"  ning  blonde  pulchritude  smiled  archly  at  the 
"  An  orange.    And  he  said,  *  Gee,  I  din't  world  at  large.     Mrs.  Martin  recognized*  one 
know  you  had  a  punch  like  that  up  your  sleeve,  of  the  month's  best  sellers. 
Pretty  good  for  a  girl!'    And  he  looked  at  me  Later,  Mrs.  Martin  heard  Phoebe  at  the 
— well,  Em,  he  looked  at  me  as  if  he'd  never  telephone.     "Is  that  you,  Tug?    I  was  just 
seen  a  girl  like  me  in  his  life.    And  then  we  sat  thinking  how  I'd  like  to  go  out  canoeing  this 
down  and  had  a  talk  and  I  asked  him  why  he  afternoon.     Mr.  Witherspoon   engaged/    My 
hated  me  so.     And  he  said  it  was  because  I  goodness!    An  heiress.    He  has  money,  too, 
looked  so  much  like  society  girls  who  go  down  hasn't  he?    Oh,  he  hasn't.     Oh,  I    see — if 
into  the  slums  during  Lent  to  make  people  somebody  had  made  the  right  will.    Well,  I'm. 
do  things  they  don't  want  to  do.      He  said  sure  I  congratulate  him  with  all  my  heart.   All 
he'd  seen  all  kinds  of — *  uplifters,'  he  called  right — at  four.     I'll  be  ready." 
them,  and  nobody  knows  what  he'd  suffered  Mrs.  Martin  sighed  a  long  sigh  of  relief, 
from    the    wrong   kind    making    him    plant  The  zeit-geist  had  finished  with  Phoebe, 
window   boxes  and  go  to  the  Art  Museum  "  What  next  I  wonder  ?"  Mr§.  Martin  said  to 
on  free  days.      And  he  said  that  he  wanted  to  Mr.  Martin.                            •* 
get  my  job  for  his  sister  and  it  made  him  per-  "  She  certainly  had  a  very  refining  influence 
fectly  sick  when  he  heard  somebody  else  had  on  that  tough  office-boy,  Mullaney,"  Mr.  Mar- 
it.    He  said  that  he  determined  to  make  it  just  tin  said  to  Mrs.  Martin, 
as  hard  for  me  as  he  could."  "  Gee,  but  I'd  like  to  have  given  that  office- 

"Thc  son  of  a  gun!"  said  Ernest,  entirely  boy  his!"  Ernest  said  to  himself, 

without  elegance  but  with  considerable  force,  "  Say,  don't  get  another  bug  like  that  for  a 

"  I'll  lay  for  him  tomorrow  and  punch  the  head  while,   will   you?"  Tug  Warburton   said   to 

off  him."         '  Phoebe. 
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I  WAS  surprised,  not  long  ago,  when  I  island  in  the  Hudson  river  and  dedicates  it 
asked  one  of  the  foremost  church  lay-  to  the  United  States  government.  Came- 
men  in  New  York  City  what,  in  his  gie  builds  libraries  which  are  open  not  only 
opinion,  was  the  trouble  with  the  churches,  to  Protestants,  but  to  Catholics,  Jews,  Mo- 
why  the  churches  were  losing  ground,  to  hear  hammedans,  Negroes.  No  lines  are  drawn, 
this  reason  advanced:  Phipps  builds  model  tenements  and  D.   O. 

"  Money.     We  can't  get  money."  Mills  model  hotels  for  improving  the  living 

By  this,   he  said,   he  did  not,  of  course,  conditions  of  people  of  small  means.     Last 

mean  to  imply  that  money  in  itself  would  year  Morris  K.  Jesup  died.    He  was  one  of 

make  a  church  successful  or  the  lack  of  it  the  most  loyaJ  of  Presbyterians,  but  of  his 

would  necessarily  mean  failure.  gifts  not  one-tenth  went  to  church  work,  while 

"But  money  giving,"  he  explained,  "that  is,  nine-tenths  was  given  to  outside  activities  like 

spontaneous  money  giving,  is  the  surest  evi-  the .  American  Museum  of  Natural  History, 

dence  of  vital  human  interest.     A  man  does  And  Mr.  Jesup's  proportion  for  churches  was 

not  voluntarily  give   his  good  dollars  to   a  very  large  compared  with  that  of  most  givers, 

cause  unless  that  cause  really  stirs  him:  and  Even  many  Roman  Catholics  who  have  left 

we  in  the  churches  must  face  the  fact  that  fortunes  have  contributed  not  exclusively  to 

people  are  no  longer  giving  to  the  churches  as  the  church  as  they  probably  would  have  done 

they  once  did."  twenty  or  fifty  years  ago,  but  have  favored  all 

This  remark  set  me  to  examining  somewhat  sorts  of  public  causes.  A  wealthy  Roman 
carefully  the  long  lists  of  bequests  and  be-  Catholic  woman  recently  left  considerable 
nevolences  of  the  past  few  years  in  this  coun-  sums  of  money  to  Jewish  institutions! 
try:  and  I  have  been  astonished  to  find  how  Not  only  the  dollars  of  the  rich  but  the  pen- 
completely  the  great  streams  of  voluntary  and  nies  of  the  poor  have  been  diverted  in  large 
spontaneous  giving  have  been  diverted  from  measure  from  the  church.  No  one  can  study 
the  diurches,  and  from  church  work  generally,  even   cursorily  the   Socialist   movement,   the 

During  the  past  ten  or  twelve  years  the'  al-  trade-union  movement,  the  spread  of  fraternal 

most  inconceivably  enormous  sum  of  one  bil-  and  mutual  benefit  societies,  without  being 

lion  dollars  has  been  given  away  by  Ameri-  impressed  with  the  great  sums  (in  the  aggre- 

cans  for  various  philanthropic  purposes.     Of  gate)  which  are  being  given  yearly  to  main- 

this  stupendous -sum  comparatively  little  went  tain     these    movements.     Almost     the    only 

to  the  churches.  church   activity  in  which   I  have  found  any 

^  considerable  growth  or  spontaneity  of  giving 

How  MiOionmreM  Give  Their  Money  is  the  Christian  Science  movement. 

Rockefeller,  for  example,  although  an  ex-  Busine»9  Methode  of  the  Churchee 

uberant  church-member,  has  given  compara- 
tively little  money  to  church  work.  He  has  And  at  the  same  time  that  money  is  being 
been  interested  in  outside  activities,  chiefly  so  readily  and  so  generouslf  bestowed  upon 
educational  and  medical.  Mrs.  Russell  Sage  all  manner  of  outside  activities,  the  churches 
has  been  distributing  her  millions  not  among  .a^^ehaving  to  devise  complicated' and  organized 
the  churches  which  have  been  gradually  de-  methods  of  getting  money  from  people, 
serting  the  poor,  but  she  establishes  a  great  Churches  are  to-day  advertised  like  business 
fund  for  studying  methods  of  improving  the  enterprises;  several  books  have  been  written  on 
conditions  of  the  poor,  or  she  purchases  an  church  advertising  and  promotion  which  re- 

AT.C\ 
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veal  the  most  adroit  business  methods  of  at-  churches  as  they  once  did,  and  it  is  this,  more 
tracting  people.     In  New  York  I  saw  really  than  anything  else,  perhaps,  which,  deep  down 
impressive    systems    of    card- catalogues    and  at  the  bottom,  is  causing  profound  concern 
other  business  devices  among  the  churches  among  church  leaders.     When  money  begins 
for  keeping  in  touch  with   contributors.     A  to  turn  aside,  institutions  tremble, 
formidable  number  of  publications  and  speak-        These  facts  are  of  the  profoundest  signifi- 
ers  are  constantly  at  work  stirring  up  en-  cance.     Whatever  may  be  one's  opinion  of 
thusiasm,  urging  people  to  contribute  money,  the  tendencies  shown,  or  of  the  new  move- 
More  and  more  either  the  Bishop,  the  clergy-  ments  which  are  attracting  such  generous  sup- 
man,  or  some  member  of  the  board  of  trustees  port,   at    least   the   activities  outside  of  the 
must  be  an  energetic  business  man.     More  church  must  be  well  reckoned  with.     Do  they 
and  more  large  churches  are  seeking  the  safe  mean  that  there  is  more  of  the  light  of  faith 
haven  of  endowments;  they  fear  the  future.  and  the  heat  of  vital  activity  outside  of  the 
Notwithstanding  all  these  activities,  how-  church  than  inside  ?    Are  the  new  enthusiasms 
ever,  many,  if  not  most  churches  in  this  country,  worthy  ?     Are  they  religious   or  irreligious  ? 
and  several  whole  denominations,  are  scarcely  In  short,  what  do  they  all  mean? 
able  to  hold  their  own.     There  is  a  cry  of  under-       Two  general  lines  of  growth  or  experiment 
paid  clergy  and  ill-supported  work.     More  and  are  dearly  distinguishable.     The  first  is  to- 
more  it  has  been  found  necessary  to  take  a  ward  new  expressions  of  religious  belief;  the 
larger  proportion  of  the  money  given  to  the  second  is  toward  new  forms  of  sodal  and 
church   to  pay   maintenance   expenses — thus  ethical   activity.     In   other   words,    men   are 
cutting  down  the  proportion  appropriated  for  seeking  first,  new  definitions  of  their  relation- 
benevolences,  ships  toward  God;  second,  new  expressions  of 

These  are  no  hasty  or  sweeping  generaliza-  their  duties  toward  their  fellow  men. 
tions.     Examine  for  a  series  of  years  the  re- 
ports of  almost  any  church  or  denomination  in  a  Time  of  RentUn  Inqwdry 
this  country  which  gives  adequate  financial  sta- 
tistics (many  churches  are  discreetly  silent  on        Modernism  among  the  Roman  Catholics, 

the  subject)  and  it  will  be  found  that,  although  the  Reform  Movement  among  the  Jews,  the 

the  country  has  been  increasing  enormously  in  "  higher  criticism "  in  all  the  churches,  have 

wealth,  the  contributions  to  the  churches  have  been  tearing  down  old  structures  of  belief  and 

either  actually  fallen  away  or  else  have  crept  tentatively    offering     new.     Strange     experi- 

forward  at  snail's  pace.     It  will  also  be  found  ments    are   everywhere   being    tried — experi- 

that  most  churches  are  using  more  in  propor-  ments  such  as  Christian  Science,  Emmanuel- 

tion  of  the  money  collect^  on  themselves,  ism,  Theosophy,   the  "Holy  Ghosters,"  the 

less  on  benevolences.     Here  are  statistics  of  Milleniumites.     Various   oriental   and   exotic 

gifts  for  a  twelve  year  period  of  four  great  de-  cults,  transplanted  upon  our  hardy  soil,  find 

nominations  (from  Strong's*' Social  Progress"),  many  to  water  and  care  for  them.     It  is  a 

time  of  troubled  and  restless  inquiry.  Escap- 
ing from  -the  churches,  how  the  religious  prin- 
ciple, as  Carlyle  once  said,  "either  lies  un- 

Baptist,  regular. ...  $1.15      I0.65      $2.06     $3.01  ^een  in  the  hearts  of  good  men,  looking  and 

Congregational...      4.88       324      1316      13.54  longing   and    silently   working   toward   some 

Methodist  Episcopal       .85         1.04         5.62         6.21  ^    °    ,     .  /  11  1 

Presbyterian ...    5.14       4.71      12.52      12.35  new  revelation,  or  else  wanders  homeless  over 

the  world,  like  a  disembodied  soul  seeking  its 

In  all  the  denominations  named  except  the  terrestrial  organization." 
Methodist,  the  benevolences  decreased  in  the        Not  ionly  is  the  religious  principle  seeking 

twelve  years  between  1893  and  1905.     Even  new  definitions  of  belief,  but  it  also  appears 

giving  for  home  expenses  decreased  in  two  of  working  unnamed,   almost    undefined,   in    a 

the  four  denominations,  and  all  this  in  the  thousand  activities  of  our  common  life.     It  is 

face  of  the  fact  that  1893  was  a  panic  year  characteristic  of   a  practical,   vital,   nervous, 

and  that  since  then  the  wealth  of  the  country  age  like  ours  that  men  should  occupy  the 

has  enormously  increased.     If  it  were  not  for  time  while   they   are   waiting    for   the  New 

the  fact  that  many  of  the  large  city  churches,  Theology  in  expressing  their  growing    ideal- 

of  which  Trinity  in  New  York  is  the  best  ism  in  a  bewildering  and  apparently  uncon- 

type,  have  a  steady  income  from  endowments,  nected  series  of  experiments  in  the  Brother- 

they  would  have  still  more  difficult  problems  hood  of  Men.     For  we  cannot  have  the  New 

to  meet.  Theology  until  we  begin  to  practice  the  New 

^o,   people   arc   no   longer   giving   to   the  Brotherhood  of  Men. 


Benevolences 

Per  capita 
1893           190S 

$1.15        $0.65 

4.88          3.24 

.85           1.04 

Home  Expenses 

Per  capita 

1893          X905 

$2.06        S3.OI 

13.16        13.54 

5.62          6.21 

5.14          4.71 

12.52      12.35 
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One  group  of  activities  like  the  Christian  root  among  the  poorest  of  the  poor  without 
Endeavor  Society,  the  Epworth  League,  the  regard  to  religious  belief.  And  while  the 
Brotherhood  movement  and  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  church  has  lost  ground  both  in  attendance 
are  still  actively  religious  and  adhere  more  or  and  influence,  the  social  settlements  have 
less  closely  to  the  churches;  but  it  is  signifi-  flourished  marvelously.  Though  the  move- 
cant  that  the  organizations  which  are  now  ment  is  scarcely  twenty-five  years  old,  there  are 
growing  fastest  and  seem  most  prosperous,  to-day  in  New  York  City  about  seventy-five 
like  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  have  departed  furthest  social  settlements,  with  hundreds  of  residents 
from  Church  influence  and  place  the  chief  and  workers.  Some  of  them  are  provided 
emphasis  not  on  distinctly  religious  work,  but  with  costly  buildings  and  are  doing  an  ex- 
on  social  and  educational  activities  and  physi-  traordinary  work.  The  influence  of  leaders 
cal  training.  Even  the  Salvation  Army,  be-  like  Miss  Wald  of  the  Nurses'  Settlement, 
ginning  as  an  emotional  religious  revival,  has  Gaylord  S.  White,  Miss  Williams,  Mrs.  Sim- 
become  a  great  agency  for  providing  employ-  khovitch  and  many  others  ujx)n  the  life  of  the 
ment,  lodgings  and  food  for  poor  people.  Its  city  has  been  noteworthy.  In  Chicago  Miss 
Christmas  dinners  and  its  lodging  houses  are  Addams  has  been  called  the  "  most  useful 
perhaps  more  noteworthy  now  than  its  relig-  citizen."  It  can  be  said  with  truth  that,  the 
ious  activities.  only  Protestant  churches  to-day  in  the  poorer 

But  the  greater  group  of  practical  activities  parts  of  the  city  of  New  York  which  are  en- 

to  which  I  have  referred  has  wholly  departed  joying  any  success  at  all  are  winning  it  be- 

from  Church  influence  and  is  not  even  out-  cause  they  have  adopted  in  greater  or  less  de- 

spokenly    religious.       Among    the    chief    of  gree  the  settlement  idea, 

these   unchurched    activities   I    should   class  What  is  the  idea  of  the  social  settler?     It  is 

the  sodal  settlement  movement,  hospital  ex-  primarily  to  give  himself  in  service;  to    live 

tension,  municipal  and  political  reform,  and  among  the  people,  to  know  them  and  touch 

many  of  the  newer  forms  of  charity  and  edu-  them  intimately,   and    to    help    them    with- 

cation.     All   these   movements  represent   the  out    trying     to    teach    any    specific   religious 

faith,  however  groping,  however  unconscious,  doctrine. 

of  the  unchurched  or  of  those  who  though  For  a  number  of  years  settlement  work  con- 
still  nominally  connected  with  the  churches,  sisted  merely  of  living  among  and  getting  ac- 
find  the  most  satisfactory  avenues  for  the  ex-  quainted  with  the  **  other  half,"  with  a  result- 
pression  of  their  religious  idealism  in  organiza-  ing  spread  of  information  concerning  the 
tions  outside  of  the  churches.                  •  "under   half"   among   the   "upper   half."     I 

need  scarcely   call   attention  to   the  extraor- 

The  Story  of  Hudson  Guild  dinary  Spread  of  knowledge  which  has  come 

to  us  during  the  past  dozen  years  of  the  life 

Perhaps  I  can  best  convey  what  I  mean  by  of  the  tenements,  of  the  ways  and  needs  of 

the  "  faith  of  the  unchurched "  by  a  concrete  the  foreign  emigrant,  of  sweat  shops  and  child 

example  of   an   expression   of   this  faith.     I  labor,  of  corrupt  politics  in  its  relationships  to 

want  to  tell  here  of  the  work  of  the  Hudson  the  poor.     Much  of  this  knowledge  was  the 

Guild  of  New  York  City.  outcome    of   the   humble  desire  of   devoted 

Dr.  John  Lovejoy  Elliott,  the  organizer  and  men  and  women  not  to  proselyte  their 
leader  of  the  Hudson  Guild  movement,  has  neighbors,  but  to  know  them  and  to  serve- 
been    for    many    years    associated    with    Dr.  them. 

Felix  Adler  of  the  Ethical  Cuhure  Society.  That  was  the  first  stage.  Upon  it  and  out 
A  man  of  the  broadest  and  kindliest  human  of  it  is  slowly  forming  a  wonderful  new  move- 
sympathies  he  wished  to  see  the  principles  he  ment,  chaotic  and  dim  as  yet  in  the  further 
taught  in  the  Ethical  Culture  school  worked  out  reaches  of  its  vision,  but  every  month  becom- 
in  the  hard  laboratory  of  everyday  life.  He  ing  surer  of  itself.  It  may  be  seen  developing 
chose  one  of  the  most  difficult  fields  in  the  in  Chicago  in  the  work  of  Miss  Addams,  Pro- 
city,  the  tenement  district  of  the  west  side  of  fessor  Taylor,  Miss  McDowell,  Jenkin  Lloyd 
Manhattan  Island,  and  there  he  has  lived  for  Jones  and  others,  and  in  New  York  in  the 
nearly  fifteen  years.  activities  of  many  of  the  settlements.     I  de- 

During  the  past  quarter  century  the  social  scribe  here  the  work   of   Hudson  Guild  be- 

settlement  movement  has  been  the  direct  re-  cause  in  some  ways  it  seems  to  have  articulated 

verse  of  the  church   movement.     W'hile  the  itself  more  clearly  than  any  other  I  have  seen, 

tendency    of    the    churches,    especially    the  No  leadership  is  genuine  unless  based  upon 

Protestant  churches,  has  been  to  fly  from  the  thorough  knowledge  and  complete  sympathy, 

tenements,  the  social  settlements  have  taken  Tammany  Hall  has  been  so  long  and  so  vio- 
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lently  attacked  for  ils  e\-il  deeds  that  many  leam  how  to  make  his  followers  act  from  mo- 
people  have  lost  the  significance  of  its  long  lives  of  social  helpfulness  rather  than  from 
continued  sun'iva!  and  its  repealed  victories,  motives  of  immediate  selfish  aggrandizement. 
Tammany  Hatl  has  succeeded  because  its  He  must  make  his  followers  see  further  than  the 
leaders  knew  ihe  people  and  sympathized  with  immediate  jol),  or  the  immediate  favor  which 


them.  It  knew  how  lo  direct  that  instinct  of  Tarn 
men  —  which  is 
pretty  nearly  the 
deepest  instinct  of 
all  —  of  associa- 
tion —  the  "gang 
spirit"  if  you  will. 
It  did  not  matter 
that  the  Tammany 
leadership  was 
evil  as  looked  at 
from  alM)ve,  for  it 
appeared  lo  be 
human  and  help- 
ful, as  looked  at 
from  lielow. 

But  in  recent 
years  the  social 
settler  has  come 
to  know  the  "other 
half"  as  well  as 
Tammany  Hal! — 
better,  indeed,  for 
its  knowledge  is 
the  outgrowth  of 
unselfish  sym- 
pathy. Having 
thus  come  to  un- 
derstand the 
people,  leadership 
was  sure  to  follow. 
And  that  leader- 
ship, inspired  with 
a  fine  and  stualy 
idealism,    is    now 

making  itself  fell.   It  is  the  beginning  of 
and  wonderful  era  in  our  life. 


offered. 


he  must 
humbly  enough, 
not  with  what  he 
wants,  but  with 
what  the  people 
want  —  daily  job 
and  e^-ening 
amusement,  and 
out  of  those  com- 
mon things  he 
musi  build  up 
higher  wants  and 
in>])ire  better  de- 


Hudson  Guild 

(    is   difficuh    to    altiact     grown     men     either 
hurchcs  or  settlements.     Hudson  Guild  is  full  of  n 


Two  years  ago 
the  work  had 
grown  so  promis- 
ing that  a  fine 
brick  building, 
fii'e  stories  high, 
was  constructed  in 
West  Twenty- 
seventh  Street  in 
the  cnidst  of  a 
swarming  popula- 
tionof  Irish-Amer- 
icans, Italians 
and  Jews.  While 
the  larger  part  of 
the  money  for  the 
building  was  sup- 
1)1  ied  by  well-to- 
do  people  uptown 
who  were  inter- 
ested through  Dr. 
Elliott  in  the  work,  it  is  significant  that  several 
thousand  dollars  was  contributed  directly  by  the 
peojde  of  the  neighlwrhood  who  had  become 
interested  in  the  clubs.  1  know  of  no  other 
case  where  the  working  people  of  a  neighbor- 
When  Dr.  Elliott  began  his  work  fourteen  hood  have  contributed  any  considerable  sum 
years  ago  he  did  exactly  what  Tammany  does;  of  money  to  such  a  building. 
he  organized  a  club  of  boys  and  young  men.  Three  things  attracted  me  especially  when  I . 
He  has  the  sort  of  genius  that  the  Tammany  first  visited  Hudson  Guild.  The  first  was  its 
Hall  politicians  possess — a  genius  for  being  masculine  cast.  It  is  difficult  to  attract 
friendly  and  helpful,  a  genius  for  inspiring  grown  men  either  to  churches  or  settlements. 
and  directing  association  among,  men,  Hudson  Guild  is  full  of  men.     From  that  fact  I 

Out  of  that  first  club  grew  other  clubs,  first  knewthere  must  be  something  going  on  that  was 
with  rented  quarters  and  no  especial  work  to  vitally  worth  doing.  The  second  thing  that 
do  outside  of  (he  ordinary  social  and  semi-  impressed  me  was  the  resemblance  of  the 
literary  activities  which  occupied  so  exclu-  Guild  to  an  ordinary  uptown  club.  With  its 
sively  the  attention  of  the  earlier  settlement  meeting  rooms,  its  baths,  its  gymnasium,  its 
workers.  The  leader  had  to  feel  his  way,  library,  its  music,  it  had  the  air  of  free  associ- 
gain   knowledge   of   people   and    conditions,    ation  of  a  real  club.    The  third  thing  that 
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impressed  me  was  the  fact  that  the  Guild  out  compensation.    It  is  a  real  thing  with  them, 

seemed  to  be  running  itself.     The  first  after-  in  which  they  are  vitally  interested, 

noon  I  went  there  I  found  plenty  of  young  The  Council  also  has  charge  of  assignments 

men  and  boys,  besides  a  rootoful  of  girls,  but  of  rooms  to  the  various  clubs,  it  dictates  what 

no  "leaders"  or  "workers"  except  the  libra-  entertainments  shall  be  given  and   at  what 

rian.     Later  I  discovered  the  workers,  but,  times,   decides   disputes   between    clubs   and 

compared  with  many  settlements,  they  are  few  directs  in  large  measure  the  sort  of  educational 

in  numbers.  work  to  be  undertaken. 

A  single  club  belonging  to  the  Council,  the 

A  Guild  thai  Runs  Itself  Athletic  Association,  has  800  members.     This 

organization  not  only  pays  its  rentals  but  has 

I  soon  discovered  that  not  only  does  the  largely  outfitted  the  gymnasium,  paid  the  op- 
Guild  give  an  appearance  of  running  itself,  crating  expenses,  and  financed  the  baseball 
but  that  it  really  does  run  itself.  That  is  the  and  track  teams  from  its  own  treasury, 
marvel  of  it.  The  one  essential  purpose  of  When  people  have  to  pay  for  things  they 
education  is  to  set  an  individual  to  going  from  look  after  them:  therefore  the  Guild  efficiently 
within;  to  start  his  machinery  so  that  he  will  safeguards  itself — like  any  club.  If  property 
run  himself.  is  injured  the  members  know  that  they  will 

The  same  end  must  be  sought  with  institu-  have  to  pay  for  it.     Dr.  Elliott  tells  how  Xhe 

tions:  an  institution  is  never  really  successful  house  committee  has  reprimanded  him  more 

until  it    goes   of  itself,  impelled  by  the   life  than    once     for    leaving    his    electric    lights 

within.      No.  matter   how    joltingly  it    oper-  burning. 

ates,  no  matter  how  painful  the  noise  it  Dr.  Elliott,  of  course,  is  the  leader  and  head- 
makes,  if  it  really  runs,  from  within,  there  worker  and  yet  he  submits  himself  to  the  rules 
is  something  creative,  something  immortal  of  the  Guild.  Under  the  constitution  he  may 
about  it.  even  be  impeached.     Here  is  the  Section : 

Hudson  Guild  runs  itself — joltingly  yet,  Sec.  2. — The  Council  may  at  any  time  by  a 
with  a  push  now  and  then  from  a  helpful  two-thirds  vote  impeach  the  Headworker  and 
hand,  but  it  really  runs.  Over  fifty  different  it  shall  be  the  duty  of  the  president  of  the 
clubs  and  other  organizations  now  find  the  Council  to  announce  to  the  Council  the  next 
center  of  their  social  life  at  the  Guild.  All  of  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Trustees,  when 
them  are  made  up  exclusively  of  working  peo-  delegates  shall  be  appointed  to  lay  the  matter  at 
pie  of  the  Chelsea  district,  largely  Irish-  issue  between  the  Council  and  the  Headworker 
Americans,  with  some  Italians  and  Jews,  befoce  the  Board  of  Trustees. 
Each  of  these  clubs  is  an  independent,  self-  "The  best  thing  that  we  can  do  for  self- 
governing  body,  which  elects  delegates  to  a  government,"  says  Dr.  Elliott,  "is  not  to  inter- 
general  or  federal  council ^-a  sort  of  congress  fere  with  it  too  much." 
which  meets  once  a  month.  I  attended  one  A  great  variety  of  activities  is  constantly 
of  the  meetings.  About  sixty  delegates  were  under  way  at  the  Guild,  Dr.  Elliott ^s  idea  being 
present,  half  men  and  hoys,  and  half  women  that  moral  education  comes  through  activity, 
and  girls.  This  council  conducts  the  business  that  the  way  to  displace  evil  activities  is  by 
of  the  Guild — really  conducts  it,  because  it  encouraging  better  activities, 
has  to  pay  a  large  part  of  the  running  ex-  The  clubs  of  the  Guild  are  therefore  con- 
penses  of  the  work.  Each  club  pays*^  regular  stantly  organizing  and  conducting  dances, 
tax  or  rental  into  the  common  treasury,  giving  plays,  festivals  and  smokers,  organiz- 
amounting  last  year  to  over  $1,800 — a  good  ing  track  and  field  sports,  supporting  strong 
deal  of  money  for  such  a  group  of  working  baseball  and  basket  ball  teams.  More  than 
people.  Out  of  this  sum  the  council  pays  for  this,  the  Guild  aims  to  help  fit  its  members 
lighting,  heating,  repairs  and  janitor  ser\'ice  for  better  work:  it  has  classes  for  those  who 
of  the  building.  All  of  the  details  of  manage-  wish  to  enter  the  civil  service,  and  Gar- 
ment are  in  the  hands  of  a  house  committee  pentry  and  cooking  classes.  A  print-shop 
elected  by  the  council.  The  chairman  of  this  not  only  trains  boys  in  the  printing  art 
house  committee  at  present  is  Wm.  T.  Farrell,  and  does  all'  the  printing  for  the  Guild,  in- 
a  bricklayer  by  trade,  who  has  been  identified  eluding  the  publication  of  a  monthly  news- 
with  the  clubs  of  the  Guild  since  he  was  a  paper,  but  enough  outside  pay  work  har 
boy.  He  is  on  hand  nearly  every  evening,  and  been  secured  to  meet  nearly  all  of  its  run- 
both  he  and  all  other  members  of  the  council  ning  expenses.  One  of  the  enterprises  of 
committees,  though  their  duties  require  a  good  the  Guild  is  a  bank  which  receives  deposits 
deal  (A  time  and  attention,  serve  wholly  with-  and  pays  interest  to  the  members.     One  of 
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the  young  clubmen,  a  bookkeeper  by  occupa-    self-support  here  attained.     But  ihe  Guild  has 
lion,  is  the  chosen  banker.  made  a  step  far  in  advance  of  this — a  very  re- 

Of  course  not  all  of  the  work  by  any  means  markable  new  step.  Not  only  is  the  Guild 
is  voluntary.  The  Guild,  like  social  settle-  interested  in  developing  and  amusing  its  own 
meats  generally,  has  a  number  of  paid  work-  members,  but  it  is  animated  with  a  spirit  of 
ers,  paid  by  a  group  of  people  uptown  who  what  may  be  called  neighborhood  conscious- 
have  long  been 
interested  in  the 
work.  OneofDr. 
Elliott's  assistants 
is  John  Splain, 
who  was  a  boy 
of  the  ndghbor- 
hood,  trained  in 
the  first  club  or- 
ganized by  Dr. 
Elliott.  He  learned 


the  printer'; 
trade,  but  finally 
gave  up  a  good 
position  to  come 
with  Dr  Ellioll. 
His  mother  de-  " 
sired  him  to  be  a 
priest;  now  she 
contents  herself 
with  saying  that 
"he  is  doing  the 
work  of  a  priest 
without  taking 
onJers."  Bom  in 
the  neighborhood, 
married  there,  and 
ther 


ness.  As  a  center 
for  social  activi- 
ties it  is  beginning 
to  feel  a  respon- 
sibility for  all  the 
life  around  it. 

Iiupiriag  a    City 
Kaighborhood 

Quite  the  most 
interesting  thing 
to  me  about  the 
Council  meeting 
which  I  attended 
was  not  merely  the 
fact  that  it  was 
self-governing,  but 
that  it  was  using 
Us  selj-govefned 
organization  jor 
the  benefit  0}  lite 
vjhole  neighbor- 
hood. That  is  a 
great  step  in  ad- 
vance. Let  me 
give  some  ex- 
amples of  what 
theCouncildidon 
the  night  I  at- 
tended  its   meet- 


JOHN  SPLAIN 


.\  small  park 
has  been  estab- 
lished by  the  city 
upon  the  block 
across  the  street 
from  the  Guild, 
been    torn   down 


knowledge  of  the 

people  make  him 

a  valuable  helper. 

Other  workers 

include   Mrs. 

HohoiT,  district 

\-isitor:MissWolfI, 

chairman   of   the 

district  committee, 

and    Miss    West- 

cott,  who  is  connected  with  the  women's  and    .All    the    tenements 

girls'    clubs;    Mr.  Gleason,    who    has  charge    and  plans    have   been    made    for   improving 

of  the  gymnasium,  four  kindergarten  teachers,    ihe    land.    The   young   men   of    the    Guild 

a   librarian,   a  visiting   nurse  and    a    master    thought  that  a  running  track  and  other  facill- 

printer.  ties  for  athletics  should   be  provided  in  the 

Dr.  PMIiott  gives  close  personal  attention  to  park,  but  the  park  department  had  demurred. 
the  clubs.  He  and  John  Splain  meet  with  The  Council  therefore  ap|x>inted  a  committee 
the  clubs,  discuss  various  subjects  with  them  lo  wait  on  the  proper  officiab  to  see  if  such 
or  tell  stories  which  illustrate  ethical  truths,  facilities  could  not  lie  provided. 
Story-telling  is,  indeed,  one  of  the  chief  meth-  Another  committee  was  appointed  to  work 
ods  of  instruction  which  they  employ.  with  the  citizens'  movement  against  the  grani- 

Mo.st  of  the  activities  so  far  described  are  ing  of  a  franchise  to  the  New  York  Central 
more  or  less  common  lo  many  settlements,  Railroad  Company  to  continue  its  tracks  In 
though  none  that  1  know  of  has  reached  the  Eleventh  Avenue.  At  this  meeting  there  was 
degree  of  self-government,  self-direction  and    also  some  talk  oftthe  condition  of  the  tenements 
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Members  were  urged  to  make  com])laints,  so    making  her  own  living.     In  llie  week  1  last 
that  the  attention  of  the  board  of  health  or  the    visited  the  Guild  two  other  patients  were  sent 
tenement  house  department  could  he  called  to    away,  the  ex|)enses  of  one  being  largely  met 
conditions.    One   of  the   members   objected    by  one  of  ihe  afternoon  boy&'  clubs, 
that  if  complaints  Last   year    the 

were    made    and  work  of  the  di&- 

landlords  were  trict    committee 

forced  to  improve  cost   $750  and 

their  bu'ldings  nearly  all  of  this 

that    ihey    would  sum  was  supplied, 

raise  the  rents.  not  from  any  out- 

"  And,  '  he  said,  side    source,    but 

"we  are  paying  all  bytheclubs 

the  rent  now  that  themselves.    A 

we  can  afford  to  .  basket-ball  con- 

test held  by  the 
dubs  yielded  $110 
for  the  purpose; 
the  Mothers' Club 
raised  Si 20,  and 
a  collection  at  one 
of  the  men's 
smokers  for  a 
special  case 
brought  in  $45. 

AH  this  work  is 
most  significant. 
It  is  a  fine  thing 
(o  help  a  girl  with 
tuberculosis  to 
freedom  from  her 
mprove  a  miserable  tene- 
captain  in  e^xry  block-  Sgrneiimes  this  ment-house,  but  it  is  finer,  far  finer,  to  develop 
captain  is  a  small  storekeeper,  sometimes  the  active  social  and  neighborhood  spirit 
a  woman  well  known  in  her  Icnement.  which  does  ihe  work.  So  much  social  work 
Thesecaptainskeep  watch  of  things  generally,  at  the  present  time  is  just  work,  with  no 
report  unsanitary  tenements,  or  find  cases  of  social  feeling  or  social  spirit  behind  it.  The 
tuberculosis  or  ciintagion.  All  this  is  reixirted  war  on  tuberculosis  is  not  the  end  of  social 
to  the  Guild  and  a  district  visitor  is  sent  out  work,  but  should  he  rather  a  means  for 
to  investigate.  Tims  the  whole  ncighUirhood  awakening  the  spirit  of  democracy  among 
is  coming  into  touch  with  the  tluild,  and  an    men. 

interest  in  improving  the  ncighborhixid  is  be-  Here  will  he  found  the  difference  between 
ing  developed.  The  work  is  new  yet  and  the  institutional  work  of  many  churches  and 
feeble,  but  it  lives  and  grows.  In  many  in-  that  of  Hudson  Guild.  In  the  case  of  the 
stances  pe()ple  ill  with  tuberculosis  have  been  churches,  rich  men  supply  the  money,  workers 
sent  away  to  the  sanitarium  and  all  their  are  hired  and  everything  is  directed  from 
exi>enses  met  by  the  clubs  of  the  Guild —  above  and  from  without.  This  is  the  reason 
not  as  charity  but  as  a  sort  of  neighborhood  for  the  distressing  failure  of  so  much  of  the 
duty.  work  of  the  churches.    They  are  not  really 

Let  me  give  one  example.  In  November,  willing  to  trust  the  people  with  religion:  they 
1907,  a  member  reported  that  a  girl  named  have  no  faith  in  people.  They  do  not  reahza 
Alice  Smith  {not  her  true  name)  in  one  of  the  that  an  institution  docs  not  exist  to  dominate 
tenements  was  ill  with  tuberculosis.  Two  of  people  but  to  serve  people.  That  is  the  rea- 
the  oklest  clubs  of  the  Guild  got  together  and  son  why  I  ha\e  made  such  a  point  of  the  fact 
raised  $50  and  sent  the  girl  to  the  sanitarium  that  Hudson  Guild  rtins  Uselj  from  power 
at  Liberty.  N.  Y.  Afterward  they  kept  m  generated  within  itself.  It  is  a  trcmeiidous 
touch  with  her,  assessed  thcmsehes  regularly,  thing  when  a  group  of  working  men  and 
paid  all  her  expenses,  and  now  at  the  end  of  women  begin  to  take  pride  in  their  own  sur- 
two   years  she  is  discharged,    cured,    and   is    roundings,  and  are  willing  to  contribute  iheir 


In  short,  they 
struck  down  in 
(hisdiscussion, 
u|K>n  fundamental 
living  problems  of 
the  neighborhoixi 
and  of  tenement 
house  people. 

In  another  way 
the  Guild  is  de- 
veloping a  neigh- 
b jr hood  con- 
sciousness. Pat- 
terning after 
Tammany  Hall  a 
district   committee 


Girls'  Cooking  Cla^  at  Hudson  Guild 
formed     with    disc 
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own  money  and  their  own  time  to  improving  other  manifestations  of  it.  For  example, 
them.  And  once  started  the  spirit  grows  what  is  the  attitude  of  the  unchurched  or- 
wonderfully.  It  is  like  an  ever-expanding  whirl-  ganizatinns  as  compared  with  the  church  or- 
Dool  to  which  theright  impetus  has  been  given,  ganizations,  toward  some  of  the  great  prob- 
lems of  the  day? 

One  of  the 
deepest,  most 
complex,  most 
dangerous  of  the 
problems  of  our 
times  is  that  of 
poverty.  What 
shall  be  done  for 
the  millions  who 
live  along  the 
poverty  line  or 
below,  who  fill  the 
tenements,  who 
recruit  the  ranks 
of  the  unem- 
ployed? For  a 
thousand  years — 
always  in  fact  — 
is  to  awaken  a  neighbor-  the  church  has  been  facin;;  the  problem 
ighborhood  self-conscious-  of  po\erty.  .\Imsgiving  has  been  one  of  the 
ness.  The  monthly  journal  of  the  Guild  is  bulwarks  of  church  work,  and  so  it  con- 
called  Chelsea,  Chelsea  being  the  old  name  of    tinues  to  be  to  this  da_v.     The  church    has 


"Noting  So 
Catdiing  a*  a 
Good  Act" 

"Nothing,"  savs 
Dr.  Elliott,  "is so 
catching  as  a  good 
act." 

A  great  city  dis- 
tracls  people, 
crushes  individ- 
uals. One  of  the 
secrets  of  the 
power  of  old 
Greece  lay  in  the 
dose  association 
of  a  limited  num- 
ber  of  people. 
Hudson  GuiU  stri\' 
hood  interest, 


Majority  Rules 
One  of  the  Self -Gove  rains  Clubs  at  Hudson  Cuik 


the  neighborhood,  and  it  is  filled,  not  with  city 
news,  but  with  news  of  the  people  of  the  neigh- 
borhood, the  parks  of  the  neighborhood,  the 
ball  games  of  the  neighborhood,  the  dances 
of  the  neighborhood — everything  to  interestthi 


ver  been  a  mediator  between  rich  and  poor; 
asking  of  the  rich  to  keep  the  poor  from  suffer- 
ing. And  always  the  church  has  acquiesced 
in  poverty.  It  has  quoted  Scripture:  "the 
IX)or  ye  have  always  with  you  "  and  it  has  acted 


people  in  the  common  life  and  activities  of  upon  that  statement  by  doling  out  help,  here  a 

Chelsea.  little,    there    a    little.     It    has    palhated    and 

Hudson  Guild  is  thus  genuinely  getting  hold  s<M>thed;  the  poor  have  been  kept  content  with 
of  and  oi^nizing  the  people.  It  is  a  sort  of  the  promise  that  patience  in  bearing  poverty 
town-hall  for  the  neighborhood.  In  a  former  and  toil  and  injustice  while  other  people  en- 
article  I  quoted  Paul  Sabalier  on  the  char-  joy  imeamed  wealth  and  luxury-,  will  win  the 
acter  of  the  middle  age  cathedrals.  Says  M.  devout  soul  the  bliss  of  a  distant  heaven— 
Sabatier:  after  death. 

"The  cathedrals  were  the  lay  churches  of  the  It  will  be  objected  that  many  churches  no 

thirteenth  centur>'.     Built  by  the  people  for  the  longer  make  these  promises  of  a  distant  heaven, 

people,  they  were  originally  the  true  common  or  utter  threats  of  a  hell;  but  it  is  a  significant 

house  of  our  old  cities.     Museums,  graneries,  fact  that  those  churches  which  promise  and 


chambers  of  commerce,  halls  of  justice,  deposi- 
tories of  archives  and  even  labor  exchanges, 
they  were  all  these  at  once. " 

In    some  degree    institutions   like    Hudson 
Guild  in  New  York  and  Hull  House  in  Chicago    exampli 
are  approaching  the  idea  of  the  old  cathedrals;        And 


threaten  least,  the  Unitarian  and  Congrega- 
tional, for  example,  ane  thrinng  least,  while 
tho.ie  which  still  promise  and  threaten  most: 
the  Roman  Catholics  and  the  Methodists,  for 

best  holding  their  own. 

:,  for  an  instant,  would  deny  that 


I  that  they  are  the  "common   houses"  the  it  has  been  a  great  and  useful  and  necessary 

■"lay  churches"  of  our  modem  cities     They  work  to  comfort  the  afflicted  and  help  the  poor; 

are  animated  by  a  catholicity  of  spirit,  a  pas-  nor  that  the  church  has  been  diligent  at  it.  But 

sion  for  service,  and  a  faith  in  people  which  can-  while  the  church  has  continued  at  the  negative 

not  but  give  one  a  new  confidence  in  the  fu-  work  of  palliation  and  promise,  many  people 

ture  of  his  country.  outside  of  the  churches  have  had  a  new  vision,; 

Hudson  Guild  is  only  one  example  or  ex-  they  have  seen  a  new  light;  whi>le  groups  of 

pression  of  what  I  have  called  the  "faith  of  men  and  women  are  to-day  on  fire  with  the 

the   unchurched."    Let   us   look   into   some  new  faith  that  po\-erty  can  be  abolislied,  that 
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in  a  land  which  produces  more  than  enough  that  has  always  groaned  with  poverty,  can  be 

to  keep  every  man,  woman  and  child  in  com-  eliminated!    Such  an  article  of  faith  is  like  a 

fort,  it  is  absurd  that  millions  should  suffer  trumpet  call  to  all  that  is  heroic  and  poetic  m 

from  want  at  one  end  of  the  social  ladder  the  souls  of  men. 

while   thousands    should    decay   with    luxury  Another  world  problem  is  that  of  sickness, 

and  superfluity  at  the  other  end.  What  shall  be  done  with  people  who  suffer 

from  disease?     Jesus  healed  people;  but  the 

Why  People  are  Intereeted  in  SociidiMm  modern  churches  for  the  most  part,  have  no 

faith  in  the  healing  of  the  body.     They  will 

Why  are  many  people  interested  in  Socialism?  comfort  and  pray  over  the  sick,  they  will 
Because  the  Socialists  have  seen  this  vision;  mourn  with  the  afflicted,  but  if  anyone  sug- 
and  they  have  a  faith  in  it  that  prompts  men  gestcd  that  the  disease  which  caused  the  sick- 
to  work  and  to  sacrifice.  I  am  not  arguing  ness  be  abolished,  they  might  be,  or  might 
that  the  Socialists  are  right  either  in  their  pro-  have  been  a  few  years  ago,  astonished,  if  not 
gram  or  their  methods;  I  am  calling  attention  shocked. 

to  the  brightness  of  their  vision  and  the  power  Not  so,  however,  with  many  people  outside 

of  the  faith  which  it  animates.     I  have  at-  the   churches.     They   have   a   greater   faith, 

tended  meetings  of  Socialists  in  New  York  at  Medical  men  have  declared  that  the  most  dis- 

which  I  saw  men  and  women  of  half  a  dozen  tructive  of  all  diseases — tuberculosis — can  be 

nationalities,  three  races,  and   I  donH  know  abolished,  and  having  so  expressed  their  vision, 

how  many  shades  of  religious  belief — but  they  they   have   straightway   begun   to   transmute 

were  all  here  united  in  a  common  faith.   While  faith  into  works. 

religion  still  divides  men  into  warring  camps.  One  Sunday  morning,  the  sixth  of  last  De- 
the  world  is  discovering  that  men's  interests,  cember,  I  went  to  one  of  the  famous  down- 
social  and  otherwise,  are  identical.  town  churches  in  New  York.     It  was  about 

And  this  vision  is  by  no  means  confined  to  the  half  filled  with  a  fine  appearing  audience;  the 
Socialists.  Probably  there  are  no  more  cau-  sermon  was  a  good  sermon,  a  poetic  sermon; 
tious  or  scientific  students  of  social  conditions  the  minister  was  an  able  man;  the  music  was 
in  New  York  City  than  the  men  behind  the  excellent.  It  was  all  ver\'  respectable  and  ad- 
Charity  Organization  Society.  They  have  a  mirable — and  dead.  Nothing  happened;  no 
broad  outlook  and  sound  experience.  They  one  expected  or  wanted  anything  to  happen, 
know  better  than  any  other  agency  the  People  had  come  to  see  their  neighbors  of  the 
length  and  breadth  and  depth  of  the  problem  same  limited  class  and  to  be  seen  by  them,  and 
of  poverty  and  yet  while  the  churches  are  to  enjoy  a  half  hour  of  intellectual  stimulation, 
moving  out  of  the  slums,  and  the  ministers 

express  discouragement  over  the  conditions,  A  New  Fmth  for  Curing  DUetue 
the  Charity  Organization  Society  strikes  a  high 

note  of  faith,  and  is  buckling  down  to  the  task  In  the  afternoon  of  that  same  Sunday  I  went 

of  producing  results.     In  the  1907  year  book  I  to  see  the  tuberculosis  exhibit  in  the  American 

find  these  words:  Museum  of  Natural  History.     It  was  thronged 

**  Belief  in  the  possibility  of  eliminating  pov-  with  people;  on  that  day  43,713  persons  visited 
erty  had  not  been  formulated  in  so  many  words  the  exhibit — more  people,  perhaps,  than  at- 
as  a  working  motive  in  the  early  years,  but  tended  all  the  Protestant  churches  on  Man- 
methods  and  projects  were  tested  by  their  hattan  Island  put  together.  And  as  I  circu- 
probable  power  to  rescue,  and  not  merely  to  lated  among  those  throngs — Protestants,  Cath- 
soothe  those  who  are  in  danger  of  lapsing  into  olics,  Jews,  rich  and  poor — and  talked  with 

perpetual   pauperism In   recent  many  people — I  seemed  to  feel  a  great  surge  of 

years  the  growing  conviction  that  not  only  pro-  faith   in   the  possibilities  of  a  newer,   finer, 

fessional  pauperism  but  unwholesome  poverty  sweeter  life  in  New  York  City  ?  Without  creed, 

as    well     .     .     .     may    be    obliterated,    has  or  doctrine,  or  church  edifice,  I  felt  that  here, 

almost  come  to  be  a  fundamental  article  of  indeed,  was  the  true  spirit  of  religion.     It  may 

faith. "  have  been  blind,  but  it  was  big,  big;  and  later 

its  blindness  will  pass  away.     It  was  a  symbol 

Can  Poverty  he  AhoUehed  ?  of  a  new  way  of  visiting  the  fatherless  and  the 

widows  in  their  aflSiction.     One  of  the  test 

'*An  article  of  faith" — that,  surely,  sounds  questions  of  any  true  religion  is  this:  "W^ho  is 
like  a  religious  creed — but  in  no  religious  my  brother?"  and  here  among  a  score  of  el- 
creed  will  be  found  a  statement  of  such  an  bowing  races  and  nationalities  of  rich  and  poor, 
abounding  faith  as  this;  that  poverty  in  a  world  I  caught  the  grandest  of  grand  answers. 
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Consider  any  one  of  the  movements  in  New  ment,  and  well-paved  streets,  as  well  as  large 
Yorkwherethereis  vision  and  jx)wer  and  faith,  churches  and  singing  and  prayer.  Here  and 
where  people  are  living  their  beliefs, — the  child-  there  bold  churchmen  like  Dr.  Parkhurst 
labor  movement,  tenement-house  reform,  the  or  Dr.  Peters  have  led  valiant  fights,  but  they 
agitation  for  playgrounds — and  rarely  has  the  have  done  it  because  their  faith  was  greater 
church  played  any  great  part  in  the  work;  the  than  that  of  their  churches.  Here  is  what  Frank 
church  has  not  felt  the  new  social  impulse  in  Moss,  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  reform  move- 
religion.  It  has  not  been  willing  to  lose  itsde-  ment  in  New  York,  said  to  a  group  of  clergy- 
nominational  or  orthodo.\  Iffe,  that  it  might  save  men : 

its  spiritual  life.     Sometimes  the  churches  have  **I   call  you   to  witness,   friends!  Has  the 

voted  ** sympathy ''  with  these  movements,  and  Christian  Church,  has  the  Hebrew  Church,  has 

sometimes  individuals  from  the  churches  have  any  church,  in  these  days  of  vice,  in  these  days 

been  potent  in  forwarding  good  causes  outside  of  crime  that  have  cursed  the  city,  and  from 

of  the  church,  but  they  have  had  to  do  the  which  we  hope  we  have  been  delivered,  in  these 

work  either  independently  of  the  church  in-  daysof  shame  and  degradation — hasany  church 

fiuence  or  in  opposition  to  it.     Tenement-house  raised  its  voice  of  protest  ?  Has  any  adequate 

reform  in  New  York  has  found  its  bitterest  rallying  cry  gone  out  from  the  churches  ?  When 

enemy  in  Trinity  Church.     A  half  century  ago  the  time  came  to  fight  the  organized  corruption 

slavery  was  defended  by  some  of  the  most  that  had  seized  the  governmental  powers  and 

powerful  religious  bodies  in  America.     In  1836  stolen  young  men  and  women  right  fiom  the 

the  Moderator  of  the  General  Assembly  of  the  very  doors  of  the  church;  when  the  time  came 

Presbyterian  Church  said:  for  a  fight  we  had  to  turn  to  jx)liticians  to 

"I  draw  my  warrant  from  the  Scriptures  of  organize  and  lead  the  fight.     The  church  was 

the  Old  and  New  Testament  to  hold  my  slaves  practically  dumb. " 
in  bondage.     The  principle  of  holding  slaves 

in  bondage  is  recognized  by  God.     When  the  Anawer  of  the  Churchea  to  Critieisnu 
tardy  process  of  law  is  too  long  in  redressing 

our  grievances,  we  at  the  South  have  adopted  To  these  criticisms  church  leaders  reply  that 

the  summar}'  process  of  Judge  Lynch. "  it  is  not  the  business  of  the  churches  to  go  into 

In  1843,  after  a  heated  discussion,  the  Gen-  specific  reforms,  but  to  inspire  men,  to  de- 

eral  Assembly  resolved:  liver  the   true  message   of  religion,  to   save 

"That  the  Assembly  do  not  think  it  for  the  souls, 

edification  of  the  church  for  this  body  to  take  But  what  happens  if  men  will  not  come  to  be 

any  action  on  the  subject  (of  slavery). "  inspired  ?    The  *  churches  find  it  notoriously 

difficult  to  get  audiences,  even  with  all  manner 

Are  the  Churchea  "Apologista  for  Every  of  attractions,  brilliant  preaching,  fine  music, 

Powerful  Wrong  "?  costly  and  beautiful  architecture.     Not  even  at 

revivals — in    New    York,    at    least — can    the 

And  to-day  the  most  powerful  defenders  of  churches  find  an  opportunity  to  deliver  their 

the  predatory  rich  have  been  men  like  the  Rev.  message  to  waiting  and  enthusiastic  crowds. 

Dr.    McArthur    and    Chancellor    Day — both  Souls  will  not  come  to  be  saved, 

churchmen.     The   churches   to-day   are   just  In  short,  the  new  faith  of  the  unchurched  is 

what  they  were  when  Wendell  Phillips  called  a  faith  in  people,  in  the  coming  of  the  kingdom 

them  the  "great  apologists  for  every  powerful  of  heaven  on  earth.     Mankind  will  always  long 

wrong."  to  be  assured  about  the  future  life,  about  the 

When  the  problem  of  municipal  corruption  nature  of  the  Divine  Being;  the  mystical  ele- 

arose  for  solution,  the  churches,  almost  with-  ment  in  men  is  unquenchable;  but  while  the 

out  exception,  raised  no  voice,  had  no  faith,  critics  are  at  war  over  the  formulation  of  be- 

Study  the  reform  movements  in  the  cities  of  lief,  the  practical  man  is  seeking  to  express  in 

America,  and  it  will  be  found  that  the  regenera-  tangible    works    that    "  love   of    his    brother 

tive  activities  have  usually  been  led  by  men  whom  he  hath  seen"  without  which,  as  the 

outside  of  the  churches — men  inspired  with  Book  says,  "how  can  he  love  God  whom  he 

a  faith  in  a  God  who  wanted  honest  govern-  hath  not  seen?" 


Brother  Milam 

By    MRS.    L.    H.    HARRIS 

Author  of  "The  tiad-LiHiesoiiie  Man  in  BrasstouTi  Valley" 
With  Illustrations  by  Gayle  Porter  Hoskins 


PAPPV   CORN    and    the   stranger   were  on  hisfacc, hear  him  read  theopenin'hymnwilh 

returning  from  prayer- meeting   at  Old  the  swingin' measure  of  a  soul  fixin' to  take  her 

Zion  Church.    Pappy  held  his  hat  in  one  flight  to  realms  above,  and  then  listen  to  him 

hand  and  gesiitulated  with  a  lighted  pipe  in  pray  with  the  air  of  a  man  settin'  on  the  very 

the  other.    He  wore  a  long,  beetle -liacked  coat,  door-step  of  heaven,  I  wonder  what  effect  it 

and  cast  a  shadow  upon  the  moonlit  road  like  would  have  on  the  congregation  if  they  knowed 

that  of  a  huge  cricket  walking  on  its  hind  legs.  Milam  vva'n't  no  sainl  after  all,  that  he  reads  the 

They  were  discussing  the  evening  sen'ice,  hymn  that  way  on  purpose  to  git 'em  in  a  spirit- 

and  more  particularly  the  pai^tor,  as  people  ual  mood,  and  that  he  even  thinks  beforehand 

always  did  in  Brasstown  \'alley  when  they  had  what  he'll  say  in  his  prayer.     Lord,  sir,  it  would 

been  to  "meetin'."  spile  his  ministrj!  Folksain't  ready  to  .see  God 

"To  be  a  preacher,  mister,"  Pappy  contin-  face  to  face,  1  don't  keer  what  they  say.    And 

ued,  "  a  man  must  be  wimething  of  a  saint  and  they  want  the  preacher  to  help  'em  keep  a  sort 

a  right  smart  bit  of  a  Pharisee.     He  has  to  be  of  romantic  illusion  between  them  and  Him. 

good  beca'iw  the  Lord  has  called  him,  and  he  is  Milam  works  as  hard  as  a  lawyer  on  his  ser- 

obleeged  to  be  a  Pharisee  Iseca'se  he  must  look  mons,   but   they    think  his    gospel   comes    to 

and    act   and   speak    the  way   folks   think   a  him  by  inspiration  on  the  spot.     .And  nary  a 

preacher  oughter  look,  act,  and  speak.     Some-  sinner  would  be  converted  in  a  revival  if  they 

limes  when  I  see  Brother  Milam  come  into  the  knowed  he  jest  set  down  on  purpose  to  study 

meelin'-housc  with  thai  high.  Saint  John  look  out  how  lo  move  'cm  to  rejwntance.     They 
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want  to  think  he  is  a  sort  of  tlamin'  sword  up  back  to  her.  Then  he'd  turn  his  tail  around  to 
thar  in  the  pulpit,  nor  they  don't  know  how  to  the  audience  and  do  it  ag'in. 
git  religion  unless  he  skeers  'em  pretty  nigh  to  "Well,  sir,  you  never  see  sech  a  time.  As  1 
death  and  leaves  'em  ha'r-hung  and  breeze-  listened  I  didn't  know  whether  I  was  drunk  or 
shaken,  <o  to  speak,  over  the  lake  of  fire  and  gittin'  sanctified.  I  be  gol  dem  if  I  didn't  feel 
brimstone.  And  if  the  saints  knowed  that  my  wings  as  plain  as  if  they'd  been  my  legs! 
Milam  don't  feel  as  good  as  that  snow  w^hite  Folks  stopped  singing  jest  to  hear  her.  And 
hair  makes  him  look,  that  he  is  jest  as  can-  when  she  sorter  come  to  herself  and  took  notice 
tankerous  at  home  as  any  out-breakin*  sinner,  that  she  was  the  only  one  carryin'  the  tune,  she 
and  that  he'd  ruther  go  a-fishin'  than  make  pas-  stopped  and  blushed  like  she  was  ashamed  of 
toral  calls  on  complainin'  church  members,  I  herself.  Then  Milam  riz  up,  his  long  black 
reckon  the  last  one  of  'em  would  backslide  and  coat  droopin'  about  his  legs  like  an  old  he- 
call  him  a  hypocrite.  But  he  ain't.  He  is  jest  angel  in  moumin',  and  he  stretched  out  his 
what  nature  made  him  in  spite  of  divine  grace,  hand  toward  her,  and  he  sez: 
subject  like — as  other  ^men — to  what  comes  "*  Brethren  and  sisters,  I  don't  know  whar 
and  goes.  Only,  being  a  preacher,  he  dassent  our  young  friend  comes  from',  nor  who  she  is, 
show  it  for  fear  he'll  shake  somebody's  ro-  but  she  has  brung  us  a  message  from  the  Lord, 
mantic  faith  in  the  ministry.  Let  us  kneel  and  give  thanks. ' 

"And  this  brings  me  to  tell  you  more  about  "After  that  the  gal  come  every  night  and 

Milam.     We  air  as  good  friends  as  a  preacher  stood  up  by  the  organ  to  sing,  and  as  she  sung 

and  a  natural  man  can  he.     We  have  a  right  look  like  the  darkness  of  this  present  world 

smart  toleration  for  one  another.     I  don't  nag  cleared  away  and  them  that  was  astray  knowed 

him  about  his  little  apron-string  doctrines,  and  ag'in  whar  the  fold  was,  and  they  all  come  home, 

if  I  let  out  a  dem  or  two  when  I  am  talking  to  Even  the  young  hill  billies  sneaked  up  to  the 

him,  he  never  flings  it  up  to  me — only  looks  a  mourners'    bench    and    set    thar    wonderin' 

little  pained,  as  if  I'd  accidentally  jerked  his  whether  they  was  tomcats  or  redeemed  spirits, 

spirit  by  the  tail  feathers.     But  the  trouble  and  whether  they  had  mistook  a  guardian  angel 

with  Milam  is,  he  is  jest  good,  without  any  for  jest  a  frisky  young  Eve.     They  all  j'ined  the 

cunnin'.     The    Lord    knowed   what    he   was  church,  too,  and  with  their  eyes  still  fixed  in 

talkin'  about  when  he  'lowed  for  us  to  be  wise  amazement  on  the  gal. 

as  serpents,  for  it  takes  more  chicaner}'  to  be  a  '*But  Milam  wa'n't  satisfied.  Thar  was  a 
good  man  than  a  bad  one.  You  have  to  learn  terrible  sad  look  on  the  gal's  face  sometimes 
the  one,  aid  t'other  comes  natural.  The  only  when  she  was  singin',  as  if  she  was  breakin'  her 
place  whar  Milam  shows  wit  is  in  the  pulpit,  very  heart  to  heaven  in  the  song.  Soon  the  last 
whar  no  human  complications  can  reach  him.  night  of  the  meetin',  when  the  congregation  was 
The  minute  he  takes  his  text,  looks  like  he  has  leavin',  Milam  stopped  her  as  she  was  pas.sin' 
the  advantage  of  the  whole  situation.  He  kin  him  on  the  pulpit  stairs,  and  he  sez: 
even  reach  out  from  thar  and  tech  a  human  "'Honey,  kin  you  read  your  own  titles 
soul  in  the  right  place.  Once,  I  recollect,  a  clear?'  The  pore  young  thing  turned  white  and 
frisky  gal  from  somewhar  out  in  the  world  lit,  jest  withered  as  she  stood  thar  before  him. 
like  a  bird  of  paradise,  here  in  the  Valley,  jest  She  didn't  answer  for  a  little,  then  she  sez:  *  Oh, 
as  the  revival  meetin'  started  at  Old  Zion.  She  sir,  that  ain't  for  me.  I  ought  to  'a'  told  you 
herded  right  in  with  the  young  hill  billies  in  the  before,  but  I  jest  couldn't — I  ain't  fittin'  for 
back  of  the  church,  and  Eve  in  the  gyarden  of  what  I  been  doin'  here.  I  sing  on  the  stage — 
Eden  couldn't  have  done  more  harm  than  that  but  not  hymns.'  She  added  that  last  in  a 
gal,  till  one  night  she  forgot  and  begun  to  sing  shamed  whisper.  Then  she  busted  out  cryin'. 
'long  with  the  rest  of  us.  Mister,  I  wish  you  *'  I  had  been  scramblin'  around  lookin'  for 
could  'a'  been  thar  I  The  human  voice  never  mv  hat  in  the  amen  corner,  and  heerd  what  she 
fluted  sweeter  music.  A  mockin'-bird  outside  in  said,  and  I  was  skeert  mighty  nigh  to  d^  ath,  for 
the  dark  heerd  it,  and  I  be  blamed  if  he  didn't  you  can't  tell  what  kind  of  fool  streak  a  right- 
git  religion !  I  been  hearin'  birds  sing  ever  since  eous  man  will  take  under  them  circumstances, 
I  was  bom,  but  I  never  knowed  one  to  shout  till  and  I  didn't  know  but  what  Milam  would  light 
that  night.  He  jest  flew  down  on  the  window-  into  her  for  blasphemin'  the  house  of  the  Lord 
sill,  and  every  time  she'd  lay  back  her  head  and  with  her  singin'.  But  he  didn't;  jest  laid  his 
call,  hand  on  her  head  and  sez: 

"*  Don't  cry,  honey,  I  reckon  you  were  pre- 

'  Oh  I  Beulah  land,  sweet  Beulah  land '  destined  to  sing  somewhar,  only  don't   sing 

nothin'  bad  anymore. ' 

he'd  drap  his  wings,  tum  up  his  bill,  and  sing  ***I  won't!    I'll  never  sing  another  wicked 


J^ 
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song, '  she  answered,  looking  up  quick  at  him  Baker  farm.     As  he  come  back  by  my  house 

wnth  sech  peace  in  her  face  as  if  he  had  said,  he  'lowed  to  me  that  the  man  was  goin'  fast,  and 

*  Go,  and  sin  no  more. '  that  he  aimed  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  day 

"Well,  sir,  that  was  one  time  when  I  felt  be-  flingin'  his  thoughts  together  for  the  funeral. 

neath  Milam.     As  we  come  on  home  together,  ''Toward  sundown  I  seen  him  comin*-«back 

I  was  afeerd  to  talk  to  him.     But  he  wa'n't  a  with  a  roll  of  wrilin'-paper  in  his  hand.   He  set 

man  to  feel  his  oats.     I  don't  reckon  iie'd  give  down  by  me  on  the  Ijench  outside  my  door,  and 

himself  airs  if  the  Lord  had  set  a  halo  around  he  sez  very  solemn : 

his  head.     And -the  curious  thing  to  me  was  "* Brother  Corn,   I'm  feelin'  the  responsi- 

what  he  said  wa'n't  no  better 'n  usual,  jest  as  bility  of  my  position  upon  this  occasion.     It'll 

commonplace.     'Lowed    he    was    afeered    it  Ije  my  privilege  to  show  the  life  of  Brother 

would  rain  before  mornin',  and  he  hadn't  done  Baker  in  all  of  its  sanctity,  and  my  duty  to  draw 

settin'  out  his  pertater  slips.     Lord,  sir!   that  lessons  from  it  which  will  encourage  others  to 

man  was  a  plum  fool  about  his  own  dramatic  live  like  him,  and  I  want  to  read  you  what  I 

effects;  couldn't  hold  his  note  long  enough."  have  written,  and  ask  you  if  you  think  I  have 

They  climbed  the  hill  from  Brasstown  Creek  made  the  best  of  my  opportunity. ' 

in  edlence,  for  Pappy  was  "  short-winded. "  But  "  'Twa'n't  no  use  to  tell  him  that  thar  wa'n't  a 

at  the  top  he  paused,  mopped  his  brow,  twisted  man  in  the  Valley  with  an  ounce  of  blood  in  him 

his  old  face  into  a  hard,  hickory-nut  smile,  and  which  could  l)e  induced  to  be  the  kind  of  saint 

resumed  the  subject.  Baker  was,  so  I  jest  crossed  my  legs,  and  give 

**As  I  was  telling  you,  Milam  could  usually  him  my  attention.     Well,  sir,  I  wish  you  could 

hold  his  own  in  the  pulpit,  though  he  didn't  have  heard  that  elegy!   If  old  Baker  had  been 

have  a  grain  of  sense  outside  of  it.     But  even  St.  Paul  he  couldn't  have  done  a  better  part  by 

thar,  I  seen  him  cornered  once,  and  I  reckon  it  him.     When  he  finished  I  grabbed  him  by  the 

was  about  the  only  time  in  his  life  he  ever  tried  hand  to  show  my  enthusiasm,  and  I  sez: 

to  be  smart.     That  was  when  he  palmed  off  a  **  *  It's  grand,  Milam!  If  I  was  you  I'd  take  it 

funeral    sermon    on    his   congregation    for    a  over  and  read  it  to  Baker.     It  would  do  him 

prayer- meet  in'  talk.  good  to  know  what  his  pastor  thinks  of  him,  and 

**It  come  about  this  way.  Old  John  Baker  I  hear  he  is  a  little  Ijetter  this  evenin'. 
was  the  best  man  in  the  Valley.  He  took  "  I  give  you  my  word,  mister,  I  didn't  mean 
his  Scriptures  in  earnest  and  lived  up  to  no  harm,  but  Milam  riz,  as  nigh  mad  as  a  good 
'em  accordin'  to  his  little  pigeon-toed  fashion,  man  can  git  who  ain't  blessed  with  a  sense  of 
He  was  one  of  them  fellows  that's  always  honin'  humor.  He  never  said  a  word,  jest  turned  his 
to  set  and  sing  his  soul  away  to  everlastin'  bliss,  back  on  me  and  started  for  the  gate.  But  with 
Wa'n't  satisfied  with  bein'  in  the  body.  I  ain't  the  breeze  swingin'  his  long  coat-tails  back,  he 
got  nothin'  ag'in'  him,  but  I  jest  naturally  can't  reminded  me  of  a  wasp  when  it  stings  its  way 
b'ar  that  kind  of  a  person.  To  me  it  seems  across  the  floor,  zizzin'  its  wings  with  fury, 
sorter  mean  for  a  mortal  man  to  go  teeterin'  **The  next  day  I  met  him  out  here  in  the 
around  doin'  good  deeds  jest  to  git  another  road,  and  I  couldn't  resist  the  temptation  to  tell 
jewel  for  his  crown  in  heaven.  A  fellow  kin  be  him  that  Baker  had  had  a  good  night,  and  the 
a  miser,  mister,  and  still  lay  up  all  his  treasure  doctors  hoped  for  the  best.  On  Sunday  fol- 
in  heaven.  And  I'm  ag'in'  misers,  here  and  lowin'  I  heerd  one  of  the  Baker  gals  tell  him 
hereafter.  But  Milam  thought  a  sight  of  that  her  pa  was  mendin*.  'Twa'n't  no  use  to 
Baker,  and  when  the  old  man  took  sick  and  was  rub  it  in,  so  I  dropp)ed  the  subject,  I  noticed 
expected  to  die,  I  knowed  he  was  searchin'  that  Milam  attended  Baker  through  his  long 
around  in  a  decent  way  for  material  for  the  fu-  convalescence  with  a  sort  of  shamefaced  faith- 
neral  sermon.  'Tain't  often  a  preacher  gits  the  fulness,  and  at  last  I  reckon  the  whole  thing 
chance  to  turn  clean  loose  and  let  the  glory  and  would  have  passed  out  of  my  mind  if  Milam 
ointment  of  the  spirit  fly  in  a  funeral  sermon,  hadn't  clinched  it  with  one  of  the  funniest  pre- 
Apt  as  not  the  person  dead  ain't  fitten  to  be  the  dicaments  I  ever  see  a  preacher  git  in. 
hero  of  nothin',  much  less  a  sacred  discourse,  *  "It  was prayer-meetin' night  at  OldZion,  and 
and  the  preacher  is  between  the  upper  and  I  know  from  what  happened  that  he  wa'n't  ex- 
nether  millstone  for  fear  he'll  offend  heaven  pectin'  me  to  be  thar,  havin'  heerd  me  say  I  was 
or  the  survivin'  relatives.  So  I  didn't  blame  to  be  at  the  Ridge  that  day — much  less  was  he 
Milam  for  wantin'  to  make  the  best  of  this  expectin'  Baker,  who  hadn't  been  out  since  his 
occasion.  long  spell.     Nor  he  didn't  see  us  settin'  back  in 

"Finally,  word  come  to  me  that  old  John  the  dark  amen  corner  when  become  down  the 

couldn't  la.st  through  the  day.     I  stepped  in  to  aisle,  shakin'  hands  before  ser\'ices.     Then  he 

let  Milam  know,  and  he  went  right  over  to  the  went  up  in  the  pulpit  and  took  one  of  them  gen- 


,   I  didn't  mean  no  harm,  but  Milam  rii,  as 

■It  who  ain'i  blessed  «ith  a  sense  of  humor." 


Brother  Milam — By  Mrs.  L  H.  Harris 


eral  kind  of  texts  that  a  man  can  preach  any 
sort  of  a.  sermon  from,  jest  so  it's  the  gospel. 
And  he  hadn't  been  talkin'  more'n  five  minutes 
before  I  realized  that  he  was  preachin'  Baker's 
funeral  sermon,  with  John  left  out.  All  his 
remarks  p'inted  straight  towards  the  pearly 
gates.  Once  he  got  oS  on  a  high  strain,  which 
I  remembered  in  the  sermon  landed  him  right 
up  ag'in  Abraham's  bosom  with  old  John's 
spirit,  and  the  sweat  popped  out  on  me,  I  was 
so  afeerd  he'd  forgit  and  say  somelhin'  about 
'our  dear  departed  brother.'  The  congrega- 
tion looked  both  skeered  and  puzzled.  They 
felt  the  presence  of  death,  but  naturally  they 
couldn't  locate  it.  Meanwhile  Milam  was 
r'ared  back  on  his  dew  claws,  ^vin'  it  to  'em  as 
if  the  time  had  come  for  the  Lord  to  make 
up  his  jewels  in  this  Valley.  1  could  see 
old  John  doddcrin' 
back  thar  in  the 
shadows,  waggin'  his 
head  and  teeterin' 
'amens.'  At  last 
the  preacher  fetched 
a.  surge  in  his  dis- 
course which  landed 
him  on  the  fur  side  of 
the  grave,  and  old 
John  was  so  moved 
by  it  that  he  sorter 
slapped  his  hands  and 
hollered,  'Glory! 
Hallelujah!' 

"Well,  sir,  when 
Milam  heerd  that 
voice  and  turned  his 
headand  seen  Baker's 
thin,  old  face  shinin' 
at  him  in  accusin' 
ecstasy,  he  wouldn't 
have  looked  more 
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guilty  if  the  angels  had  ketched  him  stealin'  sal- 
vation. Hestopped,tookadrinkof  water,  and 
brung  the  service  to  a  close  with  a  bang.  Folks 
gathered  around  him  afterwards,  and  Missis 
Mayberry  kept  shakin'  his  hand  and  cryin'. 
'Lowed  she  hadn't  been  so  moved  since  the 
time  she  went  to  Polly  Street's  funeral.  'Lowed 
she  didn't  know  what  was  the  matter  with  her. 
By  that  time  old  John  had  tottered  up,  still 
lookin'  at  Milam  with  that  death  shine  in  his 
old  eyes,  and  he  said  he  didn't  know  what 
waa  the  matter  with  him  either;  said  that  ser- 
mon made  him  feel  so  nigh  and  creepy  close 
to  eternity  that  he  was  afeerd  to  go  home  by 
himself,  and  would  Brother  Milam  mind  goin' 
a  piece  of  the  way  with  him  ? 

'"You  better  go,'  scz  I,  whispcrin'  to  him 
behind  my  hand.  '  'Tain't  often  a  preacher 
has  the  chance  to  ac- 
company the  body 
back  home  after  the 
funeral ! ' 

"Goddleilighty!' 
:*z  he,  under  his 
breath,  when  he  seen 
that  he  was  hemmed 
in.  so  to  speak,  be- 
lwi.\t  me  and  Baker. 
"Ves,  sir,"  con- 
tinued Pappy  after  a 
pause,  as  he   leaned 


his  gai 


■'I 


certainly  heerd  him 
use  them  terms,  which 
shows  that  a  good 
man  will  fall  back  on 
the  sacred  vocabulary 
jest  as  naturally  as 
any  swearin'  sinner, 
if  yuu  take  him 
enough  by  surprise. " 


The   Man   of   Might 


By  CALE  YOUNG    RICE 


No  moment  drooped  between  his  thought  and  acti 
No  morrow  died  between  hit  dream  and  deed. 

Within  his  <aul  there  waa  no  fatal  (action 
That  could  betray  him  in  his  hour  of  need. 


a  her  knees  by  ihe  bed  ii 


The  Unintroduced  Neighbor 

By    FIELDING     BALL 

With  llluslratiotis  by  Waller  Jack  Duncan 

Any  one  watching  keenly  the  atrallhy  convergence  [>f  human  lot^  sea  a  slow  prepara- 
tion of  effects  (torn  one  life  on  another  which  tells  like  a  calculated  irony  on  the  indifiet- 
ence  or  ihe  frozen  sure  with  which  we  look  al  our  unintroduced  neighbot.  Deitiny 
stands  by  sarcastic  with  our  dramalii  perionar  folded  in  her  hand. — George    F.l.iot. 

IT    was   nine  o'clock   on    the  morning  of  look  of  sullentiess  and  dissatisfaction;  it  was 

a  beautiful  winter  day.     Out  in  front  alight  with  sympathetic  triumph.     In  her  bed- 

of    the    house    Crittenden    Lee    stood  room  lay  Critlenden's  wife^with  death  in  her 

talking  to  a   neighbor,  his  handsome  young  heart. 

face  gloiving  with  color,  his  blue  eyes  looking  Fourteen   dajs   before   she   could   get    up! 

about  contentedly  at  the  sparkling  trees  and  Fourteen  days!     "How  can  I  stand  it?     How 

bushes;  it  was  good  to  be  out  here  in  the  sun-  can  I  stand  it?"  she  whispered;  and  the  tears 

shine,  breathing  the  sweet  air;  he  listened  with  rolled    down    her    pale    cheeks.     She    wiped 

indulgence  to  Colonel  Dent's  somewhat  scur-  them  away  with  the  corner  of  the  sheet.     She 

rilous    stories.     In    the    sitting-room    Anne,  had  asked  .\nne  to  bring  her  a  handkerchief  a 

Crittenden's  sister,  bent  over  an  old  maga-  while  ago;  but  Anne  had  paid  no  attention  to 

zine.    She  had  foi^otten  everything  but  the  the  request.     The  nurse  who  had  been  with 

siorj-  that  she  was  reading;  for  the  time  being  Mildred  when  her  baby  was  bom  had  been 

her  dark  countenance  had  lost  its  habitual  obliged  to  leave  three  days  later;  no  other 
4S6 
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nurse  could  be  got  in  the  little  village;  so  Crit-  Mrs.  Errol's  flaming  veil,  and  peered  out  of 
tenden's  sister  had  been  brought  from  the  the  window  curiously.  Colonel  Dent  stopped 
farm  to  stay  with  Mildred  until  she  got  in  the  middle  of  a  story,  and  stood  with  his 
strong.  She  had  come  unwillingly,  not  dar-  eyes  fixed  on  Mrs.  Errol,  a  smile  of  mockery 
ing  to  refuse;  she  hated  Mildred,  as  did  all  on  his  face;  and  Crittenden,  too,  turned  a 
of  Crittenden's  people.  They  had  not  wanted  grave,  impersonal  look  upon  her  as  she  ad- 
Crittenden  to  marry;  they  had  needed  every  vanced  slowly  toward  them. 
cent  that  he  earned  to  supplement  the  scanty  She  was  a  bizarre  figure  on  the  sober  village 
living  got  from  their  poor  little  farm.  Anne  street.  The  hat  that  she  wore  was  huge  in 
was  careful  not  to  show  her  true  feelings  when  size,  and  had  on  it  a  most  astonishing  display 
Crittenden  was  in  the  house;  but  Crittenden  of  feathers — not  five  or  six,  but  fully  a  dozen 
was  in  the  house  comparatively  little  of  the  long  ostrich  plumes,  spreading  in  all  direc- 
time.  When  he  was  not  there  Anne  did  not  tions.  About  this  hat  was  twisted  a  volumi- 
lift  a  finger  for  Mildred  except  in  response  to  nous  scarlet  veil;  beneath  Mrs.  ErroPs  skirt, 
a  definite  request.  Then  she  was  often  rough  held  carefully  out  of  the  snow,  was  f isible  the 
and  impatient,  setting  down  with  a  bang  the  ruffle  of  a  silk  underskirt,  of  the  same  blazing 
hot  water  which  Mildred  wanted,  jerking  the  red,  and  feet  encased  in  extravagantly  high- 
bedclothes  into  place  with  angry  violence;  at  heeled,  pointed  shoes.  Her  hips  and  waist, 
other  times  she  came  promptly  to  do  what  plainly  defined  by  her  close-fitting  brown 
Mildred  asked,  but  with  a  sneer  on  her  face,  dress,  had  the  lines  and  curves  of  a  corsct- 
a  drawling  sarcastic  comment;  still  again  she  maker's  advertisement;  something  about  her 
gave  no  sign  that  she  had  heard  Mildred's  stiff  walk  suggested  at  what  effort  the  resem- 
call,  but  sat  and  rocked  and  hummed  in  ap-  blance  had  been  acquired.  Her  dark  hair 
parent  obliviousness.  And  so  it  happened  was  fastened  in  a  girlish  knot  low  on  her  neck, 
that  Mildred  only  asked  for  the  things  that  and  frizzed  out  on  all  sides  of  her  face  in  an 
were  imperatively  necessary,  and  for  them  enormous  pompadour.  She  had  about  her  an 
only  after  a  resolute  stiffening  of  herself  for  air  of  overweening  pride;  she  bowed  gra- 
the  ordeal.  ciously,  but  with  marked  condescension,  to  an 
She  looked  around  the  room  now  with  des-  old  woman  plodding  along  in  the  opposite 
perate  eyes.  In  one  corner  was  a  bunch  of  direction.  The  old  woman  returned  the 
withered  roses;  their  sickening  smell  came  to  greeting  with  expressionless  face;  but  there 
her  as  she  lay  there.  Her  dressing-table,  was  scorn  and  mockery  in  her  heart.  She 
which  she  kept  so  exquisitely  neat,  was  all  in  knew  that  Mrs.  Errol's  silk  underskirt,  whose 
disorder:  there  was  a  great  brown  stain  on  its  ruffle  still  made  such  a  brave  showing,  was  in 
rufHed  white  spread;  it  was  cluttered  up  with  rags  above  thq  ruffle — that  it  had  to  be  mended 
glasses,  orange  peel,  soiled  towels.  Anne  had  after  each  time  that  it  was  worn;  she  knew 
fastened  a  comforter  at  one  of  the  windows  that  under  that  showy  gown  Mrs.  Errol  was 
yesterday  to  keep  out  the  cold;  it  was  half  still  wearing  her  thin  summer  muslins — be- 
down  now;  it  had  an  indescribably  shiftless  cause  she  had  no  money  to  buy  anything 
look  as  it  hung  there.  Mildred's  eyes  re-  warmer;  she  knew  that  the  color  in  Mrs.  Er- 
turned  to  it  again  and  again.  Once  or  twice  rol's  cheeks,  and  the  hair  on  her  head,  were 
her  hands  went  restlessly  to  her  hair.  It  was  both  false;  and  that  when  that  massive  pompa- 
beautiful  hair;  but  it  was  now  in  a  neglected  dour  had  got  a  little  askew  one  morning, 
tangle.  Finally,  with  a  deep  sigh,  she  turned  Mattie,  the  maid,  had  seen  a  bit  of  close- 
to  look  at  the  fuzzy  little  head  on  the  pillow  shaven  hair,  quite  gray.  She  knew  that  Mrs. 
by  hers;  she  kissed  her  baby's  tiny  hand  with  Errol  was  no  better  than  a  beggar;  that  all 
a  sudden  tenderness.  For  her  sake  she  must  that  kept  her  in  this  little  town  was  the  fact 
be  strong.  For  her  sake  she  must  be  patient,  that  she  had  not  yet  succeeded  in  screwing 
She  turned  resolutely  away  from  the  disorderly  out  of  her  brother  the  money  to  take  her  back 
room,  and  bent  her  gaze  on  the  tiny  triangle  of  to  Paris;  and  that  she  had  terrible  fits  of  rage 
window  not  frosted  over.    Through  it  she  and  gloom  over  it. 

could  see  a  bit  of  the  village  street — in  the  dis-  All  this  Judge  Bennett's  servants  had  found 

tance  Judge  Bennett's  big  house,  with  the  out;  they  hated  Mrs.  Errol,  and  her  despotic 

shrubbery  about  it  whitened  with  frost-flow-  rule;  and  they  had  spied,  and  listened,  and 

ers.    As  she  looked,  Mrs.  Errol,  Judge  Ben-  compared  notes — and  had  told  freely  what 

nett's  half-sister,  came  out  of  the  front  door,  they  had  discovered;  and  their  stories  had 

Mildred  watched  her  slow  progress  down  the  gone  from  house  to  house  of  the  little  town, 

street  with   vague  interest.     Anne,   glancing  till  the  drug  clerk  who  sold  Mrs.  Errol  her 

idly  up  from  her  magazine,  caught  sight  of  face  cream,  the  butcher  who  cut  off  her  steak, 
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the  very  child  to  whom  she  gave  a  penny  on  very  start — ^she  held  off  when  all  the  rest  of 

the  street,  knew  every  detail  of  her  poverty,  the  women  in  town  were  running  after  Mrs. 

all  the  flimsiness  of  her  pretensions,  knew  Errol.     They  don't  like  to  be  reminded  of  it 

even  that  she  had  no  right  to  the  name  that  these  days,  but  they  did  run  after  her,  every 

she  went  by — ^that  it  was  one  that  she  had^as-  one  of  them;  when  she  first  came,  it  was  *Mrs. 

sumed  when  she  decided  to  study  to  be  an  Errol,    Mrs.    Errol,*    everywhere   you    went. 

opera-singer,  thinking  Rosamund  Errol  more  But  Mildred  never  cottoned  to  her,  somehow, 

romantic  than  Abbietta  Beers.    All  this  Colo-  .    .    .    The  woman  has  made  up  her  mind 

nel  Dent  knew,  and  watched  her  with  a  sug-  to  get  on  the  right  side  of  you — ^that's  plain  to 

gestion  of  his  knowledge  on  his  sly,  sneering  be  seen.     She  undoubtedly  thinks  that  she 

face.     Crittenden  knew  it;  and  Anne,  gazing  can   work  you   for  something.     Td   like   to 

out  with  scornful  attentiveness;  and  Mildred,  know  just  what  was  in  the  back  of  her  head." 

looking  with  weary  eyes  through  her  peep-  Anne,  gazing  from  the  sitting-room  window, 

hole  into  the  outer  world.  was  expressing  a  similar  opinion.     "  I  wonder 

"Still  Ijere!"  Colonel  Dent  said,  in  an  un-  what  she  thinks  she  can  get  out  of  Crittenden 
dertone,  2s  Mrs.  Errol  approached.  "She  — somethip^,  evidently!"  she  said  aloud,  look- 
overshot  the  mark  with  Bennett;  she's  made  ing  after  Mrs.  Errol  with  a  little  yawn  and 
him  so  confoundedly  comfortable — has  run  stretch.  "How  she  walks!" 
his  house  so  well-r-that  he'd  like  now  to  have  She  stood  there  for  a  minute,  then  turned 
her  settle  down  and  st^  here — which  doesn't  and  began  to  clear  off  the  table  in  a  languid, 
suit  the  lady  at  ail!  He'd  be  perfectly  willing  slipshod  way.  Mildred,  hearing  the  clatter  of 
to  give  her*  money  for  lip-salves  and  corset-  the  dishes,  and  knowing  that  Anne  must  have 
strings — ^but  with  her  it's  five  thousand  dollars  put  down  her  story,  took  courage  to  ask  her  if 
or  nothing!"  she  did  not  think  that  it  was  time  to  give  the 

Mrs.  Errol  included  Colonel  Dent  and  Crit-  baby  something  to  eat.     Anne  said  yes,  and 

tenden  in  one  gracious  bow.     Colonel  Dent  that  she  would  also  bathe  and  dress  it  while 

raised   his  hat   with   mocking  extravagance;  she  was  at  it;  and  forthwith  lifted  it  in  her 

Crittenden's  smooth  young  face  took  on  a  arms,  with  various  little  clucking  noises,  and 

sudden  reserve.     She  stopped  and  spoke  to  carried  it  to  the  warm  kitchen.     When  she 

him,  apparently  not  noticing  it.  brought  it  back  three-quarters  of  an  hour  later 

"  How  is  Mrs.  Lee  ?"  she  asked,  somewhat  and  laid  it  on  the  bed,  not  ungently,  Mildred 
effusively.  "I'm  dying  to  see  that  baby!  moved  to  kiss  its  pink  cheek.  Then  she  ex- 
Mrs.  Lee  herself  is  just  like  a  doll,  with  her  claimed  sharply: 

fluffy  hair,  and  lovely  big  brown  eyes — I  can  "Anne!    You've    been    giving    the    baby 

imagine  how  sweet  she  looks  with  a  doll  of  a  soothing-syrup  again!" 

baby  in  her  arms!"     She  looked  at  Crittenden  Anne  fixed  an  insolent  gaze  on  her. 

expectantly.  "  Just  a  drop,"  she. said  carelessly. 

"Mrs.  Lee  is  not  receiving  callers  as  yet,"  "But  I  told  you  that  I  did  not  want  you  to 

Crittenden  said,  very  politely,  very  firmly.  give    her    any    more!"    Mildred's    delicate 

"Oh,  no!    But  I'm  a  neighbor,  you  see —  blonde  face  looked  very  set  and  grim.  "Didn't 

she'll  make  an  exception  of  me,  surely!"    Her  you  remember?" 

smile  was  ingratiating.  "Yes,     I    remembered,"    Anne    drawled. 

"I  fear  that  we  can  make  no  exceptions."  "You  have  such  queer  notions  about  things. 

Crittenden's  tone  w^as  pleasant;  but  there  was  Soothing-syrup  never  hurt  a  baby  yet,  if  you 

absolute  finality  about  his  manner.  didn't  give  it  too  much.     Mother  brought  all 

"Not  even  if  I  come  with  a  present  in  my  of  us  up  on  it,  Crittenden  included;  and  I 

hands — a  nice  little  pudding  that  I've  made  can't  see  that  we're  not  every  bit  as  well  off 

all  myself?"    She  was  persistent.  as  people  who  were  brought  up  without  it." 

Crittenden  met  her  appealing  glance  grave-  "  I  don't  want  you  to  give  the  baby  one 

ly,  immovably;  and  she  went  on,  with  a  hint  drop  more,"  Mildred  said,  imperiously.  "That 

of  real  color  coming  up  under  the  false.  is  final!" 

"Lord!     What  nerve  the  woman  has!    And  "So  long  as  I'm  taking  care  of  your  baby, 

what  a  tough  hide!"  Colonel  Dent  commented,  I'll  give  it  what  I  please,"  Anne  replied,  in  a 

looking  after    her  curiously.     "Mildred   has  voice  not  at  all  loud,   but  full  of  passion, 

given  Mrs.  Errol  every  chance  in  the  world  "That  is  final,  too." 

to  see  how  she  felt  toward  her — and  now  she  She   turned   abruptly  and  left  the   room, 

gets  off  that  gush  about  Mildred,  and  talks  humming  the  tune  that  she  always  hummed 

about  Mildred's  making  an  exception  of  her!  when  she  was  very  angry. 

Why,  Mildred's  fought  shy  of  her  from  the  Mildred  drew  the  baby  to  her  and  lay  there 


She  was  a  biiarre  fifrure  on  the  sober  village  street 

with  closed  eyes,  trying  to  think  of  what  it  you  were  gone,  and  I  got  wet  through  with 

would  be   like  when   spring  came,    and   she  perspiration.      Now    I'm    all    chilled.      I'm 

could  wheel  the  baby  up  to  West's  orchard,  afraid  that  you'll  have  to  get  me  a  dry  night- 

and  fill  her  little  hands  with  the  big  pale  pur-  gown,  Anne." 

pie  violets  that  grew  in  one  comer  of  it.    By  Anne  approached   with   a  somewhat  con- 

aod  by  she  fell  into  an  uneasy  sleep.  cemed  face. 

She  was  awaked  by  a  roaring  sound,  a  feel-  "I  ran  down  to  the  corner  to  get  some  but- 

ing  of  insufferable  dryness  and   heat.    She  ter,  and  to  save  my  life  I  couldn't  get  away 

roused  herself  dizzily.     The  fire  in  the  little  from  that  grocer — 1  never  saw  a  man  so  fond 

sheet-iron  stove  had  blazed  up,  was  burning  of  the  sound  of  his  own  voice!    I've  got  to 

furiously.     One  side  of  the  stove  was  red-hot,  hurry  up  and  get  Crittenden's  dinner  now, 

"Anne!"  she  called.  Mildred;  but  I'll  put  an  iron  on,  and  right 

There  was  no  answer.  after  dinner  I'll  iron  you  out  a  nightgown." 

She  piled  the  bedclothes  about  the  baby  to  She  brought   several   extra   comforters,   and 

shield  it  from  the  fiery  air.  piled  them  over  Mildred.     "I  guess  you'll  be 

"Anne!"  she  called  again.     "Anne!     Anne/  all  right  now!" 

Anne!"  Mildred   lay  with   her  eyes  on  the   clock, 

The  stove  got  redder  and  redder;  the  roar-  waiting  for  Crittenden's  coming.     She  did  not 

ing  sound,  as  the  flames  went  surging  up  the  know  what  he  would  do  when  he  came,  why 

chimney,    grew    steadily   louder.     The    wood  she  wanted  him  so;  but  her  sick  soul  turned 

baseboard  near  the  stove  began  to  smoke;  the  to  him  as  her  only  refuge.     Finally  she  heard 

pungent  smell  of  the  varnish  filled  the  room,  the  sound  of  his  steps,  the  click  of  the  gale. 

The  heat  became  so  intense,  that  her  whole  his  hand  on  the  knob  of  the  front  door;  and 

body     became     suffused     with     perspiration,  she  brushed  back  the  hair  from  her  face,  and 

Again    Mildred    called    Anne    desperately —  straightened    up    with    a    certain    trembling 

listened  for  an  answer — called  again.     Finally  eagerness. 

she  staggered  to  her  feet — seized  the  poker —  "How    good    the    cornbread    smells!"    he 

opened    the  stove  door — then  crawled   back  called  out  pleasantly  as  he  came  in.     Then — 

into  bed,  taint  and  trembling.  why,  he  had  passed  the  door  of  her  room^ 

It  took  but  a  little  while  for  the  stove  to  cool  was  going  out  into  the  kitchen!    A  minute 

oS.     The    fire   died   down,    went   out;    when  later  she  heard  the  kitchen  door  open,  and 

Anne  came  in,  half  an  hour  later,  the  stove  shut  again;  then,  after  a  considerable  space  of 

was  black  and  cold,  and  Mildred  was  lying  time  she  heard  a  low  rumbling  sound.     Crit- 

shivering,   with  the  covers  drawn  up  to  her  tenden  was  filling  the  wood-bos,  talking  to 

chin.  Anne   the   while.    .     .     .     When   he   finally 

"Anne,"  she  said,  "the  tire  came  up  while  came  to  the  door  of  his  wife's  room,  Mildred 
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was  lying  very  still,  gazing  at  the  wall  with  baby  as  far  away  from  her  as  she  could,  that 

wide  eyes.     He  asked  her  if  she  was  awake —  it  might  be  safe.     One,  two,  three — shorter 

when  she  answered,  stumbled  in.  and  shorter  the  stitches  grew!  quicker  and 

"It's  awfully  close  in  here,"  he  said.     "But  quicker  the  needle  came!     One,  two,  three! 

I  suppose  that  it  wouldn't  be  safe  to  open  a  One,    two,    three!     "Not    so    fast!    Not    so 

window."  fast!"  she  cried.     "OA,  noi  so  fasiP* 

Mildred  did  not  answer. 

He  made  his  way  to  the  baby's  side,  and  It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  suffered  for 

kissed  one  tiny  hand;  then  he  began  to  talk  ages,  when  suddenly  she  felt  warm  hands  rub- 

with  a  certain   forced  cheerfulness  about  a  bing  her — beating  back,  fighting  back,  that 

piece  of  land  that  he  had  bought  that  day,  and  terrible  needle.     It  came  fast;  but  the  hands 

of  how  it  would  undoubtedly  rise  in  value  were  everywhere  at  once,  soft,  warm,  com- 

every  year,  till  by  the  time  their  girl  was  old  forting.  Suddenly  she  understood.  "Mamma!* 

enough  to  go  to  college  they  could  sell  it  and  she    cried,    and    opened    her   eyes.     It    was 

have  the  money  with  which  to  send  her.     He  strange,  but  her  mother  had  dark  hair  like 

told  of  several  funny  incidents  that  had  hap-  Mrs.  Errol's,  and  a  scarlet  waist  like  hers, 

pened  that  morning:  he  had  carefully  stored  Mildred  noted  it  wonderingly.     Still  the  warm 

them  up  in  his  mind  with  the  hope  that  they  hands   rubbed   persistently.     Mildred   closed 

would  amuse  Mildred;  his  account  of  them  her  eyes — then  started  up.     "You  won't  go 

had  the  same  lack  of  spontaneous  gaiety  that  away,  will  you?"  she  cried;  and  her  mother 

had    characterized    his   earlier    conversation,  answered,  "No,  I  won't  go  away — I'll  stay 

He  was  unused  to  a  sick-room,  unused  to  sick  right  here  as  long  as  you  want  me!"    After  a 

people;   he   felt  out   of   place,   helpless,   de-  while,  in  some  strange  way,  the  doctor  was 

pressed,  in  this  silent  twilight,  with  Mildred  there  too;  and  Mildred  leaned  her  head  on 

so  utterly  unlike  herself — so  drained  of  all  the  shoulder  covered  by  the  red  waist,  and 

mischief,  all  animation,  all  sympathy.     When  took  docilely  the  medicine  that  he  gave  her. 
he  was  away  from  Mildred  he  could  make 

buoyant  plans,  build  for  the  future,  breathe  Mrs.  Errol  came  out  of  Mildred's  room  at 

and  talk  in  the  old  free  way;  but  here,  look-  three  o'clock  to  issue  orders  to  the  maid  from 

ing  at  her  changed  face,  hearing  her  changed  Judge  Bennett's  into  whose  charge  she  had 

voice,  the  same  chill  gloom  always  seized  him.  given  the  baby,  Ind  found  herself  face  to  face 

He  rose  with  evident  relief  when  Anne  called  with  Anne.     As  Mrs.  Errol  had  opened  the 

him  to  dinner.  door,  she  had  looked  utterly  exhausted:  her 

After  dinner  he  came  again  to  the  door  of  face  was  a  dirty  gray;  her  forehead  was  wet 

Mildred's  room,  and  stood  there  for  a  short  with  perspiration,  her  hair  dripping;  the  lines 

time,  listening.     "She's  asleep,"  Anne  said;  about  her  mouth  were  as  deep  and  fixed  a.s 

and  after  a  moment's  hesitation  he  went  on.  though  graven  on  stone.     But  at  sign  of  Anne 

Anne  walked  to  the  gate  with  him;  Mildred  a  isudden  change  came  over  her;  animation, 

could  hear  their  voices,  their  laughter.     There  color,  life,  came  into  her  face, 

was  no  sound  of  Anne's  footsteps  returning,  "Is  there  anything  that  I  can  do?"  Anne 

of  her  entry  into  the  house.     Mildred  did  not  asked.     She  looked  pale  and  a  little  frightened, 

feel  in  the  least  lonely.     The  loneliness  had  Mrs.  Errol  smiled. 

come  when  Crittenden  had  passed  her  door,  "Has  your  magazine  palled  on  you  all  of  a 

and   had  gone   into   the   kitchen.     She  had  sudden?"  she  inquired,  with  silken  civility, 

listened  to  his  footsteps  as  he  had  walked  Then  her  tone  changed.     "Anything  you  can 

away  from  the  house  with  as  much  indiffer-  do?    Not  one  thing/    You've  had  eight  days 

ence  as  if  he  had  been  a  stranger.     As  she  lay  to  do  something — and  you've  sat  and  read! 

there  her  feeling  of  detachment  grew  upon  Haven't  I  seen  you?    Haven't  I  known  what 

her.     The    rebellions,    the    longings    of    the  was  going  on  ?     Oh,  I  know  mighty  well  what 

morning,  died  within  Jier.     She  was  nothing,  she's  been  through,  these  eight  days,  \vith  no- 

any thing — breathing,  and  yet  lifeless.     Then  body  but  you  to  do  anything  for  her!    You 

suddenly  it  seemed  to  her  that  a  great  needle,  wonder  how  I  know,  perhaps.     Go  over  to 

wielded  by  an  enormous  hand,  pierced  her;  that  mirror  in  the  corner,  and  take  a  good  long 

she  felt  the  thread  follow  the  needle.     She  lay  look  at  yourself,  and  you'll  understand!    It's 

unresisting;  she  was  only  a  part  of  some  huge  written  on  your  face,  as  plain  as  can  be,  what 

piece  of  cloth  now.     Again  the  needle  came —  you  are — ^your  ugly  temper,  and  your  deceit- 

again — again!     Soon  she  had  hardly  time  to  fulness,  and  your  selfishness — they're  all  there! 

take  breath  between  one  stitch  and  the  next.  Go  back  to  your  magazines  now — I'd  cut  off 

She  gathered  herself  together,  and  pushed  the  my  hand  before  I'd  let  you  cross  the  threshold 
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of  her  room—Hio  the  tiniest  thing  for  her,  or  "Where  has  she  gone?" 

for  the  babyl    Go  back  to  your  magazines —  "She'll  be  back  in  a  minute — she's  just  gone 

or  think  up  what  you'll  say  to  your  brother,  to  put  on  some  water  to  heat,"  the  maid  said 

if  you  can,  after  I've  shown  him  some  of  the  soothingly. 

things  that  I  carried  oat  of  her  room-^the  break-  Mildred  moved  restlessly. 

fast  tljat  you  brought  her,  the  nasty  rags  that  "Tell  her  to  come  now,"  she  begged.     Her 

I  got  out  from  under  the  bed,  the  nightgown  brilliant  eyes  rested  indifferently  on  Critten- 

that  she  was  wearing!    He's  going  to  see  the  den   for  a   moment;   his   presence   evidently 

bottle  of  alcohol  that  the  doctor  brought  a  meant  nothing  to  her. 

week  ago  to  rub  her  with,  without  one  drop  Mrs.  Errol  hurried  into  the  room  in  answer 

gone  out  of  it! — ^The  box  of  boracic  acid  with  to    the    maid's    summons.     "Does    it    hurt, 

its    label    never    broken!    My    Lord,    girl,  dear?"  she  said,  and  was  on  her  knees  by  the 

haven't  you  .any  feelings — ^any  heart  ?    Don't  bed  in  a  second,  rubbing  with  capable  hands. 

you  believe  in  God?    Didn't  you  know  that  Once  Mildred  gave  a  little  moan  of  anguish; 

you  weren't  fooling  Him  even  if  you  were  fool-  and  suddenly  Mrs.  Errol  looked  up  at  Crit- 

ing   Crittenden  ?    Aren't   you   afraid   of   the  tenden,  her  face  white,  her  eyes  blazing. 

way  that  He  will  punish  you  for  this  some  "There  was  no  need  for  this!"  she  said, 

day?"  with   a   certain   fierceness.     "There   was   no 

Crittenden  came  at  dark.     He  had  driven  need  for  this!"    And  then  she  fell  to  rubbing 

out  into  the  country  that  afternoon  on  busi-  with  new  energy. 

ness;  it  was  only  by  accident  that  Colonel  The  maid  went  back  to  her  work  of  wash- 
Dent  had  met  Crittenden,  as  he  himself  was  ing  the  floor  with  some  disinfectant;  she 
on  his  way  to  his  stock-farm,  and  had  told  worked  silently,  carefully,  frowning  with  the 
him  that  the  doctor  had  been  sent  for  in  earnestness  of  her  effort.  Mrs.  Errol's  hands 
haste  that  afternoon,  and  that  he  had  said  on  never  stopped  in  their  soothing  motion;  her 
leaving  the  house  that  Mrs.  Lee  was  much  eyes  had  the  empty  look  that  eyes  take  on 
worse.  when    one's    energies    are    concentrated    on 

As   Crittenden   entered   the   kitchen   door  something  that  uses  another  sense  than  that 

Mrs.  Errol  was  lifting  a  kettle  of  water  to  the  of   sight.     Minutes   passed;   and    Crittenden 

stove.    He  bowed  politely.  stood  there  useless,  unregarded,  meaningless, 

"Where  is  my  sister?"  he  asked,  after  a  of  no  importance — without  place  or  part  in 

quick  glance  around  this  room  and  the  one  the  struggle  that  they  were  making  for  his 

adjoining.     "Is  she  with  Mrs.  Lee?"  wife.     His  pride  kept  him  from  turning  and 

"Your  sister  has  gone  home,"  Mrs.  Errol  leaving  the  room;  but  his  face  paled  with  the 

said,  with  a  flickering  light  of  mockery  across  ordeal  of  staying, 

her  face  for  a  moment.  Finally  Mrs.   Errol,  stopping  to  give  the 

"I  wonder  if  you  can  tell  me  what  is  the  maid  directions  about  her  work,  glanced  up 

matter  with  Mrs.  Lee?"    Crittenden's  tone  at  Crittenden — ^then  asked  him  pleasantly  if 

was  scrupulously  civil;  but  distrust  and  dis-  he  would  bring  her  the  kettle  of  water  that 

like  showed  in  his  eyes.     His  sister's  absence  she  had  left  heating  on  the  kitchen  stove. 

— this  woman's  triumphant  possession — what  When   he  came  back  with  it,   she  let  him 

did  it  mean  ?  wring  out  cloths  for  her,  one  after  another. 

Mrs.  Errol's  face  hardened.     "The  doctor  It  hurt  his  tender  hands,  all  unused  to  such 

will  be  here  in  an  hour — ^he  can  tell  you,"  she  work;  he  was  glad  to  be  hurt.     She  found  a 

said  rather  brusquely.     "There  is  no  reason  dozen  little  services  for  him  to  do;  he  did 

why  you  shouldn't  go  into  Mrs.  Lee's  room —  them  gratefully — with  an  utter  awkwardness 

speak  to  her.     She's  a  little  light-headed — not  that  was  suggestive.     Mrs.  Errol  watched  him 

delirious,  exactly."  with  thoughtful  eyes. 

Crittenden's  first  impression,  as  he  entered  After  the  doctor  had  come  and  gone,  and 

his  wife's  room,  was  of  dazzling  whiteness  and  Crittenden  had  finished  eating  the  supper  that 

space;  for  every  curtain  and  cover  was  fresh  Mrs.  Errol  had  got  for  him,  Mrs.  Errol  said 

and  snowy;  and  the  room  had  been  cleared  of  to  him  a  part  of  what  was  in  her  mind, 

all  unnecessary  furniture.     Mildred's  delicate  Her  voice  was  quiet,  and  rather  colorless  as 

little  face  showed  flushed  and  vivid  in-  a  waste  she  began. 

of   immaculate   bed-covers.     Her   eyes   were  "I've  heard  a  great  deal  about  you,  Mr. 

closed;  but  she  was  not  asleep.     As  Critten-  Lee,  since  I  came  to  Roscoe — about  what  a 

den  stood  looking  at  her,  she  turned  to  the  fine  young  man  you  are — what  fine  morals 

maid  at  the  head  of  the  bed  with  a  plaintive  you  have,  what  fine  manners,  what  fine  an- 

question.  cestors  behind  you.     Now  I  want  to  tell  you 
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something.  You  know  Murphy,  I  suppose —  happened,  her  mother  wasn't  in  the  next 
the  expressman — ^black  Murphy,  who  was  al-  room,  as  Jessie  supposed,  but  was  down  in 
ways  fighting,  and  getting  drunk,  and  making  the  cellar,  working.  When  she  came  up- 
trouble  for  himself  and  other  people,  until  a  stairs,  twenty  minutes  later,  she  found  her 
year  ago,  when  he  married  a  little  white-  baby  propped  up  against  the  cellar  door;  she 
livered  girl  that  worked  in  the  post-office,  and  had  known  where  her  mother  was,  and  had 
straightened  up?  I  saw  Murphy  the  other  tried  to  get  to  her — ^but  coyldn't.  It  was  too 
day  in  the  meat-shop.  He  was  buying  steak;  late  to  do  anything  for  her  then.  .  .  .  Mr. 
and  I  watched  him  with  a  good  deal  of  in-  Lee,  it's  a  poor  sort  of  love  that  runs  away, 
terest,  because  he  so  evidently  knew  what  he  with  its  fingers  in  its  ears,  at  the  sight  of 
wanted,  and  so  evidently  meant  to  get  it.  I  blood!  A  poor  sort  of  love!  It's  a  poor  sort 
never  saw  anyone  more  particular,  more  fin-  of  love  that  turns  its  dearest  over  to  a  stranger 
icky;  I  was  surprised;  he  doesn't  look  like  — ^for  that  is  all  that  your  sister  is  to  you,  Mr. 
that  sort.  After  he  went  out  the  butcher  ex-  Lee;  either  you  do  not  know  her,  or  you  have 
plained.  Murphy's  wife  had  pneumonia  two  found  it  comfortable  to  forget  what  you  know 
months  ago;  and  she's  been  very  slow  about  about  her.  It's  a  poor  sort  of  love  that  can- 
getting  back  her  strength.  Finally  Murphy  not  learn,  at  such  a  time,  to  do  a  woman's 
made  up  his  mind  that  the  trouble  was  that  work — a  nurse's  work — ^a  doctor's  work — that 
his  wife  wasn't  getting  the  right  sort  of  thing  cannot  feel  the  pain  in  another's  body!  I  de- 
to  eat.  So  he  started  in  and  learned  how  to  spise  you — ^and  yet  I  pity  you;  for  surely  iri 
make  the  broth  and  gruel  and  egg-nog,  that  the  weeks  to  come  you  will  find  it  hard  to  for- 
the  doctor  said  would  be  good  for  her;  and  he  get  how  you  ate,  and  slept,  and  walked  out  in 
won't  trust  the  old  woman  there  at  the  house  the  sunshine,  and  talked  with  your  neighbors, 
to  feed  them  to  her;  every  two  hours  he  man-  while  she  was  hungry — uncared  for — neglected 
ages  by  some  hook  or  crook  to  get  home,  no  — ^in  pain — alone  1" 
matter  what  he's  working  at,  or  where  he's 

working.    The  other  day,  the  butcher  said,  On  the  day  when  the  doctor  said  that  Mil- 

they  heard  him  tearing  past,  his  horses  at  a  dred  had  taken  a  turn  for  the  better,  and 

run,  and  he  cursing  like  mad;  something  had  showed  a  good  chance  of  getting  well,  Critten- 

delayed  him,  and  he  was  late.     Half  an  hour  den  met  Colonel  Dent  in  front  of  the  post- 

aftervvard  the  delivery-boy  took  a  chicken  to  office.     Colonel  Dent  stopped  to  murmur  a 

Murphy's  house;  and  Murphy  was  tiptoeing  warning  in  Crittenden's  ear. 

around  the  kitchen  with  a  big  gingham  apron  "You'd  better  ship  her,  my  boy,  very  soon — 

tied  under  his  chin,  singing  *In  the  Sweet  Bye-  the  madam!    She'll  fasten  herself  on  you  like 

and-Bye'  under  his  breath,  as  peaceful  as  a  a  tick,  if  you  don't  have  a  care-^will  never 

lamb."    Mrs.  Enrol  stopped,  looking  at  Crit-  leave  you  till  she  gets  that  five  thousand  dol- 

tenden  very  hard  and  straight.  "Mr.  Lee,"  she  lars  out  of  you  somehow." 

said,  "I  don't  know  how  other  people  would  Crittenden's  eyes  were  not  pleasant  to  meet 

feel  about  it,  but  I  consider  Murphy,  ignorant,  as  he  answered. 

dirty-mouthed,  tobacco-soaked  Murphy,  more  "Mrs.  Errol  has  had  that  five  thousand  dol- 

of  a  wflw  than  you!"  lars  for  a  week  now — ^and  her  trunks  have 

"I  had  a  cousin  once,"  she  went  on,  after  a  been  packed,  ready  to  go." 

minute's  silence,  "a  young  girl — who  couldn't  "What  kept  her?"  Colonel  Dent  asked,  in 

bear  the  sight  of  blood;  if  anybody  hurt  them-  a  dazed  fashion, 

selves,  she  would  run  out  of  the  house  like  one  "Mildred  and  the  baby." 

f)ossessed.     One  day  she  was  taking  care  of  Colonel  Dent  found  it  hard  to  recover.    He 

her  baby  sister,  and  the  baby  fell  with  a  bottle  made  an  effort  in  that  direction,  however, 

in  her  hand,  and  it  broke — gashed  her  arm.  "Have  you  picked  out  a  name  for  the  baby 

The  girl — Jessie,  her  name  was — screamed  to  yet?"  he  asked.     "I've  ordered  a  little  ring  for 

her  mother,  and  went  tearing  out  of  the  house,  her — I'd  like  to  have  her  name  put  inside  it." 

and  never  stopped  until  she  got  to  the  north  Crittenden  smiled,  a  very  cool  little  smile, 

meadow,  a  mile  and  a  half  away.     Now  as  it  "It's  Abbietta,"  he  said. 
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^TTMIE  appalling  conditions  in  our  com- 
I  petitive  industrial  system  are  at  first 
sight  almost  sufficient  to  make  us 
doubt  the  fundamental  goodness  of  human 
nature  and  the  "integrity  of  mind."  The 
mind  has  indeed  made  the  inorganic  world 
and  the  animal  and  plant  worlds  wonderfully 
and  almost  completely  tributary  to  the  wants 
of  man,  and  we  cannot  have  too  much  ad- 
miration for  the  ingenuity  it  has  shown  in 
these  fields,  but  in  respect  to  the  welfare  and 
happiness  of  the  totality  of  society  and  in  the 
recognition  of  even  the  right  to  live  it  has 
shown  itself  either  incompetent  or  careless  to 
a  degree  unknown  in  savagery. 

Now  I  do  not  for  a  moment  believe  that  the 
present  social  situation  is  beyond  the  powers 
of  the  mind,  or  that  there  is  not  enough  of 
the  milk  of  human  kindness  in  us  to  remedy 
it,  nor  do  I  wish  here  to  go  into  the  enumera- 
tion of  the  ills  of  society.  We  know  that  the 
very  rich  are  colossally  rich  and  that  the  very 
poor  are  terribly  poor — some  of  them  so  poor 
and  so  debauched  by  their  poverty  that  they 
rely  on  the  work  of  their  children  for  their 
own  support  and  regret  the  loss  of  a  child  not 
only  as  a  human  loss  but  as  an  economic  mis- 
fortune. And  we  know  that  the  insurance 
companies  are  very  careful  about  writing  in- 
surance on  the  lives  of  children,  lest  the  death 
of  the  child  should  become  a  temptation  to 
the  parent.  That  these  conditions  exist  is,  I 
believe,  universally  admitted.  I  wish  to  refer 
to  them  only  incidentally  and  mainly  with  a 
view  to  determining  the  states  of  mind  which 
are  behind  our  present  industrial  system,  what 
relation  woman  has  to  the  situation  at  present, 
and  whether  she  should  attempt  to  remain  out 
of  it  or  to  get  into  it. 

An  Error  of  the  SuffragUtB 

The  women  who  are  interested  in  suffrage 
for  their  sex,  and  who  have  shown  themselves 
keen  in  utilizing  all  the  arguments  in  favor  of 
this  movement,  have  grasped  at  the  idea  set 


forth  by  anthropologists  that  the  women  of 
early  society  occupied  a  prominent  place  in 
the  political  life  of  those  times.  And  it  is  cer- 
tainly true  that  the  women  of  savage  and  bar- 
barous societies  and  even  the  women  of  our 
own  historical  times  have  sometimes  had  a 
more  honorable  and  functional  if  not  a  more 
romantic  position  than  the  women  of  to-day. 
But  I  notice  that  the  women  who  are  using 
this  argument  for  the  advancement  of  wom- 
an's suffrage  are  ignoring  the  fact  that  the 
women  had  even  a  more  important  relation  to 
the  occupational  than  to  the  political  life  of 
those  times.  It  is  true  that  the  women  of  the 
Wyandot  tribe  of  Indians  constituted  fc^ur- 
fifths  of  the  civil  council  of  that  tribe,  but  they 
had  no  voice  in  the  military  council,  and  the 
recognition  which  they  had  was  due  to  the  fact 
that  about  four-fifths  of  the  tribal  industries 
were  in  their  hands,  in  addition  to  the  main 
care  of  the  children.  Tacitus  states  that  the 
ancient  Germans  "consulted  their  women  in 
all  grave  matters,"  but  it  is  also  true  that  in 
these  times  the  women  performed  all  the 
labors  which  built  up  society,  except  only  the 
fighting.  Before  the  Roman  law  had  modi- 
fied the  German  life,  the  woman  was  in  pos- 
session of  all  the  household  goods,  and  in  fact 
these  could  be  inherited  only  by  women,  never 
by  men.  In  somewhat  later  times,  as  we  see 
from  a  collection  of  laws  called  the  Sachsen- 
spiegely  the  man's  goods  were  his  sword,  his 
harness  and  his  horse.  As  a  further  conces- 
sion he  had  two  dishes,  a  towel,  a  table-cloth, 
and  a  piece  of  bedding,  which  had  originally 
been  his  war-blanket. 

Women  Werm  Better  Off  When  They  Worked 

The  women  of  these  times  built  the  houses, 
cultivated  and  owned  the  land,  and  did  the' 
manufacturing,  with  such  assistance  as  they 
could  get  from  the  men.  They  created  the 
goods,  and  men  had  as  yet  devised  no  means 
of  dislodging  them  from  the  position  of  im- 
portance to  which  then:  labors  had  elevated 
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them.     No  one  would  wish  to  restore  a  state  gentlemanly  occupation — the  "great  game"  it 

of  society  where  the  women  bore  the  whole  in-  is  constantly  called  in  the  old  literature — and 

dustrial  burden,  but  it  is  noticeable  that  the  not   only   the   laborer  but   the   scholar,   the 

eflFect  of  these  varied  occupational  activities  on  "clerk"  as  they  called  him,  was  "a  thing  of 

early  women  was  excellent,  both  in  re^)ect  to  naught"    This  sentiment  was  also  the  direct 

their  character  and  their  social  position.   They  forerunner  of  that  distemper  which  we  call 

were  functional,  strong,  and  normal,  and  they  romanticism   toward   women.     The   lines   of 

had  a  dignity  and  respect  worthy  of  their  Guido  Guinicelli, 
work.    And  it  is  also  significant  that  wherever 

women  have  some  definite  occupational  inter-        Before  the  gentle  heart  in  Nature's  scheme 
ests  in  the  society  of  to-day,  they  still  retain        Love  was  not,  nor  the  gentle  heart  ere  Love, 
this  real  dignity  and  respect,  and  they  retain 

them  nowhere  else.  In  colonial  and  frontier  express  the  general  sentiment  that  refined  feel- 
life,  and  likewise  in  the  poor  and  the  not-very-  ing  and  passion  were  a  monopoly  of  the  aris- 
rich  classes  of  society  in  general,  woman  is  tocracy,  and  it  was  demanded  that  the  women 
still  functional  and  is  more  likely  to  be  ac-  of  the  aristocracy  should  be  as  delicate  as  this 
cepted  as  an  individual.  The  four  states  in  sentiment.  The  true  lady  was  the  prize  of 
this  country  where  women  vote  are,  in  a  the  true  gentleman,  and  that  must  remain  her 
sense,   frontier  states.     Australia,  New  Zea-  only  occupation. 

land  and  Tasmania,  where  women  vote,  are  But  in  the  meantime  our  ideas  of  value  have 
colonies.  It  is  said  that  the  Boer  women  of  been  revolutionized.  We  now  appreciate  in- 
South  Africa  will  be  given  the  suffrage  when-  telligence  more  highly  than  fighting,  and  crea- 
ever  they  ask  for  it.  The  most  pitiful  and  the  tive  activity  more  than  "  conspicuous  leisure," 
most  just  cry  which  I  have  heard  from  women  and  we  have  a  growing  conception  of  the  dig- 
comes  from  peasant  Russia.  The  women  of  nity  of  labor.  In  America,  particularly,  the 
the  three  villages  of  Tver  recently  sent  a  mes-  conception  of  the  value  and  even  the  obliga- 
sage  to  the  Duma  begging  that  they  should  tion  of  labor  has  grown  until  the  son  of  the 
have  the  same  rights  as  the  men.  "  Till  now,"  rich  man  is  beginning  to  be  ashamed  not  to 
they  said,  "  even  though  we  were  beaten  some-  work,  just  as  he  was  formerly  ashamed  to 
times,  still  we  decided  various  matters  to-  work.  The  old  feeling  has  survived  only  in 
gether.  .  .  .  Have  pity  on  us,  in  the  the  tendency  to  exempt  women  from  labor 
name  of  God!  We  had  formerly  the  same  where  this  is  economically  possible,  to  keep 
rulers  as  our  husbands.  Now  our  husbands  them  at  any  rate  as  the  sign  of  an  aristocratic 
are  going  to  write  the  laws  for  us."  These  grade.  We  are  still  ashamed  of  the  mention 
women  are  not  supported  by  their  husbands  of  work  in  connection  with  the  women  for 
and  they  cannot  apprehend  why  they  should  whom  we  are  responsible, 
be  ruled  by  them.  At  the  same  time  the  spirit  of  democracy 
It  appears  to  be  a  fact,  as  I  have  already  and  individualism  is  not  a  thing  of  applica- 
pointed  out,  that  women  have  lost  their  im-  bility  to  men  alone.  Without  any  logical  de- 
portance  in  society  and  their  natural  character  sign  we  have  been  educating  our  girls  as  well 
as  they  have  been  withdrawn  from  the  real  as  our  boys,  and  women  arc  beginning  to  wish 
work  of  society,  and  they  have  been  particu-  to  resume  their  personality  in  precisely  the 
larly  and  wholly  excluded  from  politics  be-  same  way  that  "the  masses"  yearned  for  this 
cause  politics  has  been  and  continues  to  be  a  and  achieved  it.  Indeed  the  well-bom  or 
continuation  of  those  fighting  activities  with  educated  women  who  have  so  far  freed  them- 
which  women  have  never  had  anything  to  do.  selves  from  habit  and  tradition  as  to  enter  the 
And  they  will  regain  and  maintain  their  nor-  world  as  individuals,  no  longer  find  any  serious 
mal.  position  in  society  in  just  the  proportion  opposition,  and  they  are  succeeding  in  the  arts 
that  they  regain  their  relation  to  the  activities  and  professions  at  least  as  well  as  men  would 
of  society.  The  glorification  of  fighting,  with  succeed  if  they  had  been  to  the  same  degree 
its  attendant  contempt  for  labor,  is  one  of  the  deprived  of  personality  and  limited  in  oppor- 
worst  turns  taken  in  the  development  of  our  tunity. 
society.     As   early   as   Tacitus    the    German 

warrior  considered  it  "a  dull  and  stupid  thing       Woman'a  Factory  Work— Their  Deatruction 
to  painfully  accumulate  by  the  sweat  of  his 

brow  what  might  be  won  with  a  little  blood.'*        But  the  question  of  woman's  work  is  no 

And  some  centuries  later  we  find  the  senti-  longer  one  of  sentiment  alone.     Under  onr  in- 

ment  commonly  accepted  that  work  was  not  dividualistic  and  competitive  industrial  system 

*' honest"  in  a  "gentleman."     War  wds  the  men  are  no  longer  able  to  keep  their  women 
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or  even  their  children  at  home.  Both  Mr.  their  eyes  is,  however,  far  more  than  twice 
Booth  and  Mr.  Rountree  estimate  that  out  of  what  it  was  before  the  improvement.  In  the 
a  population  of  40,000,000  in  Great  Britain,  case  of  machines  carrying  multiple  needles 
12,000,000  are  either  under  or  on  the  poverty  this  is  obvious;  but  it  is  true  of  the  single 
line.  The  women  and  even  the  children  are  needle  machines  also.  It  is  the  duty  of  the 
forced  to  work,  because  the  present  organiza-  operator  to  watch  the  needle  so  intently  as  to 
tion  of  society  is  no  longer  able  to  feed  them,  discern  the  irregularity  caused  by  a  broken 
And  just  here  transpires  one  of  the  saddest  thread  or  broken  needle,  and  to  stop  the  ma- 
chapters  in  human  history.  The  machine  chinery  by  pressing  an  electric  button  before 
which  man  invented  to  relieve  him  of  labor  any  threads  are  cut  by  the  broken  needle  or 
and  to  produce  value  more  rapidly  has  led  to  any  stitches  of  the  seam  are  omitted  because 
the  factory  system  of  industry,  and  the  women  of  the  broken  thread.  Now  when  the  ma- 
and  children  are  forced  to  follow  the  work  to  chine  was  2,200  stitches  a  minute,  as  was  the 
the  factory.  The  machine  is  a  wonderful  ex-  case  in  1899,  the  writer,  whose  eyes  are  un- 
pression  of  man's  ingenuity,  of  his  effort  to  usually  keen,  could  see  the  needle  when  the 
create  an  artificial  workman,  to  whom  no  machine  was  in  motion.  At  the  present 
wages  have  to  be  paid,  but  it  falls  just  short  of  speed  the  writer,  whose  eyes  have  remained 
human  intelligence.  It  has  no  discriminative  unimpaired,  is  wholly  unable  to  see  the  needle, 
judgment,  no  control  of  the  work  as  a  whole,  discerning  merely  the  steady  gleam  of  light 
It  can  only  finish  the  work  handed  out  to  it,  where  it  is  in  motion.  To  meet  this  difficulty 
but  it  does  this  with  superhuman  energy.  The  .  .  .  it  is  now  the  custom  to  suspend  an 
manufacturer  has,  then,  to  purchase  enough  electric  light  directly  above  the  machine,  so 
intelligence  to  supplement  the  machine,  and  that  a  ray  strikes  the  needle.  The  strain  upon 
he  secures  as  low  a  grade  of  this  as  the  nature  the  eyes  of  the  operators  is  almost  intolerable, 
of  the  machine  will  permit.  The  child,  the  and  a  further  winnowing  out  of  the  women 
immigrant  and  the  woman  are  frequently  ade-  eligible  for  this  occupation  follows."  When  a 
quate  to  furnish  that  oversight  and  judgment  girl  cannot  keep  the  pace  she  is  thrown  out. 
necessary  to  supplement  the  activity  of  the  The  manufacturer  cannot  afford  to  keep  a 
machine,  and  the  more  ignorant  and  necessi-  girl  at  a  costly  machine  when  the  machine  is 
tous  the  human  being  the  more  the  profit  to  not  producing  at  a  maximum  rate.  This 
the  industry.  But  now  comes  the  ironical  would  be  to  have  a  part  of  his  plant  lying  idle, 
and  pitiful  part.  The  machine  which  was  in-  The  manufacturers  say:  "  If  a  girl  cannot  earn 
vented  to  save  human  energy,  and  which  is  so  six  dollars  a  week  at  machine  work,  after  she 
great  a  boon  when  the  individual  controls  it,  has  been  doing  it  from  six  weeks  to  three 
is  a  terrible  thing  when  it  controls  the  indi-  months,  she  is  not  adapted  to  the  work,  and 
vidual.  Power-driven,  it  has  almost  no  limit  it  is  better  to  put  another  girl  at  her  machine." 
to  its  speed,  and  no  limit  whatever  to  its  en-  And  on  the  other  hand,  a  comment  frequently 
durance,  and  it  has  no  nerves.  When,  there-  madeJby  the  girls  is:  "She  got  too  slow.  She 
fore,  under  the  pressure  of  business  competi-  couldn't  keep  up  with  her  machine  any 
tion  the  machine  is  speeded  up  and  the  girl  longer."  It  amounts  to  this,  that  the  girl  can 
operating  it  is  sp)eeded  up  to  its  pace,  we  have  earn  a  living  wage,  if  she  is  unusually  gifted, 
finally  a  situation  in  which  the  machine  de-  until  she  is  worn  out. 
stroys  the  worker. 

Mrs.  Kelley  says  of  the  sewing  trade:  "In  Our  Trmaimmni  of  the  Factory  Ciri 

the  best  factories  the  speed  of  the  sewing-  &  Oatrageow 
machines  has  been  increased  so  that  they  set, 

in  1905,  twice  as  many  stitches  in  a  minute  as  It  is,  I  believe,  considered  good  business 

they  did  in  1899.     Machines  which  formerly  policy  in  some  cases  to  work  a  horse  to  death, 

carried  one  needle  now  carry  from  two  to  ten,  to  wear  him  out  fast,  and  take  another.     Cer- 

sewing  parallel  seams.     .     .     .     Thus  a  girl  tainly  it  would  be  a  good  policy  to  do  so  if 

using  one  of  these  machines  is  now  responsible  horses  had  a  very  trifling  value  and  could  be 

for  twice  as  many  stitches  at  the  least  and  for  had  in  unlimited  quantities.     At  any  rate  it  is 

twenty  times  as  many  at  the  most  as  in  1899.  good  business  to  wear  girls  out  in  this  way, 

Some  girls  are  not  capable  of  the  sustained  for  the  initial  outlay  in  their  case  is  nothing  at 

speed  involved  in  this  improvement,  and  are  all,  and  they  can  be  had  in  unlimited  num- 

no  longer  eligible  for  this  occupation.     Those  bers.     Professor    James's  theory  of    "  getting 

who  continue  in  the  trade  are  required  to  feed  your   second    wind,"    and    "tapping    unused 

twice  as  many  garments  to  the  machine  as  reser\'oirs  of  energy"  is  doubtless  sound  psy- 

were  required  five  years  ago.     The  strain  upon  chology,  up  to  the  point  where  he  leaves  it. 
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but  there  is  a  limit  to  it,  and  evidently  work-  bad  in  certain  of  the  occupations  and  that 

ing  under  great  strain  is  advantageous  only  if  they  are  particularly  and   horribly  bad  for 

the  strain  is  relieved  by  considerable  intervals  woman,  is  it  wise  for  her  to  push  out  into  this 

of  rest  and  recuperation.     This  is  the  condi-  world?     Is  it  not  rather  a  world  with  which 

tion  under  which  the  artist  works  preferably,  she  should  have  nothing  to  do  except  to  stay 

and  is  the  most  favorable  one  for  creative  out  of  it  or  get  away  from  it  as  fast  as  pos- 

work.     But  the  girl  paced  by  the  machine  has  sible  ?     Or  admitting  that  certain  women  are 

no  considerable  interval,  and  is  doomed  to  being  forced  into  work  and  even  that  they 

break  down,  or  to  be  pushed  to  a  lower  eco-  have    complicated    the    industrial    situation, 

nomic  level.     Her  only  other  chance  is  mar-  should  not  the  women  of  leisure  and  social 

riage.     The  machine  is  the  most  effective  de-  position,  who  are  economically  provided  for, 

vice  for  "speeding  up,"  because  it  puts  more  refrain  from  entering  or  meddling? 
strain  on  the  worker  than  he  can  put  on  him- 
self without  it,  but  in  all  "piece  work"  the       Woman'M  Poniion  the  Reaok  of  Crmmd  and 
operator  is  under  heavy  strain.     There  are  HelpImM*  ignorance 

factories  in  Chicago  where  the  rate  of  pay  per 

hundred  pieces  is  one  cent.  Of  course,  the  Well,  this  is  not  fundamentally  a  part  of 
work  passes  through  many  hands,  and  each  the  woman  question  at  all,  except  to  the  ex- 
operation  is  simple,  but  a  hundred  operations  tent  that  women  have  always  been  subject  to 
of  any  kind  for  one  cent  is  a  great  deal.  A  exploitation  by  men,  and  that  they  are  par- 
humane  employer  in  Chicago  recently  looked  ticularly  helpless  at  present  because  our  tradi- 
into  the  case  of  a  girl  who  had  quit  work  in  tions  and  their  training  make  them  of  little 
his  factory,  and  found  that  she  had  been  earn-  economic  worth  when  they  are  thrown  on  the 
ing  ninety-eight  cents  a  week.  And  machine  world.  A  woman  has  no  safe  and  recognized 
or  no  machine,  our  treatment  of  the  working  place  in  society  except  as  a  dependent.  But 
girl,  particulaily  the  factory  girl,  is  scandal-  the  whole  question  is  broader  than  woman, 
ously  out  of  harmony  not  only  with  our  ro-  When  we  come  to  examine  society  as  a  whole, 
manticism  but  with  our  plain  human  senti-  and  particularly  our  great  industrial  centers — 
ments.  I  will  not  go  into  the  budget  which  I  the  long  hours  and  inadequate  pay  for  both 
have  before  me  of  a  French  working  girl  men  and  women,  the  sweating  system,  "un- 
whose  annual  wage  is  $80,  nor  refer  to  the  sanitary  housing,  poisonous  sewage,  contami- 
small  earnings  of  the  English  factory  girls  nated  water,  infant  mortality,  the  spread  of 
whose  wage  is  lower  than  that  in  this  country,  contagion,  adulterated  food,  impure  milk, 
and  usually  about  half  that  received  by  men  smoke-laden  air,  ill-ventilated  factories,  dan- 
for  the  same  work.  gerous  occupations,  juvenile  crime,  unwhole- 

"In  Perth  and  Bungay,  for  instance,  the  some  crowding,  prostitution  and  drunkenness" 
women  put  in  a  bill  at  the  end  of  each  week,  — we  must  conclude  that  no  one  of  these  con- 
worked  out  on  the  men's  scale.  The  cashier  ditions  stands  alone  but  all  are  symptoms  of  a 
then  divides  the  total  by  two,  and  pays  the  very  bad  general  social  situation — that  society 
women  accordingly."  In  London  women  are  has  not  been  looked  after  in  these  points 
still  working  nineteen  hours  for  one  shilling,  wisely,  affectionately  and  honestly.  This  is 
and  shirts  are  still  being  made  for  seven  and  due  partly  to  greed,  partly  to  helpless  igno- 
a  half  pence  per  dozen.  These  distress-  ranee,  and  partly  to  sheer  neglect  of  what  was 
ing  conditions  are  well  known,  and  they  are  no  one's  particular  business, 
actually  a  source  of  great  concern  to  em-  One  of  the  standard  arguments  of  those 
ployers.  who  believe  in  the  low  and  essentially  unim- 

The  employer  under  the  competitive  sys-  provable  mental  condition  of  the  savage  is 

tem  is  as  helpless  as  the  operative.     He  does  that  he  has  no  foresight,  that  he  kills  the  emu 

not  profit  by  the  low  wages,  but  the  public,  chicken  when  it  weighs  only  three  pounds, 

the  "  innocent  bystander,"  gets  the  benefit,  that  he  fails  to  throw  back  the  small  fry  when 

The  employer  of  the  girl  who  had  received  fishing,  that  with  him  it  is  either  a  feast  or  a 

only  ninety-eight  cents  a  week  allowed  the  famine,  and  that  in  general  he  thoughtlessly 

operatives  on  a  large  contract  of  long  stand-  depletes  his  environment.     But  when  we  talk 

ing  to  run  their  wages  up  to  $16  and  $18  a  in  this  way  we  fail  to  recognize  that  a  sense  of 

week    (they   had   become   so   expert    in   the  thrift,  an  ability  to  spare  and  save,  and  to 

course  of  time),  with  result  that  another  firm  postpone  an  immediate  satisfaction  for  the 

bid  in  the  contract,  amounting  to  many  thou-  sake  of  improved  conditions  in  the  future,  is 

sands  of  dollars  annually.  one  of  the  hardest  and  latest  lessons  learned 

Admitting,  then,  that  conditions  are  very  by  the  white  race,  and  one  only  incompletely 
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learned  as  yet.    How  much  game  have,  we  tunity,  may  we  not  say  that  city  housekeeping 

spared   in  order   to  let   it   grow   up?    The  has  failed  partly  because  women,  the  tradi- 

wanton  destruction  of  game  and  wholesale  tional  housekeepers,  have  not  been  consulted 

denudation  (A  forests  in  this  country  repre-  as  to  its  multiform  activities?    The  men  of 

sent    heedlessness    on    a    scale    unexampled  the  city  have  been  carelessly  indifferent  to 

among    the    savages.    And    while    we    have  much  of  this  civic  housekeeping,  as  they  have 

learned  the  lesson  of  economy  in  a  particu-  always  been,  indifferent  to  the  details  of  the 

laristic  and  industrial  way  we  have  failed  to  household." 

develop  the  idea  that  the  individual  has  a  so-  It  is  idle,  indeed,  to  speak  of  the  exclusion 

cial  value  which  we  cannot  afford  to  destroy,  of  women  from  the  occupations.     They  are 

and  that  in  using  up  the  life  of  the  working  entering  them  from  the  top  and  from  the  bot- 

girl  and  in  the  tolerance  of  an  evil  and  de-  tom.     The   ill-conditioned   are   being   forced 

structive  environment  we  are  playing  havoc  into  them   and    the    well-conditioned — those 

with  our  own  property.     In  certain  of  our  whom  men  have  been  educating  while  deplor- 

great  industrial  organizations,  indeed,  the  em-  ing  the  use  of  their  education — are  already  en- 

ployer  is  already  beginning  to  recognize  that  tering  them  in  considerable  numbers  at  the 

it  is  bad  business  to  put  the  employee  under  top.     And  they  are  finding  new  and  charac- 

an    unendurable    strain.     The    engineers   on  teristic  ways  of  givnng  to  society  that  resen-e 

the  eighteen-hour  trains  of  the  Pennsylvania  of    affection    and  nurture   which   they  have 

road  between  Chicago  and  New  York  work  heretofore    reserved    for  the   child   and    the 

only  ten  days  in  a  month,  and  only  reasonable  home. 

hours  on  those  days.     The  operative  in  this  In  the  year  i9cx>  there  were  more  than 

case  is  a  valuable  part  of  a  valuable  plant,  not  5,000,000  women  gainfully  employed  in  the 

easily  replaced  and  too  precious  to  be  wan-  United  States   (as  against  23,753,836  men), 

tonly  destroyed  or  worked  out  in  the  shortest  the  rate  of  increase  between  1890  and  1900  of 

possible  time.  the  number  of  women  so  employed  was  much 

greater  than  the  corresponding  increase  for 

Thm  Remedy  m  "Civic  Homekeeping"  the  employment  of  men  (for  women  32.8  per 

cent.;  for  men  21.9  per  cent.),  and  the  num- 
By  taking  a  temporary  and  shortsighted  ad-  ber  of  women  gainfully  employed  increased 
vantage  of  the  numerosity,  cheapness  and  help-  more  rapidly  in  the  decade  than  the  female 
lessness  of  women  and  girls  we  are  in  fact  do-  population.     So,  whether  we  wish  it  or  not, 
ing  business  on  a  ruinous  principle.     I  do  not  the  old  order  is  already  changing  rapidly.     It 
believe  that  anyone  in  the  world  has  a  pro-  is  too   late   to  theorize    on   this    point.      It 
gram  that  would  immediately  set  these  mat-  means    simply   that    the   old    idea   that    all 
ters  right,  nor  that  any  committee  of  persons  women  should  live  on  the  activities  of   men 
could   offhand    formulate    such    a    program,  and  should  limit  their  own  interests  to  the 
The  only  way  is  to  work  point  by  point,  by  bearing   and   rearing  of  children    has   gone 
legislation,  sentiment,  experiment,  education,  to  pieces, 
by  the  development  of  good  will,  and  the  sub- 
stitution of  simpler  standards  of  living  among  Mtm'e  Trettimeni  of  Wofmm  m  Vwekuu 
the  more  fortunate  classes.     And  I  think  that 

even  more  women  than  men,  entirely  unin-  But  what  of  the  home?    Shall  the  married 

vited  and  often  unwelcome,  have  been  work-  woman  and  the  mother  undertake  anything 

ing  for  some  years  at  these  questions,  and  seriously  outside  the  home  ?    Yes,  I  think  it  is 

they  have  displayed  a  wonderful  amount  of  psychologically,  if  not  economically,  necessary 

energy,  good  will,  patience  and  ability.     As  a  that  she  should  be  no  exception.     Let  us  for  a 

matter  of  fact  that  occupation  or  rather  that  moment  assume  that  woman's  participation  in 

complex  of  activities  which  would  conserve  industry  and  the  professions  is  of  no  impor- 

those  interests  of  society  so  sadly  neglected  by  tance  from  the  economic  standpoint,  that  men 

politics   has   been   called   by   Miss   Addams  and    machines    are    capable    of    producing 

"civic  housekeeping."     She  says:  "A  city  is  enough  wealth  for  the  family.    And  let  us 

in  many  respects  a  great  business  corporation,  recognize  that  from  the  human  standpoint  na- 

but  in  other  respects  it  is  enlarged  housekeep-  ture  has  been  very  unfair  to  woman,  that  her 

ing.     If  American  cities  have  failed  in  the  life  is  not  a  thing  of  her  own  but  is  imperi- 

first,  partly  because  ofl&ce-holders  have  carried  ously  demanded  by  the  coming  generation, 

with  them  the  predatory  instinct  learned  in  that  "bearing  the  torch  of  life"  is  a  more  im- 

competitive  business,  and  cannot  help  'work-  portant  social  function  than  nature  has  en- 

ing  a  good  thing,'  when  they  have  an  oppor-  trusted  to  any  man,  and  that  there  is  nothing 
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good  enough  for  woman  within  the  power  of  politics  was  that  the  best  form  of  government 
man  to  confer  on  her.  Yet  incarceration  is  a  wise  and  benevolent  despotism,  and  that 
within  the  home  is  the  greatest  curse  that  the  history  of  the  world  is  the  fulfilling  of  the 
could  overtake  the  nervous  system  and  the  will  of  God.  For  these  views  we  have  sub- 
mind  of  woman.  stituted  others — that  the  best  government  is  a 

The  question  is,  in  fact,  fundamentally  one  government  of  the  people,  for  the  people,  by 
of  psychology,  and  from  this  standpoint  there  the  people,  and  that  the  history  of  the  world 
is  no  doubt  that  our  girls  and  women  are  is  a  record  of  the  mind  and  will  of  man.  And 
viciously  treated,  or,  let  us  say,  they  are  in  a  we  have  gone  so  far  as  revolutions  to  estab- 
vicious  psychological  situation,  for  nobody  lish  these  newer  ideals.  To  man  we  grant  a 
bears  them  any  ill  will.  A  principle  firmly  free  personality  and  a  free  choice,  but  to 
established  in  modem  psychology  is  that  there  woman  we  conceded  only  the  status  of  in- 
can  be  no  high  order  of  intelligence  without  a  fancy  and  tutelage — affectionate  but  psycho- 
preponderating  number  of  voluntary  acts,  logically  as  vicious  as  political  or  ecclesiastical 
The  lower  forms  of  life  have  no  real  choice,  absolutism. 

They  have  habitual  reactions  to  a  somewhat  There  is  a  comfortable  side  to  the  theory 
uniform  outside  world,  but  the  outside  world  that  the  wise  and  beneficent  ruler  will  see  that 
controls  them,  in  the  sense  that  they  are  you  sufiFer  nothing  in  this  world,  on  the  sole 
obliged  to  respond  to  all  stimulations.  The  condition  of  your  obedience,  and  that  holy 
moth  does  not  plan  to  fly  into  the  flame,  but  men  will  mediate  for  you  an  eternal  bliss  on 
it  is  drawn  in  as  the  iron  filing  is  drawn  by  the  sole  condition  of  conformity  to  the  will 
the  magnet.  It  has  no  mental  machinery  and  and  doctrine  of  the  church,  and  this  senti- 
no  will  to  choose  or  resist — and  this  we  may  ment  of  attaining  the  good  for  others,  of  con- 
call  the  fatalistic  stage  of  animal  life.  At  the  ferring  it  on  them  instead  of  letting  them  work 
other  end  of  the  scale,  the  human  mind  legis-  it  out  for  themselves,  has  lived  on  in  our 
lates  on  all  suggestions  coming  from  without,  patronage  of  the  poor,  of  the  working  man 
And  it  is  only  on  this  principle  of  selecting  and  of  woman,  even  after  our  formal  repudia- 
some  stimulations  and  rejecting  others,  of  sit-  tion  of  the  principle.  But  this  attitude  is  a 
ting  still  and  picking  and  choosing,  that  you  slur  on  the  mind,  and  its  persistence  in  any 
have  freedom*  of  action,  and  a  situation  in  form  is  an  admission  that  society  has  failed  to 
which  the  individual  controls  the  outside  provide  conditions  within  which  the  mind  can 
world  instead  of  being  controlled  by  it.  freely  realize  itself. 

Now  it  is  possible  to  view  the  whole  of  hu- 
man history  from  the  standpoint  of  the  pro-  The  Law  Thai  the  M&Mf  m  Noi  a 
portion  of  willed  over  unwilled  acts,  of  the  Frivaie  Matter 
preponderance  of  liberty  over  authority.     The 

savage  is  popularly  regarded  as  enjoying  a        I  hope  it  is  not  demanding  too  much  of  the 

state  of  freedom  and  irresponsibility,  but  it  attention  of  the  reader  to  point  out  also  an- 

would  be  possible  to  show,  as  it  has  often  been  other  psychological  principle — that  the  ideally 

shown,  that  he  is  the  most  unfree  person  in  wise  and  sound  choice  is  one  in  which  all  pos- 

the  world.     His  obligation  to  the  customs  of  sible    alternatives   are    considered,    that    any 

his  society,  his  magical  ideas  of  what  he  must  choice,  in  fact,  involves  the  rejection  of  all 

do  and  what  he  may  not  do,  and  his  positive  other  possible  choices  which  present  them- 

horror  of  departure  from  the  usual  are  very  selves,  and  that  consequently  the  most  im- 

nearly  absolutely  binding.    He  views  all  non-  portant  principle  in  mental  life  and  the  essen- 

conformity  from  the  same  standpoint  of  preju-  tial  to  wisdom  is  to  know  the  conditions  of 

dice  and  habituation  from  which  we  view  such  the  world  as  completely  as  possible.     In  this 

a  matter  as  carrying  food  to  the  mouth  with  a  sense  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  private  mind, 

knife.     All  of  his  acts  have  been  socially  pre-  The  mind  must  be  open  to  all  sorts  of  intru- 

determined    for   him.     With    the   growth   of  sions  from  the  outside  world.     There  is  no 

great  states  and  great  religious  systems, — ^with  possibility  of  determining   beforehand   what 

their  absolutism,  despotism,  aristocracy,  om-  information  may  go  into  the  formation  of  a 

niscience,  omnipotence,   predestination,  fore-  judgment,  and  there  is  the  certainty  that  if 

ordination,  will  of  god,  will  of  the  king,  will  full  information  is  absent  the  judgment  will 

of  the  pope,  will  of  the  priest,  will  of  the  mas-  be  imperfect.     The  content  of  the  mind  all 

ter, — we  have  the  power  of  choice  assumed  by  comes,  in  fact,  from  the  outside,  and  the  mind 

a  few  members  of  society  and  negatived  and  must  be  open  to  the  outside  world  in  all  pos- 

paralyzed  in  the  minds  of  the  masses.     The  sible  ways — in  freedom  of  motion,  in  freedom 

most  attractive  formulation  of  this  practice  in  of  conversation,  and  in  freedom  to  explore  all 
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territories — even  the  outlawed  territory  of  sex.  to  special  subjects  gives  in  the  aggregate  more, 

It  would  be  possible  also  to  go  back  to  the  be-  and  more  varied  results,  than  could  be  had  if 

ginning  and  show  that  the  grade  of  mind  of  the  attention  of  all  played  loosely  over  the 

any  species  or  organism  corresponds  with  its  whole  field. 

restricted  or  free  power  of  exploration.     The  The  progress  of  the  world  is  dependent  on 

vegetable  which  does  not  move  at  all  has  no  the  emergence  of  what  we  call  useful  ideas, 

mind   at   all.     The   animal   mind,   which   is  and  these  ideas  almost  invariably  emerge  in 

closed  to  all  but  the  simple  and  monotonous  connection  with  the  occupations.     We  cannot 

stimulations  connected  with  food  and  sex,  re-  control  or  predict  their  appearance,  we  can 

mains  a  simple  and  monotonous  type  of  mind,  only  increase  the  number  of  chances  of  their 

That  period  of  history  when  the  mind  was  not  appearance  by  opening  the  field  of  competi- 

free  to  explore  certain  questions  is  called  the  tion    to    the    maximum    number    of    minds. 

'*dark  ages."    And  the  period  of  democracy,  Galton  has  pointed  out  that  if  a  genius  by 

which  is  from  the  psychological  standpoint  the  any  chance  appears  in  a  community  of  say 

period  of  free  mental  exploration,  is  also  the  .100,000,000  people,  the  value  of  his  work,  of 

period  of  invention,  not  alone  of  the  mechan-  the  ideas  which  he  may  originate,  is  out  of  all 

ical  invention  which  is  so  conspicuous,  but  of  proportion  to  his  numerical  relation  to  the 

such  inventions  as  free  public  schools,  pre-  whole  of  the  population.     Such  an  idea  as 

ventive   medicine,   eugenics,    and   the  evolu-  electricity  sets  thousands  to  work  along  lines 

tionary  view  of  the  world.  which  they  would  otherwise  never  have  en- 

Nor  is  the  case  of  illustrious  men  who  have  tered,  or  gives  a  particular  and  socially  valu- 

withdrawn  themselves  from  society  and  worked  able  direction  to  their  efforts.     And  thus  the 

in  seclusion  an  exception  to  the  law  that  the  sum  of  knowledge  is  built  up  through  those 

mind  is  not  a  private  matter.     The  materials  specialized   pursuits  which   we   call  occupa- 

of  knowledge  are  so  vast  and  so  various  that  tional.     To  exclude  women  from  the  occupa- 

out  of  mere  economy  of  attention  and  time  tions  is  therefore  not  only  to  exclude  them 

we  have  been  compelled  to  resort  to  specializa-  from    those   forms   of    activity    which    most 

tion,  in  which  a  man  is  supposed  to  know  stimulate  the  mind,  but  to  deprive  society  of 

"something  of  everything  and  ever3rthing  of  the  benefits  which  would  follow  both  from 

something."    The  specialist  is  often  very  ill-  their  work  and  from  those  idefc  which  they 

informed  about  things  in  general,   and  our  would  thus  be  put  in  the  way  of  developing, 

schools  attempt  to  anticipate  this  defect  by  And  if  there  is  any  value  in  that  variety  of 

supplying  him  with  a  body  of  "cultural"  ma-  personality  which  compels  men  to  different 

terials  before  allowing  him  to  specialize.     But  fields  of  interest,  it  is  evident  that  women  dif- 

the  narrowest  specialist  is  not  only  filling  in  fering  from  men  in  personality  more  than  men 

his  consciousness  through  experiment,  reflec-  differ  from  one  another,  are  sure  to  contribute 

tion  and  classification,  but  he  lives  in  a  world  unanticipated  results.     Their  admission  is  to 

of  books  which  are  a  short  cut  to  the  opinions  increase  the  probability  of  the  emergence  of 

of  millions  of  men.    He  can  virtually  con-  genius, 
verse  with  any  man,  living  or  dead,  who  has 

anything  of  importance  to  say  to  him,  by  re-  Women  Need  Occug>atiotu 
sort  to  the  printed  page.     And  it  is  even  an 

economy  of  time  to  do  this  through  books  But  I  do  not  contend  that  women  should  go 

rather  than  conversation.  into  the  occupations  so  much  because  the  oc- 
cupations need  them,  though  that  is  also  true, 

Indttttry  impeded  by  Woman'e  Exeluaion  as  because  of  the  need  women  have  of  the  oc- 
cupations.    No  one  is  altogether  either  male 

And  if  I  should  hiere  indicate  the  steps  in  or  female.     The  life  of  men  and  women  cor- 

the    development    of    human    consdousriess,  responds  more  than  it  differs.     There  is  no 

which  I  will  refrain  from  doing,  I  think  it  mental  function  absent  in  either  sex.     The 

would   appear  that   mental  improvement   in  occupations   represent   modes   in   which    the 

both  the  individual  and  the  race  as  a  whole  is  mind  expresses  itself.     They  are  the  moral 

closely  associated  with  the  development  of  the  field,  the  field  of  will,  of  experience,  of  prac- 

occupations.     The  mind  is  a  product  of  ac-  tice,  and  of  concrete  purpose.     In  this  sense 

tivity,  and  the  occupations  are  merely  a  for-  woiic  is  not  a  duty  but  a  right.     Society  may 

mulation    of    activities    along    definite    and  not  only  claim  service  from  the  individual,  but 

habitual  lines.     The  mind  of  man,  indeed,  is  the  individual  may  claim  the  right  to  function, 

not  radically  improved,  but  the  intensive  and  At  present  the  strain  on  women  even  in  the 

unremitting  application  of  attention  by  men  well-to-do  families  is  intolerable.     Their  isola- 
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tion,  the  triviality  of  their  interests  and  their  society  will  more  and  more  assist  the  mother 
dependence  on  the  will  of  another  make  in  his  nurture.  We  must  remember  also  that 
them  nervous  and  intensely  personal,  and  when  women  are  naturally  reared  they  have 
merely  to  relieve  the  tension,  if  for  nothing  an  astonishing  amount  of  energy.  The 
else,  they  should  prepare  themselves  for  an  oc-  records  of  savage  society  and  of  peasant  life 
cupation  which  they  can  practice  before  mar-  still  demonstrate  this,  as  did  the  home  before 
riage,  continue  to  practice  if  they  do  not  enter  the  coming  of  the  machine.  It  may  seem  un- 
marriage,  which  they  may  intermit  in  those  in-  gracious  to  say  so,  but  we  indulge  a  good  deal 
tervals  when  the  child  is  entirely  helpless,  and  in  what  the  rhetoricians  call  the  "pathetic 
which  they  can  resume  when  the  child  is  fallacy"  in  connection  with  the  bearing  of 
adult  and  departed.  Such  a  preparation  children  by  women.  Nature  has  given  them 
would  not  only  overcome  their  feeling  of  de-  an  energy  and  disposition  in  proportion  to 
pendence  but  would  tend  to  make  their  choice  this  very  serious  function,  so  that  under  nor- 
in  marriage  more  rational.  And  I  do  not  think  mal  conditions  it  may  be  classed  among  the 
the  ideals  of  eugenics  can  be  realized  until  pleasures^  almost  among  the  intoxications.  A 
woman  is  as  free  as  man  in  the  choice  of  a  normal  woman  can  bear  children  and  still  re- 
mate,  tain  more  energy  and  more  tenacity  of  life 

Nor  would  I  give  a  very  definite  meaning  to  than  nature  usually  gives  to  man.  The  close 
the  term  occupation.  There  is  no  possible  association  which  we  find  between  marriage 
doubt  that  the  lines  containing  the  occupa-  and  the  abandonment  of  concrete  purposes  is 
tions  will  continue  to  shift  and  that  the  par-  not  therefore  a  sacrifice  to  motherhood  but  a 
ticipation  of  women  will  continue  to  create  habit.  The  ordinary  woman  instantly  and 
new  occupations.  If  the  women  of  enforced  utterly  abandons  all  occupational  preparation 
leisure,  for  instance,  would  shift  their  interests  or  practice  at  the  altar,  and  this  is  quite  aside 
from  dress  and  fashionable  functions  and  from  the  anticipation  of  children.  And  the 
standards,  that  would  constitute  an  occupa-  university  women  succumb  almost  as  com- 
tion  engaging  their  attention  for  some  years,  pletely.  Women  indeed  have  improved  in 
It  is  even  certain  that  motherhood  will  become  their  mental  attitude  toward  life  since  the 
one  of  the  occupations.  The  occupations  im-  early  Victorian  period  to  this  extent,  that  they 
ply  a  preparation  and  a  purpose,  and  we  can-  actually  make  a  preparation  for  life,  which 
not  regard  reproduction  and  the  traditional  they  can  use  in  case  they  do  not  accept  mar- 
home  life  of  women  as  occupational,  because  riage.  But  they  keep  only  a  wavering  eye  on 
mere  reproduction  is  an  organic  act,  fre-  the  occupational  outlook  as  a  makeshift  in 
quently  inadvertent,  and  the  traditional  home  case  of  their  failure  to  realize  on  their  matri- 
life  has  involved  no  adequate  preparation  for  monial  anticipations.  Or  at  any  rate  when 
motherhood.  We  may  fairly  set  down  eu-  marriage  is  proposed  to  them  they  are  unable 
genie  mdtherhood  among  the  occupations,  but  to  abandon  the  traditional  view  that  marriage 
even  then  a  part  of  the  mother's  occupation  means  a  retirement  from  the  world  only  less 
will  be  to  continue  her  concrete  purposes  and  complete  than  retirement  to  a  convent, 
practices  in  the  world  at  large,  and  to  make  Woman's  responsibility  to  the  race  may  well 
excursions  from  the  home  for  the  sake  of  the  be  regarded  as  paramount,  but  it  is  not  over- 
home,  whelming,  and  it  is  neither  wise  nor  kind  to 

regard  her  life  as  a  total  loss  in  all  points  but 

ChtU-bearing  Paramount  But  Not  this  single  one.     It  would  indeed  seem  that 

Overwhohning  opposition  to  woman's  participation  in  the  to- 
tality of  life  is  a  romantic  subterfuge,  resting 

And,  after  all,  it  is  not  fair  play  to  say  that  not  so  much  on  a  belief  in  the  disability  of 

woman's  whole  life  is  demanded  by  the  child,  woman  as  on  the  disposition  of  man^to  ap- 

and  let  it  go  at  that.    Already  the  nurture  of  propriate  conspicuous  and  pleasurable  objects 

the  child  is  carried  on  to  a  large  extent  out-  for  his  sole  use  and  ornamentation.     "^  liUle 

side  of  the  home.    And  if  those  newer  ideals  thing,  bid  all  mine  (rwn,^^  was  one  of  the  re- 

of  the  home  and  the  sentiment  of  eugenics  to  marks  of  Achilles  to  Agamemnon   in  their 

which  I  have  referred  are  realized,  if  the  child  quarrel  over  the  two  maidens,  and  it  contains 

is  not  only  in  theory  but  in  practice  recognized  the  secret  of  man's  world-old  disposition  to 

as  the  main  interest  of  society,  the  family  and  overlook  the  intrinsic  worth  of  woman. 
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Synopiu:    Margaiiu  n  an  extraordiDarily  beautiful  girl  who  hai  been  broudil  up  in  complde  •eclunon 
by  ■  mytterioui  father  in  an  oul-ol-the-way  place  oa  the  coait  not  fu  from  New  Vorf 
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h  Eloger 
>  old  and  a  member  of  an  ariUooatic  Boaton  family.     fWt 
narried.     Winfred  Jerroldt  (known  a*  Jerry)  it  Rogei  Bradley 'i 
hat  frieod.  aikd  it  ii  he  who  it  recounting  theK  reminiacoicei.      He  aho  u  in  love  with  Margarita.     For  leveral  yeari 
Roger  derate*  hinwdf  to  hii  wife'i  education,  tnvellicig  io  Europe.     It  it  here  thai  Margarita  leanii  that  ilie  hai  a 


and  begtm  to  devote  all   bet   time  to  ita  collivBtion  for  ibe  opera,      Barbara  Jeoki  ii  a   companion  and  goTerne 
"  Sue  Paynter    and  the  Rev.  Tyler  Eldei  are  mutual  fiienda.  and   Waller  Carter  ii  Roger  Btadle) 

Mat|siil«  ii  about  to  make  her  Paritian  d^but  on  the  operatic  itage. 


PART  Viri.— IN  WHICH  THE  RIVER  RUSHES  INTO  PERILOUS  RAPIDS 
I.— We  Bring  Our  Pearl  lo  Market 

I    DID  not  hear  Margarita  sing  in  opera  till  Tip  Elder,  who  had  come  over  for  a  much 

the  night  of  her  dibul  in  Faust.     Roger  needed  holiday,  and  Walter  Carter,  who  had 

on  the  contrary,  was  allo\ved  lo  attend  the  been  on  an  errand  lo  Germany,  and  who  had 

last  rehearsals:  Margarita  ver>'  honestly  wished  (of  all  unexpecled  peoplel)  convinced  Madam 

for  his  criticism,  which  she  knew  from  the  very  Bradley  that  her  own  hard  pride  should  no 

fact  of  his  utter  aloofness  from  her  professional  longer  be  forced  to  regulate   her  children's 

interests,  would  Ije  perfectly  unbiased  and  sin-  enmities  and  come  to  extend  the  olive  branch 

cere.     It  was  not   without  a  secret  thrill  of  to  Roger. 

pleasure  through  my  disappointment  that  I  I  was  as  nervous  as  could  be  and  Roger,  I 
acquiesced  in  her  decree;  I  knew  that  she  would  think,  was  not  quite  so  calm  as  he  seemed  and 
be  nervous  with  me,  from  my  very  sympathy  gnawed  his  lower  lip  steadily. 
with  her.  But  Mai^arita,  one  would  suppose,  had  not 
I  can  see  the  Opira  now — the  lights,  the  only  no  nerves  but  not  even  any  self-conscious- 
jewels,  the  mustaches,  the  white  shirt-bosoms,  ness.  She  told  us  afterward  that  before  the 
thelorgnettes.thefatwomenwithprogrammes,  curtain  rose  she  was  nearly  paralyzed  with 
the  great,  shrouding  curtain.  terror  and  was  convinced  that  her  voice  hatl 
Sue  was  there,  pallid  with  excitement,  and  gone— it  caught  in  her  throat.     She  could  not 
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remember  the  words  of  the  Jewel  Song  ^^^g^-^  beside  Margarita.  You  see,  she  was 
and  her  stomach  grew  icy  cold — if  Roger  /ffi^L^M  young,  she  was  sincere  and  ingenuous, 
had  been  there,  she  said,  she  would  ^^^^^f  she  was  slender  and  beautiful — and  she 
have  begged  him  to  take  her  away  and  ^^^^^  had  a  fresh  and  lovely  voice,  well  trained, 
hide  her  on  the  Island!  But  he  was  not  ^PT(jJTP^  into  the  bargain.  She  would  never  have 
there.  No  one  was  there  but  Madame  made  a  great  coloratura  soprano, 
and  her  maid,  and  she  could  not  nm  away  Neither  her  voice  nor  her  temperament  in- 
alone,  clined     to     this.     She     belonged,     properly 

When  she  sat  spinning  at  her  wheel  behind  s()eaking,  to  the  advance  guard  of  the  natural 

the  layers  of  gauze,  and  Faust  saw  her  in  his  method,  the  school  of  intelligence  and  subtle 

dream,  her  legs  shook  so  that  she  could  not  dramatic  skill.     I  cannot  imagine  Margarita  a 

work  the  treadle.  .  But  when  she  paced  slowly  stout,  tightly  laced,  high-heeled  creature,  ad- 

onto  the  scene  in  her  grey  gown  all  worked  vancing  to  the  footlights,  jewelled  finger  tips 

with  tiny,  nearly  invisible  little  butterflies —  on  massive  chest,  emitting  a  series  of  staccato 

they  had  made  her  put  aside  the  big  ones — she  fireworks  interspersed  with  thrills  and  scales 

was  as  calm  and  composed  as  the  chorus  around  apropos  of  nothing  in  this  world  or  the  next, 
her  and  her  voice  was  as  beautiful  as  I  have  ever        Such  performances  constituted  Roger's  main 

heard  it.  objection  to  the  opera,  and  though  he  was  con- 

**The  child  was  born  for  the  stage,  there  is  sidered  Philistine  once,  it  is  amusing  to  see  how 

no  doubt!"     Sue  whispered  to  me  excitedly,  the  tide  of  even  popular  opinion  is  setting  his 

and  I  nodded  hastily,  not  wishing  to  lose  a  note  way,  now. 
or  a  movement.  So  in  the  great  final  trio,  Margarita  did  not 

It  was  her  best  known  part  and  she  was  very  show  at  her  best,  perhaps;  the  situation  seemed 

lovely  and  magnetic  in  it,  but  I  do  not  think  it  strained,  unreal,  and  the  final  shriek  a  little 

really  suited  her  so  well  as  the  Wagner  dramas  high  for  her.     But  oh,  what  a  lovely  creature 

would  have,  later.     It  is  with  Marguerite  as  a  she  was,  alone  in  her  cell!  What  lines  her  supple 

great  English  comedienne  expressed  it  to  me  figure  gave  the  loose  prison  robe,  what  poignant, 

some  years  later,  of  Juliet:  one  must  be  forty  simple,  cruelly-deserted  grief,  poured  from  her 

to  play  it  properly — and  then  one  is  too  old  to  big,  girlish  eyes!  And  I  do  not  believe  anyone 

play  it  properly!  will  ever  again  make  such  exquisite  pathos  of 

But  what  a  gait  she  had!    Her  stride  just  the  poor  creature's  crazed  return  to  her  first 

fitted  the  stage,  her  carriage  of  neck  and  head  meeting  with  her  lover.     So  clearly  did  she 

was  such  as  great  artists  have  worked  years  to  picture  to  herself  this  early  scene  that  we  all 

attain — and  she  was  unconscious  of  it.     Her  saw  it  too,  and  lived  it  over  again  with  the  poor 

eyes  looked  sky  blue  under  the  blonde  wig,  and  child, 
the  blonde  tints  were  lovely,  if  not  so  fasci- 
natingly surprising  as  her  own.  "  Ni  belle,  ni  demoiselle    .    .     ." 

When  she  stopped,  fixed  her  great  eyes  upon 

Faust  reproachfully  and  sang,  like  a  sweet.  It  was  the  whole  of  love  betrayed,  abandoned, 

truthful  child,  yet  loving  and  forgiving,  that  little  phrase;  and 

I  staunchly  insist  that  the  good  Papa  Gounod 

Non,  monsieur,  je  ne  suis  hellel  deserves  credit  for  it,  sentimentalist  though  he 

Ni  belle,  ni  demoiselle    ....  be! 

It  was  after  the  garden  love-scene  that  she 

A  little  sigh  of  pleasure  ran  through  the  au-  won  her  recalls,  over  and  over  again.    Above 

dience:  she  won  them  then  and  there.     It  the  great  sheaf  of  hot-house  daisies  I  sent  up  to 

seemed    incredible    that    she    was    acting — it  the   footlights   she   bowed    and   bowed    and 

seemed  that  she  must  be  real  and  that  the  others  smiled,  and  the  jewels  flashed  on  her  white 

were  trying  to  surround  her  with  the  reality  she  shoulders  and  the  yellow  braids  shook  at  her 

expected,  as  best  they  could.     She  had  the  deep,  triumphant  breaths,  as  she  beamed  out 

sweet  purity  of  tone — the  candor,  if  I  may  so  over  us  all  the  wonderful,  all-embracing  smile  of 

call  it,  often  associated  with  delicate,  small  the  bom  artist,  that  cannot  be  taught.     Part 

voices  and  singers  of  cool,  rather  inexpressive  of  that  brilliant  smile  came  straight  into  my 

temperaments.     But  Brunhilde  was  the  part  misted  eyes,  back  in  the  loge,  and  so  extra- 

for  her,  and  Brunhilde  was  not  cool  and  any-  ordinary  is  the  power  of  such  a  success,  so  com- 

thing  but  inexpressive.  pletely  does  that  row  of  footlights  cut  off  the 

The  only  Marguerite  I  have  ever  seen  since  victor  from  us  who  applaud  below  that  I,  even 

that  resembled  hers  was  Mme.  Calv^'s,  and  the  I,  who  had  literally  taught  this  girl  some  of  the 

French  artist  seemed  studied  and  conscious  ordinary  reserves  of  decent  society,  who  had 
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found  her  a  savage  (socially  speaking)  ^^^^S/  ^^  ^^^  plump  and  eager  lenore  rohustOy  a 
only  two  years  ago,  now  bowed  low  to  jfj^^Sm  sudden  disgust  and  fury  at  the  imper- 
her,  dazed,  humble  as  the  man  beside  JLj^lH  turbable  unfairness  of  that  same  in- 
me  who  never  saw  her  before.  '^uS^     scrutable  Dame  washed  over  me  like  a 

How  they  pounded  and  cried,  those  wave  and  I  could  have  wept  like  the  silly 

amusing,     sophisticated,    babyish    Parisians!  Frenchman. 

"  Brava,  la  petite  I "  I  hear  the  old  gentleman  Do  not  be  too  scornful  of  that  sad  and  sordid 

now  that  turned  to  me  in  amazement,  chatter-  little  stage  story,  ye  rising  generation — it  is  not 

ing  like  a  well-preserved,  middle-aged  monkey;  for  nothing  that  the  great  stupid  Public  of  older 

*^but  it  is  that  it  is  an  American,  they  tell  me?  days,  ignorant  alike  of  Teutonics  and  Chro- 

Ca  y  est,  alorsl  It  is  extraordinary,  then,  *m-  matics,  but  wise  in  pity  and  terror  as  old  Aris- 

payablel  Je  n*en  reviens  pas/*'  totle   knew,   took   it   to   their  conmionplace 

**  And  why,  monsieur?"  I  asked.  hearts!  Do  not  trouble  yourselves  to  explain  to 

"For  the  reason,  simply,  that  it  is  well  known  me  that  Gretchen  was  but  an  episode  in  a  great 

how  they  are  cold,  those  women,  cold  as  ice,  cosmic  philosophy;  I  knew  it  once,  when  I  was 

every  one.    But  this  one — monsieur,  I  have  young  like  you.    But  I  am  nearly  sixty  now — 

seen  many  Marguerites ,  I  who  speak  to  you,  worse  luck! — and  I  see  why  the  cosmic  phil- 

but  never  before  has  it  arrived  to  me  to  envy  osophy  has  been  quietly  buried  and  the  episode 

that  fat  Faust  I"  remains  immortal!  And  so  will  you  some  day. 

And  I  (to  whom  he  spoke)  believed  him  It  was  a  great  success  for  Madame  and 
thoroughly,  I  assure  you.  Though  I  doubt  if  she  basked  in  it,  she  had  even  a  compliment 
the  portly  tenor  was  much  flattered,  for  he  had  for  Roger.  In  our  gay  little  supper,  after- 
accepted  the  r61e  with  the  idea  of  carrying  off  ward,  we  had  all  a  kind  word — an  almost  pa- 
the  honors  of  the  evening,  and  exhibited,  in  the  thetically  kind  word — ^for  Roger.  Marga- 
event,  not  a  little  of  that  acrimony  which  is  so  rita  herself  had  never  been  so  attentive  to  him, 
curiously  inseparable  from  any  coUection  of  the  so  eager  for  his  ungrudging  praise,  so  openly 
world's  great  song-birds.  Ever  since  Music,  affectionate  with  him.  He  was  very  kind,  very 
heavenly  maid,  was  young,  she  has  been  so  gentle,  but  in  a  quiet  way  he  discouraged  her 
notoriously  at  variance  with  her  fellow  musi-  demonstrative  sweetness  and  led  her  to  talk  of 
cians  as  to  force  the  uninitiated  into  all  sorts  of  her  professional  future.  In  her  eyes  as  she 
cynical  conclusions!  Such  as  the  necessity  for  looked  at  him  over  her  wine  glass  I  seemed  to 
some  kind  of  handicap  for  all  these  harmonies,  see  something  I  had  never  seen  before,  a  sort  of 
some  make-weight  for  these  unnaturally  per-  frightened  pity;  not  the  terror  of  a  child  cut  off 
feet  chords.  And  it  is  but  due  to  the  various  by  the  crowd  from  its  guardian,  but  rather  the 
artists  to  admit  that  they  supply  these  counter-  fear  of  one  who  sees  a  one-time  comrade  on  the 
checks  bravely.  other  side  of  a  widening  flood,  and  regrets  and 

Well,  I  suppose  they  would  be  too  happy  if  it  fears  for  him  and  pities  his  loss  and  loneliness, 

were  all  as  harmonious  as  it  sounds,  and  we  but  is  driven  by  Destiny  and  cannot  cross  over, 

should  all  (the  poor  songless  rest  of  us)  kill  I  wondered  if  the  others  saw  it  too,  but  dared 

ourselves  for  jealousy!   And  if  the  fat  Faust  not  discover. 

had  really  been  as  supremely  blissful  as  he  It  was  not  altogether  a  happy  pe/i/ 5(w^,  you 

should  have  been  when  Margarita,  with  that  see;  I  often  think  of  it  when  I  assist  at  similar 

indiscribably  lovely  bending  twist  of  her  elastic  gatherings,  and  wonder  to  myself  if  in  all  the 

body,  drooped  out  of  her  canvas,  rose-wreathed  glory  and  under  all  the  triumph  there  is  not 

cottage  window  and  threw  her  white  arms  some  dark  spot  unknown  to  us  flattering  guests, 

about  his  neck  in  the  most  touching  and  sug-  some  tiny  gulf  that  is  growing  restlessly  though 

gestive   abandon   I   have   ever   seen   on  the  we  throw  in  never  so  many  flowers  and  jewek 

operatic  stage — why,  we  should  have  been  re-  to  fill  it.    The  wheel  turns  ever,  and  no  pleas- 

gretfully  obliged  to  tear  him  to  pieces,  Roger  ure  of  ours  but  is  built  on  the  shifting  sand 

and  I  and  Walter  Carter  (I  am  afraid)  and  the  of  some  one's  pain,  even  as  Alif  told  me. 

well  presen'ed  Frenchman!  We  had  the  Valentin  of  the  opera,  a  dapper 

She  was  not  so  philosophical  as  Goethe  nor  little  Frenchman,  with  us  (I  forget  his  name: 

so  saccharine  as  Gounod,  our  Margarita,  and  I  he  had  been  very  kind  to  Margarita  and  stood 

don't  know  that  I  am  more  sentimental  than  between  her  and  the  senseless  jealousy  of  the 

another;  but  when  the  poor  child  in  all  her  love  big,  handsome  tenor  more  than  once)  and  I 

and  ignorance  and  simple  intoxication  with  heard  him  as  we  left  the  table  remark  signifi- 

that  sweet  and  terrible  brew  that  Dame  Na-    cantly  to  Mme.  M i,   with  a  glance  at 

ture  never  ceases  concocting  in  her  secret  still-  Roger: 

rooms,  handed  her  white  self  over  so  trustfully  ** Monsieur  is  not  artiste,  then?" 
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"  Surely  that  sees  itself  ?  "  returned  the    /^J^^KX   ^ave  become  her  like  Margarita's  leaving 

famous  teacher  with  a  shrug.  ^SS&J®'   ^^  ^^>  ^  ^™  ^^^^* 

**Un  mart  complaisant j  alors?"  said     jff[f/V^       Roger  ceased  to  go  after  the  first  per- 
the  baritone  lightly.  ^jj^l^    formances,  and  indeed  he  was  very  busy, 

Madame  had  never  liked  Roger,  and      ^^^^^     ^^^  crossed  the  ocean  more  than  once 

was,  moreover,  a  somewhat  prejudiced  person,  in  the  American  interests  of  his  French  and 

but  even  her  feelings  could  not  prevent  the  English  clientele.      But  whoever  stopped  at 

irrepressible  chuckle  that  greeted  this.  home  or  went,  whoever  applauded  or  yawned, 

"Do  not  think  it,  my  friend — jamais  de  la  whoever  approved   of   the  present  status  of 

v*V/"  she  answered  quickly,  with  a  frank  gri-  the  Bradley  family  or  disapproved,  one  gaunt 

mace  as  she  caught  my  eye  and  guessed  that  I  figure  never  left  Margarita's  side  from  the 

had  overheard.  moment  she  left  her  door  till   she  returned 

No,  one  could  not  imagine  Roger  as  the  to  it    (except   for  the   inevitable  separations 

"  husband  of  his  wife. "    It  simply  couldn't  be  of   the  actual  stage-scene,  and   I  think  she 

supposed.  regretted  the  necessity  for  these!)   This  figure 

I  had  very  little  to  say  to  him  that  night,  was  Barbara  Jencks's,  and  hers  were  the  cool, 

myself.     I  felt  clumsy  and  tactless,  somehow,  uncompromising  eyes  into  which  the  enraptured 

and  certain  that  what  I  might  say  would  be  too  devotee  gazed  when  he  followed  his  card  into 
much  or  too  little.                                                 *  the  drawing-room,  hers  the  strong  and  knuckly 

It  was  Tip  whose  cheery  "How  wonderfully  hands  that  put  his  flowers  into  water  and  his 

fine  she  was,  Roger!  How  proud  you  must  be  more  valuable  expressions  of  regard  back  into 

of  her!"  saved  the  day  and  gave  us  a  chance  to  their  velvet  cases,  previous  to  re-addressing 

shake  hands  and  leave  them  in  the  flower-  them.     She  drove  with  Margarita,  when  Sue 

filled  coup^.  Paynter  did  not,  and  would  have  ridden  with 

Well,  after  that  it  was  all  the  same  thing,  her,  I  verily  believe,  had  not  Carter  and  I  vol- 

Exercise,  practise,  performance,  success;  then  unteered  to  supply  that  deficiency, 

sleep,  and  exercise  again,  da  capo.  It  was  she  who  received  that  astonished  and. 

She  was  a  prima  donna  now,  our  little  Mar-  I  fear,  disappointed  kiss  from  the  German 

garita,  a  successful  artist,  a  public  character,  officer  at  Brussels,  when  the  students  drew 

"Margarita  Josepha"  Madame  had  christened  Margarita's  carriage   home  from    the    opera 

her,  for  twenty  years  ago  simple  American  sur-  house  after  her  astonishing  triumph  in  the  last 

names  found  no  favor  with   the  impresario,  act  of  Siegfried,    It  was  an  absurd  part  for  her 

and  **cette  charmante  Mme,  Josepha,^'  ** artiste  — she  had  never  done  Elsa  nor  Elizabeth^  and 

vraiment   ravissante^^^    etc.,    etc.,    the   critics    Mme.  M i  was  very  angry  with  her.   Herr 

called  her.  M 1,  the  great  director,  spent  the  summer 

As  Juliet  she  looked  her  loveliest,  as  Mar-  in  Italy  and  Switzerland  and  w^as  with  our  party 

gueriie  she  acted  the  best,  as  Aida  she  sang  nearly  all  of  the  time.     Purely  to  please  him- 

most  wonderfully.     Indeed  it  was  this  last  that  self  he  taught  Margarita  the  role  of  Brunhilde 

captured  London  and  gave  rise  to  the  much  in  Siegfried  and  insisted  on  her  singing  it  that 

exaggerated  affair  of  the  Certain  Royal  Per-  winter  in  Brussels  under  him.     It  was  wonder- 

sonage.     She  sang  Aida  twelve  times  in  one  ful,  and  showed  me  what  her  real  forte  was  to 

season  (going  to  London  from  Paris)  and  the  be.     She  was  Brunhilde,  she  did  not  need  to  act 

boys  whistled  the  airs  through  the  streets  and  it.     How  the  Master  himself  would  have  rev- 

the  bands  played  from  it  whenever  she  rode  in  eled  in  her! 

the  Park.     I  myself  saw  the  diamond  bracelet  She  was  very  teachable — one  of  the  most 

Miss  Jencks  returned  to  the  Duke  of  S (we  certain  indications  of  her  great  capacities.  Her 

did  not  tell  Roger,  by  mutual  consent,  till  much  Marguerite  was  almost  entirely  her  own,  for  she 

later)  and  the  Queen's  pearl-set  brooch  when  had  not  learned  how  to  use  dramatic  instruc- 

she  sang  at  Windsor  marked  at  least  one  satis-  tion;  her  Aida  was  almost  Madame's  own,  for 

fying  unanimity  among  members  of  the  Royal  she  had  learned  then,  and  besides,  did  not  un- 

Family.  derstand  the  character;  her  Brunhilde  was  her- 

I  took  Mary  along  afterward,  to  hear  Mme.  self,  trained  and  assisted  into  the  best  canons 

G i  in  the  part  Margarita  made  famous  in  of  interpretation  by  a  loyal  Wagnerian.     It  is 

London,  and  when  the  tears  rolled  down  the  a  short  part,  of  course,  but  it  showed  what  she 

child's  face  as  poor  A  ida  (that  barbaric  ro-  could  have  done  with  the  rest  of  it.     At  thirty- 

manesque)     dies    in    melody,  portly,  though  five  she  could  have  done  the  whole  Ring;  at 

starving,  and  unconvincingly  pale,  I  wished  she  forty  I  believe  no  one  could  have  equaled  her. 

might  have  seen  her  mother.     There  was  a  Carter  got  himself  snarled  hopelessly  into  a 

death!    Nothing  in  Aida^s  life  could  possibly  tangle  with  the  government  officials  in  Berlin 
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(he  was  no  diplomat,  though  a  good  fel-     Ar     ^      II.— Arabian  Nights  In  England 
low,  and  wild  about  Margarita,  so  that    ^dS^JD 

poor  little  Alice  had    more   than   one      I^mR  I  had  much  to  reconstruct  that  season 

bad  quarter-hour,  I'm  afraid)  and  it  j^ttlH^  ^^  regard  to  Margarita.  I  had  found 
took  Roger  a  great  deal  of  Bradley   in-  ^  her  once  before,  in  Paris,  no  longer  a 

fiuence  with  the  American  consul — a  Bos-  child,  but  a  woman;  I  found  her  now  no  woman 
tonian — and  a  lot  of  patient  correspondence  merely,  but  a  woman  of  the  world.  It  seems  in- 
to unravel  his  unlucky  brother-in-law.  This  credible,  indeed,  and  I  have  puzzled  over  it 
gave  Roger  a  good  excuse  for  being  in  and  many  an  hour  when  the  demon  of  sciatica  has 
near  Germany;  whether  he  would  have  stayed  clawed  at  my  hip  and  Hodgson's  faithful  hands 
without  it,  I  don't  know.  have  dropped  fatigued  from  his  ministrations. 

The  work  on  Napoleon  was  done:  he  had  How  she  did  it,  how  an  untrained,  emotional  little 
labored  over  it  in  Rome  during  the  summer  and  savage,  with  hands  as  quick  to  strike  as  the 
Margarita  had  been  very  sweet,  refusing  more  paws  of  a  cub  lioness,  with  tongue  as  unbridled 
than  one  invitation  (at  Sue  Paynter's  earnest  as  the  tongue  of  a  four-year-old,  with  no  more 
request)  to  stay  with  him.  But  it  was  only  too  religion  than  a  Parisian  houlevardier^  with  not 
evident  that  she  did  not  wholly  wish  to  stay  and  one-tenth  the  instruction  of  a  London  board- 
that  such  a  situation  could  not  last  long.  Herr    school  child — how  such  a  creature  became  in 

M 1  kept  her  interested,  and  Seidl,  whom  *  two  years  an  (apparently)  finished  product  of 

he  sent  for  to  hear  her  practising  for  Siegfried^  civilization,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  comprehend, 
was  most  enthusiastic  about  her  and  displayed  That  she  did  it  is  certain.  My  own  eyes  have 
his  admiration  a  little  too  strongly  for  our  peace  seen  Boston  Brahmins  drinking  her  tea  grate- 
of  mind.  His'  was  a  developing,  forcing  in-  fully;  my  own  ears  have  heard  New  York  fash- 
fluence,  and  Margarita  showed  the  effect  of  it  ionables  babbling  in  her  drawing-room.  As 
wonderfully;  he  inspired  her  to  her  best  efforts,  for  London,  she  dominated  one  whole  season, 
and  Mme.  M i  was  terribly  jealous  of  him.     and  not  to  be  able  to  bow  to  her,  when  she  rode 

Roger  and  he  had  what  must  be  confessed  on  her  grey  gelding  of  a  morning,  was  to 
was  a  quarrel  (though  the  newspaper  accounts  argue  oneself  unbowed  to  I  Paris  can  never 
of  a  duel  were,  of  course  absurd)  over  the  ad-  forget  her,  for  did  she  not  invent  an  entirely 
visability  of  her  singing  privately  for  a  young  new  Marguerite?  And  the  Republic  of  Art  is  not 
German  princeling  whom  Seidl  was  very  ungrateful.  She  would  have  been  a  social 
anxious  to  honor — ^he  was  then  introducing  the  success  in  Honolulu  or  Lapland,  the  witch ! 
Wagnerian  dramas  into  America  and  had  not  Whether  her  ancestor  the  prince  or  her  an- 
been  long  director  of  the  Metropolitan  Opera  cestress  the  actress  made  her  development 
House,  New  York.  It  all  smoothed  over  and  possible,  whether  her  Connecticut  grand- 
we  agreed  to  forget  it,  all  of  us,  but  SeidPs  father  or  her  Virginia  grandmother  taught  her, 
pride  was  hurt  and  Roger  had  done  what  I  had  how  much  she  owed  her  bandit  father  who  de- 
not  seen  him  do  for  fifteen  years — lost  his  tem-  fied  the  world  and  her  mother,  the  nun,  who 
per  badly.  He  was  not  pleasant  in  a  temper,  won  it — both  for  love — who  shall  say? 
old  Roger,  like  all  men  of  strong,  controlled  When  I  look  back  on  those  wonderful 
natures,  and  Margarita  learned  a  lesson  that  day  months  I  find  that  the  fanciful  sprite  whose 
that  she  never  forgot,  I  suppose.  I  believe  if  on  province  it  is  to  tint  imperishably  the  choice 
the  strength  of  that  impression  he  had  carried  pictures  that  shall  brighten  the  last  grey  days, 
her  off  bodily — flung  her  over  his  saddle-bow,  has  selected  for  my  gallery  not  those  hours 
as  it  were,  and  ceased  to  respect  her  rights  for  when  the  footlights  stretched  between  us, 
twenty-four  hours,  we  should  all  have  been  though  one  would  suppose  them  beyond  all 
spared  much  strain  and  suffering.  But  he  doubt  the  most  brilliant,  but  quaint,  unex- 
regretted  his  violence  and  told  her  so,  which  pected  bits,  sudden,  unrehearsed  scenes  that 
was  fatal,  or  so  it  seemed  to  me.  There  are  stand  out  like  tiny,  jeweled  landscapes  viewed 
occasions  when  not  to  take  advantage  of  a  through  a  reversed  telescope,  or  white  sudden 
woman  is  to  be  unfair  to  her,  and  Margarita  statues  at  the  end  of  a  dark  corridor, 
was  very  much  a  woman.  There  is  that  delicious  afternoon  when  we 

Well,  well,  it's  all  over  now,  and  we  have  no  went,  she  and  I  and  Sue  Paynter  and  an  in- 
need  to  regret  that  we  did  not  try  a  different  fatuated  undergrad,  to  Oxford  together,  and 
way.  It  may  be  we  should  have  had  to  pay  a  ate  strawberries  and  hot  buttered  tea-cake  and 
greater  price — for  nothing  lacks  its  price-mark  extraordinary'  little  buns  choked  with  plums, 
on  life's  counter,  more's  the  pity,  and  if  we  are  and  honey  breathing  of  clover  and  English 
deceived  by  long  credit-accounts,  the  more  meadows,  and  drank  countless  cups  of  strong 
fools  we!  English   tea  with   blobs  of  yellow,   frothing 
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cream  atop.  Heavens,  how  we  ate,  and 
how  we  talked,  and  how  tolerantly  the 
warm,  grey  walls,  ivy  hung  and  statue 
niched,  smiled  through  the  long,  opal 
English  sunset  at  our  frivolous  and 
ephemeral  chatter!  They  have  listened  to  so 
much,  those  walls,  and  we  shall  perish  and 
wax  old  as  a  garment,  and  still  the  tea  and 
strawberries  shall  brew  and  bloom  along 
the  emerald  turf,  and  infatuated  youths  shall 
cross  their  slim,  white-flanneled  legs  and 
hang  upon  the  voice  of  their  charmer.  Not  the 
pyramids  themselves  give  me  that  sense  of  the 
continuity  of  the  generations,  the  ebb  and  flow 
of  youth  and  youth *s  hot  loves  and  hot  regrets 
and  the  inexorable  twilight  that  makes  placid 
middle  age,  as  do  those  grey  walls  and  bloom- 
ing closes  of  what  I  sometimes  think  is  the  very 
heart's  core  of  England.  My  mother's  coun- 
trymen may  fill  London  with  their  national 
caravansaries  and  castles  with  their  nation's 
lovely  (if  somewhat  nasal)  daughters,  but  Ox- 
ford shall  defy  them  forever. 

The  infatuated  undergrad  was  the  owner  of 
a  banjo,  an  instrument  hitherto  unknown  to 
Margarita  and  in  regard  to  which  she  was 
vastly  curious,  and  at  her  request  he  and  three 
of  his  mates  blushingly  sang  for  her  some  of  the 
American  negro  melodies  then  so  popular 
among  them.  She  was  delighted  with  them 
and  soon  began  to  hum  and  croon  uncon- 
sciously, the  velvet  of  her  voice  mingling  most 
piquantly  with  their  sweet  throaty  English 
singing.  By  little  and  little  her  tones  swelled 
louder  and  more  bell-like;  theirs  softened 
gradually  till  the  harmony,  so  simple,  yet  so  in- 
evitable, dwindled  to  the  merest  echo  and 
barely  breathed  the  quaint,  primitive  words. 


^m 


could  not  say  for  my  life.  I  suppose  they 
must  have  been  some  garden  party — I 
distinctly  recall  the  gaiters  of  a  bishop 
and  the  colored  linings  of  more  than  one 
doctor's  hood  among  them.  They  are  as 
sudden,  as  unexplained  in  my  memory,  as 
those  crowds  in  dreams,  so  definite,  so  in- 
dividualized, where  haunting,  special  faces 
stand  out  and  hands  clasp  and  shoulders 
touch — and  all  fades  away.  Around  the  vivid 
emerald  lawn  they  group  themselves,  and  Mar- 
.  garita,  a  pearl  in  pearly  trailing  laces,  sits  on  a 
stone  bench,  defaced  and  mossy,  in  the  center, 
at  the  back;  the  lads  adore  at  her  feet,  the 
banjo  drops  tinkling  handfuls  of  chords  at  in- 
tervals, the  birds  flutter  through  the  ivy  over- 
head, the  watered  turf  smells  strong  and  sweet 
in  the  fan-like  rays  of  the  slow  sun;  bright 
pencils  of  yellow  light  fall  like  stained  glass 
among  the  immemorial  ivy;  the  day  goes, 
softly,  pensively.     .     .     . 


"  Toll  the  bell  Jor  lovely  Nell 


»» 


"  Nellie  was  a  lady — 
Last  night  she  died 


n 


Those  deep  tones  of  hers,  stolen  from  envious 
contraltos,  turned  in  our  ears  to  a  mourning 
purple;  a  sombre,  tender  gloom  haunted  us, 
and  the  sorrow  of  life,  that  alon^  binds  us  to- 
gether who  live,  hung  like  a  lifting  cloud  over 
all  who  came  within  the  magic  radius  of  her 
voice.  The  people  gathered  like  bees  to  a 
honeycomb  from  all  sides;  black  caps  and  pale 
clear  draperies  drifted  into  a  wondering  circle; 
the  clink  of  cups,  the  murmur  of  gentle  English 
voices  died  softly  away  and  the  silence  that  was 
always  her  royal  right  spread  around  her. 

"  Toll  the  beU  for  lovely  Nell, 

My  dark     .     .     .     Virginia     .     .     .bride/" 

Who  they  were,  those  listening  hundreds,  I 


"Ah!"  they  sigh  and  melt,  and  I  see  nothing 
more.     But  the  picture  is  safe. 

Then  there  was  the  famous  house-party 
down  in  Surrey,  whither  the  elect  of  England, 
for  some  reason  or  other,  seem  to  gravitate; 
whether  because  the  long  midsummer  Surrey 
days  appear  to  them  the  last  stage  on  the  way 
to  a  peaceful,  well-ordered  heaven,  in  case  they 
expect  to  spend  eternity  there,  or  a  temporary 
solace,  in  case  they  don't!  Sue,  to  whom  all 
musical  Europe  opened  its  doors  on  poor 
Frederick's  account,  had  taken  Margarita,  to 
whom  the  said  doors  were  gladly  opening  on 
her  own,  to  one  of  the  famous  country  houses 
of  a  county  famous  for  such  jewels,  and  when 
Roger  and  I  turned  up  there,  who  should  our 
host  be  but  one  of  my  old  schoolmates  at  Vevay 
— ^younger  son  of  a  younger  son,  then,  and  un- 
important to  a  degree,  but  advanced  since  by 
one  of  those  series  of  family  holocausts  that  so 
change  English  county  history,  to  be  the  head 
of  a  great  house  and  lord  of  more  acres  than 
seems  quite  discreet — until  one  is  in  a  position 
to  slap  the  lord  on  the  shoulder! 

To  Sue  and  me,  the  soft-shod  luxury,  the 
studious,  ripe  comfort  of  the  great,  hedged  es- 
tablishment, were  frankly  marvelous,  accus- 
tomed as  we  were  to  the  many  grades  and 
stages  of  domestic  prosperity  between  this  rose- 
lined  ease  and  little-a-year;  but  Margarita,  to 
whom  the  old  red  jersey  of  the  Island  was  no 
more  real  than  the  barbaric  trappings  of 
Aida,  who  accepted  shells  from  Caliban  or 
diamonds  from  Mephistopheles  with  equal 
sang-froid,  displayed   an  indifference  to  her 
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surroundings  as  regal  as  it  was  sincere.  ^^^^T"  to  bestow  upon  this  Fortunate  Youth 
Indeed,  the  two  simplest  people  at  that  ^^^Sr  enough  musical  ability  to  have  made  the 
party,  (famous  for  years  in  country-house  J^B^  fortune  of  a  pair  of  Blind  Toms,  so  that 
annals  as  the  most  brilliant  gathering  of  ^^^     he  could  play  any.  and  all  instruments, 

wellrmixed  rank  and  talent  that  ever  fought  instinctively    apparently,     and     almost 

with  that  arch-enemy  of  the  leisured  classes,  equally  well.     He  played  also  by  ear,  with 

Ennui,    and    throttled    him   successfully    for  the  greatest  ease,  the  most  complicated  har- 

seventy-two    hours)    were    the   wife    of    an  monies,    and    could    accompany    anybody's 

American  attorney-at-law  and  the  eldest  son  singing  or  playing  of  anything  whatever — ^if  he 

of  England's  greatest  duke — the  most  eligi-  happened  to  be  in  the  mood  for  it. 

blc  parti  in  the  United  Kingdom,  a  youth  of  ''It  is  a  thousand  pities  that  one  could  not 

head-splitting  lineage  and  fabulous' possessions,  have  found  him  in  the  gutter,  that  boy,"  as 

They  sat  together  on  the  floor  of  a  chintz-  M.  Saint-Saens  confided  to  me,  "it  would  have 

hung  breakfast  room,  spinning  peg-tops  all  been  of  service  to  him! *' 

over  the  polished  wax,  for  two  rainy  hours  Which  remark,  being  overheard,  scandalized 

before  dinner  (which  function  was  delayed  half  many  good  British  souls  horribly  and  caused 

an  hour  to  please  them,  to  the  awed  wonder  of  the  Youth  to  blush  with  perfectly  ingenuous 

the  lesser  guests  and  the  apoplectic  amuse-  and  modest  pleasure. 

ments  of  the  young  peer's  father),  and  were  the  He  sat  down  at  the  great  Steinway  and  ran 

only  occupants  of  the  great  house,  except  three  his  long  white  fingers  loosely  over  the  keys,  and 

collie  pups  who  sat  with  them,  to  see  nothing  said  to  Margarita,  while  the  butler  gazed  in 

odd  in  the  performance,  though  Saint-Saens  agony  at  his  mistress  and  the  other  guests,  all 

was  come  over  from  Paris  to  accompany  Mar-  arrayed  for  one  of  the  climaxes  of  one  of  Eng- 

garita  on  the  piano  and  the  princess  of  a  royal  land's  most  temperamental  importations  from 

family  was  dressed  in  her  palpitating  best  for  the  kitchens  of  France,  stood  divided  between 

the  best  reason  in  the  world  not  unconnected  interest  and  foreboding, 

with  the  son  of  an  historic  house!  "I  say,  Mrs.  Bradley,  can  you  sing  *Bid  me 

Du  Maurier  drew  a  picture  of  it  for  Punch  in  Good-by  and  Go?'  I'm  awfully  fond  of  that. " 

his  very  best  manner  (it  went  the  length  and  "I  can  sing  it  if  it  is  here,"  said  Margarita 

breadth  of  England),  and  then,  at  Roger's  placidly,  "why  not?" 

grave  request,  withdrew  it  from  the  ail-but-  "Oh,  it's  safe  to  be  here, ".he   answered 

printed  page  and  gracefully  presented  him  with  easily,  and  sure  enough,  it  was  there,  in  a 

it.     It  was  wonderfully  characteristic  of  both  cabinet  close  by. 

of  them  and  prettily  done  on  both  sides,  to  my  Well,  it  was  banal  enough,  heaven  knows — 

old  fashioned  way  of  thinking.  how  else  could  it  have  been  popular  ?  Lincoln 

Well,  it  was  after  that  top-spinning  that  was  not  a  musician,  so  far  as  I  know,  but  he 

Margarita  and  the  Fortunate  Youth  jumped  knew  that  one  can't  fool  all  the  people  aU  the 

up  carelessly,  kicked  away  the  tops,  and  raced  time!   And  the  good  Tosti,  however  light  he 

each  other  to  the  noble  music  room,  a  magnifi-  may  ring  nowadays,  had  one  little  bit  of  in- 

cent  gallery,  all  oak  and  Romneys  and  Lelys,  formation  not  always  at  the  disposal  of  modern 

and  there  the  Fortunate  Youth  sat  down  at  the  song  writers — he  imderstood  how  to  write  for 

piano  (Saint-Saens  standing  amused  in  the  the  human  voice.    Which  has  always  seemed 

cur\'e  of  it)  and  began  to  play  the  accompani-  to  me  a  very  valuable  acquisition  if  one  hap- 

ment  of  one  of  Tosti 's  great  popular  waltz-  pens  to  be  in  the  songwriting  trade, 

songs.    It  is  no  longer  in  favor,  the  waltz-song,  So  when  Margarita,  with  a  quick  glance  at 

though  I  have  lived  through  a  suflScient  nuiA-  the  obvious  little  melody,  put  her  hands  behind 

ber  of  musical  fashions  to  be  reasonably  cer-  her  back  like  a  schoolgirl — she  was  dressed  in  a 

tain  of  its  return  to  power,  some  day,  but  then  tight,  plain  little  jacket  and  skirt  of  English 

it  was  at  its  height,  and  subalterns  hummed  tweeds,  with  stiff  white  collar  and  cuffs  and 

it  to  military  bands,  from  Simla  to  Quebec,  thick-soled  boots,  and  what  used  to  be  called 

and  soft  eyes  drooped  under  those  subalterns'  an  "Alpine  hat" — and  began  to  sing,  to  a  slow 

right  shoulders  and  soft  hearts  melted  as  the  waltz  rhythm,  one  might  not  have  expected 

chorus  was  repeated  by  request,  and  the  dawn  much — indeed,  the  Youth  hummed  audaciously 

found  them  still  dancing — bless  the  happy  with  her,  at  first,  and  the  other  men,  not  one  of 

days!  whom  was  within  many  degrees  of  nonentity. 

Now  Providence  had  seen  fit  (displaying  beat  time  carelessly, 
thus  an  astonishing  lack  of  socialistic  wisdom 

and  an  altogether  regrettable  tendency  to  give  «*  /^  there  a  single  joy  or  pain 

to  those  to  whom  much  had  already  been  given)  That  I  may  never  know  ?" 
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Stop  a  bit!  What  caught  at  your  /^j^^(£\  But  strongest  and  clearest  of  all,  keen 
heart  and  worried  you,  Colonel,  and  stab-  «p5^^8»  ^  light  and  dense  in  shadow  like  a  Rem- 
bed  a  little  under  your  D.  S.  O.  ?  Were  jfrnffr^  brandt,  I  see  that  extraordinary  night 
you  quite  fair  to  that  lovely,  high-spirited  ^jj^j^  in  Trafalgar  Square,  that  night  that 
creature  you  married,  all  those  years  ago  ?    ^^^^    surely  lives  unique  in  the   memory   of 

Nelson   and    the   Lions,    though    most   that 

"  Take  back  your  love,  it  is  in  vain    .    ,    ."         shared    it   may   be,    and    doubtless    are— for 

they    were    not    for    various     reasons    long 

Ah,  Lady  Mary,  you  are  a  good  twelve  stone  Hy^  classes  of  people— dead  and  dust  by  now, 
nowadays,  but  when  that  poor  younger  cousm  How  and  whv  we  found  ourselves  at  Trafalgar 
gave  you  that  look  in  the  garden  and  the  roses  Square  I  could  not  tell,  though  I  went  to  the 
crawled  over  the  old  dial  in  the  moonlight,  you  stake  for  it  this  minute.  But  I  think  it  must 
were  slighter,  and  crueller!  have  been  that  Margarita  wanted  to  walk 

through  the  streets,  a  form  of  exercise  for  which 
"  Bid  me  goodbye  and  gor  g^g  ^^^  fl^f^l  f^^^j^g  ^^  ^^  ^^^^  ^^  ^^at  I, 

,        ,  ,    ^  .  as  was  mostly  the  case,  went  with  her. 

It  was  a  waltz   oh   yes,  but  it  was  a  very       ^^  ^^^^  ^j  ^         ^^^  ^  ^^^  ^j^^^^ 

Dance  of  Death  to   hose  of  us  who  had  any  ^^^  ^^,^^  ^^^^,     ^^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^  ^ 

paitmg  to  look  back  to,  that  changed  our  lif^  j^^^  .^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  '^^^^^  ^^  j^^^^  ^^^      ^^  ^^^ 

and  we  could  never  go  back  agam  and  make  1  ^^  j^j^        j^^^  unravelings  of  Carter's  diplo- 

better;  never  any  more.     That  was  what  cut  ^^^j^  tangles 
so,  and  Margarita,  dark  and  slim  like  a  pl^n       j^  j^^  g^^^  ^  ^^j^  ^         ^         ^^^  j^j^^  ^^ 

brown  nightmgale,  who  leaves  plumage  to  the  ^      ^^^^  ^^^  Margarita  terribly  in  England, 

rancous  peacock  because  it  matters  so  httle  j^/  ^j^^  ^^  ^^^^  ^^^^^  ^^^  .^^^^^^^  ^^  ^l^^ 

what  she,  the  real  queen  of  us  all    wears-  ^^^^^       ^^^  ^^  ^^^^  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^^^ 

Margarita  spelled  it  out  remorselessly,  to  the      ,^^^  ^  ^^^  j^^^  Mexican  parrot  in  Whistler's 

tune  of  a  mess-room  waltz,  and  told  us  that  J^^^^J     booking  back  at  it  all,  too,  I  seem 

youth  is  only  once  and  so  sweet  aiid  for  so  httle  ^  ^^j   ^j^^    j^  ^f^^^  ^^  ^^^^j^^  ^^^^  ^^^  j^^ 

time!  And  the  boy  beside  her  smiled  with  plea^^  ^j^^^  ^^^  ^^  perturbed   and  excited   abouf 

ure  and  embroidered  her  nch  clear-cut  phras-  ^^^^^^      y^^^^  ^nly  to  herself,  for  she  was 

mg  and  annotated  it  and  threw  jewels  and  strangely  irritable  on  our  walk,  contradicted 

flowers  of  unexpected  chords  through  it  and  ^^  ^^^^^     j       j^^^  ^^^^jl    ^j^^  ^^^^^  ^j  ^t 

mocked  the  sad,  charming  fatalism  of  it  as  only  ^^^  ^^^^  ^j^  ^^^  ^^^  ^  ^^  ^,^  schoolmaster, 

spendthrift  youth  can.  ^j^^^  j  ^^,^  j^^^.^  ^^  ^^^j^  ^j^^  ^-^^^^  vagaries, 

"  You  do  not  lave  me.  nol  inseparable,  I  believed,  from  her  sex  in  general 

Bid  me  good-bye  and  go    .    .    ."  and  her  temperament  in  particular.    If  I  have 

never  taken  the  trouble  to  defend  myself  from 

Cruel  Margarita,  how  could  you  make  the  the  accusation  of  thinking  the  Peari  perfect  in 

tears  splash  down  the  cheeks  of  the  poor  little  her  somewhat  spoiled  relations  with  her  best 

princess,  who  knew  what  was  expected  of  her  friends  at  this  period  of  her  life,  it  is  because  I 

and  had  no  greater  sin  on  her  conscience  than  have  always  considered  that  such  people  as 

a  tiny  lock  of  her  yellow  hair  always  warm,  are  too  inelastic  in  their  views  of  human  nature 

now,  in  the  breast  of  a  ridiculous  second  cousin  to  realize  that  Margarita  merely  exhibited  Ics 

on  a  sheep-ranch  in  far  Dakota,  U.  S.  A.  ?  d^fauts  de  ses  qiialU^s  (as  who  of  us  does  not, 

at  one  time  or  another?)  are  unworthy  even  my 

"Go«/-bye,  goodbye,  'tis  better  so    .    .    ."  augmentative  powers,  which  are  not  great,  as 

I  perfectly  understand. 
They  stand  so  still  in  this  picture,  those  big,  So  she  unsheathed  her  sharp  little  female 
non-committal  British,  each  gnawing  his  lip  a  claws  and  patted  me  mercilessly  with  them, 
little  under  the  drooping  mustache;  the  women's  and  contrived  to  make  me  seem  to  myself  a 
shoulders  are  ivory  against  the  paneled  oak  tactless,  blimdering  fool  to  her  heart's  content, 
and  bowls  of  Guelder  roses  in  Chinese  bowls;  that  night,  striding  easily  beside  me,  mean- 
that  beautiful  line  from  the  base  of  the  throat  while,  like  a  boy,  though  she  had  refused  to 
to  the  top  of  the  corsage  which  America  has  not  change  her  high-heeled  bronze  slippers  foi 
to  give  her  daughters,  as  yet,  heaves  and  more  sensible  footgear  and  carried  the  un- 
droops;  the  Romneys  smile  behind  their  wax  reasonably  long  train  of  her  black  lace  dinner 
candles  in  sconces.  It  is  only  a  waltz  of  the  gown  over  her  arm.  Roger  did  not  care  for 
street,  but  she  has  bewitched  us  with  it,  has  her  in  black,  and  she  seldom  wore  it,  but  had 
our  Margarita.  ordered  this  a  few  days  ago  from  the  great 
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Worth,  who  then  ruled  those  fortunate  ^^^^  filling  me,  her  friend  and  admirer, 
ladies  who  could  afford  to  number  them-  4|^:^^#  with  a  grieved  displeasure  and  disgust ; 
selves  among  his  subjects  with  a  sway  jI^^m  that  her  unwomanly  carelessness  as  to 
he  has  since,  I  am  assured,  been  forced  •'^j^a^  the  feelings  of  others  and  her  wanton 
to  divide   among   other  monarchs — the  disregard  of  the  wishes  and  comfort  of 

only  monarchs  left  now  to   a  Republic  that  those  who  should  have  been  dearest  to  her, 

has  never  denied  that  one  divine  succession  lowered   her  in   my   estimation  and  greatly 

through  all  her  revolutions.     For  that  mon-  detracted  from  her  charm  in  my  eyes.    But 

archy  Paris  never  will  sing    ga  ira;  for  that  I  am  not  writing  particularly  for  the  Young 

principle  she  knows  no  cynicism;  that  won-  Person  and  candor  compels  me  to  state  that 

derful  juggernaut.  Fashion,  shall  never  rumble  she  was  quite  as  interesting  to  me  as  ever  I 

across  the  channel,  it  seems!  I  didn't  think  she  had  treated  Roger  very 

I  had  derided  myself  for  a  sentimentalist  and  handsomely — true;     but   Roger   had   known 

spinner  of  fine  theories  when  I  had  thought  I  that  he  was  marrying  a  delicious  vixen  when  he 

detected  a  little  defiance  in  her  first  assumption  married  Margarita,  you  see,  and  if  I  had  begun 

of  this  midnight  black  robe,  with  its  stai'tling  to  lecture  her,  there  were  too  many  others  who 

corals  on  her  arm  and  neck,  and  the  foreign-  would  have  beeii  only  too  delighted  to  relieve 

looking  comb  behind  her  high  dressed  hair,  the  her  of  my  society.     She  abused  her  power 

whole  bringing  out  markedly  that  continental  sometimes,  I  admit  it — but  then,  she  had  the 

strain  that  amused  Whistler  (naughty  Jimmy!)  power!    And  oh,  the  balm  she  kept  for  the 

and  displeased   Roger.    But   when  she  ap-  wounds  she  gave! 

peared  in  it  that  night  determined  on  a  dinner  As  I  said,  I  have  not  the  remotest  idea  of 
where  most  of  the  guests  were  highly  distaste-  how  or  why  we  confronted  Nelson  and  the 
ful  to  Roger,  who  had  congratulated  himself  Lions,  I  cannot  by  any  effort  of  memory  see  us 
on  a  quiet  evening  at  home;  when  she  had  arriving  or  leaving;  but  I  see  myself  pausing  in 
dragged  him  to  it  at  the  risk  of  losing  his  only  my  lecture  on  English  history,  as  a  lighted 
train  and  teased  him  shamefully  all  through  it  transparency,  a  straggling  crowd  and  a  band 
by  the  most  ridiculous  flirtation  with  one  of  the  bear  down  upon  us  suddenly  out  of  nowhere. 
*  worst  ro«^5  of  Europe  (Margarita  was  so  funda-  It  is  a  poor,  vicious  sort  of  crowd,  the  gutter- 
mentally  honest  and  so  thoroughly  attached  to  sweepings  of  London;  pale,  stunted  lads, 
her  husband  that  such  performances  could  only  haggard,  idle  slatterns,  a  handful  of  women  of 
be  doubly  painful  to  him,  since  they  were  the  street,  a  trio  of  tawdry  flower  girls.  Around 
obviously  intended  maliciously)  when  she  sent  the  band,  which  turns  out  to  be  only  a  big 
him  off  before  the  long  dinner's  close  without  drum  and  a  clattering  tambourine,  a  group  of 
any  but  the  most  casual  adieux  and  without  the  men,  and  women  in  a  vaguely  familiar  uniform, 
remotest  intention  of  accompanying  him,  I  the  women  in  ugly  coal  scuttle  bonnets, 
was  uncomfortably  forced  to  the  conclusion  "What  is  that,  Jerry?"  says  Margarita, 
that  this  long  trained,  inky  dress  was  a  verit-  "That  is  the  Salvation  Army — let's  get  along," 
able  devil's  livery,  that  she  had  put  it  on  de-  I  answer. 

liberately  and  that  there  would  be  no  stopping       But  she  will  not,  for  she  is  curious,  and  I  re- 

her  till  the  mood  was  off.  sign  myself  to  the  inevitable  and  wait.    Their 

And  now  I  find  myself  about  to  write  a  most  crude  appeals  are  symbols  bom  of  a  deep 

unjustifiable  thing,  in  view  of  the  possibility  of  knowledge  of  the  human  heart  they  fight  to  win 

these  idle  memories  falling  somehow,  some-  — gleaming  light  and  rhythmic  drum;  the  first 

time,  somewhere,  into  the  hands  of  that  ubiqui-  groping  of  savagery,  the  last  pinnacle  of  the 

tous  Young  Person  to  whom  all  print  is  free  as  most  highly  organized  religious  spectacle  the 

air  in  these  enlightened  days.    In  America  it  world  has  yet  elaborated.    They  gather  near 

has  been  the  rule  to  suppress  such  print  as  the  fountain,  they  group  about  their  lighted 

could  not  brave  this  freedom;  in  France,  to  banner,  and  a  drawling  cockney  voice  afilicts 

suppress  such  Young  Persons  as  could!  There  the  air.    I  can  see  the  circle  now — they  form 

is  something  to  be  said  for  both  methods,  and  in  the  classic   amphitheater  that  knows  no 

each  has,  perhaps,  its  defects,  the  one  produc-  century  nor  country;  a  humpback  pushing  a 

ing   more   stimulating   Young   Persons,    the  barrow  of  something  before  him  stops  near  us; 

other  enjoying  more  virile  prose.  a  woman,  coughing  frightfully,  leans  on  it, 

Be  that  as  it  may,  I  am  quite  aware  that  my  muttering  to  herself,  staring  at  Margarita's 

duty  to  the  youth  of  Anglo-Saxondom  should  scarf- wrapped  head. 

lead  me  to  state,  sadly  but  firmly,  that  such        The    cockney's    address    begins,    "O    my 

conduct  as  Margarita  displayed  on  the  night  in  brothers    ..."  but  I  do  not  attend:  I  want 

question  could  have  had  but  one  result — that  of  to  get  Margarita  out  of  the  growing  crowd, 
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listless,  but  lifted  for  a  moment  from  /^^^^^  ^''Y  ""*'  some  o'  you  f  Are  you  ready, 
their  sordid  treadmill  of  existence  by    ^^^^AlBm.    lieutenant?" 

the  light  and  the  muffled,  rhythmic  «dH|  Ai^  I  '^^^  see  her  so  plainly,  the  pretty, 
crash  and  the  high  pitched  sing-song,  ^^Sa^  worn  little  creature;  pale  as  death  and 
They  must  have  followed  for  a  long  ^^J*^  jn  no  condition  for  street  singing,  evi- 
way,  for  they  arc  chumings  from  the  very  dently,  but  plucky  and  borne  along  by  the 
dregs  of  London  and  alien  to  Trafalgar  Square,  very  zeal  of  the  Crusaders,  The  other  woman, 
and  the  officer  on  his  beat  looks  at  them  sus-  who  cannot  sing,  shakes  the  tambourine,  a 
piciously  enough.  great,    burly    feliow,    some    rescued     navvy, 

"Won't  you  give  us  a  song,  lieutenant?  "says  thuds  at  the  drum,  and  her  sweet,  thin  little 
the  speaker  suddenly,  "pipe  h'up  there,  friends  voice  rises,  shrill,  but  wonderiuUy  appealing, 
— many  a  sinner's  saved  his  soul  with  a  song —    through  the  night. 

Thcf  are  Mill  as  death,  tianced  in  those  liquid  beli-loncB 
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**  I  need  Thee  every  hour,  /?5^^^        ^^^  woman  sobs  like  a  damned  soul 

Mosi  gracious  Lord/'*  ^^^St    ^^^^®  °^^>  *  °^^  coughs  huskily.    Will 

^^^^1     no  one  stop  her?    They  have  wedged 

It  is  not  difficult  now  to  see  why  the  ^^^W^jR^  ^^  ^  ^^*^  ^  cannot  breathe,  I  feel  them 
crowd  followed;    her  voice   is   like   a  ^  gathering  from  the  nearby  streets.     And 

child's  lost  in  the  wood,  but  brave,  and  sure  there  she  stands,  coral  like  blood  on  her  bare 
of  ultimate  protection;  it  has  a  curious  effect  neck,  the  scarf  fallen  from  her  black  hair, 
of  the  country  and  the  hedge  rows.  They  the  plea  of  all  humanity  pouring  in  a  great 
listen  eagerly,  they  like  it.  anguished  stream  of  melody  out  of  her  white 

"Come,  Margarita,  I  think  we  ought  to  get    throat, 
away — the  crowd  is  getting  thicker.     People 
are  staring  at  us. "  "  I  need  Thee  oh,  I  need  Thee, 

"No,  no,  Jerry,  let  me  alone!     Oh,  see  the  Ev'ry  hour  I  need  Theel" 

poor  woman — she  is  too  ill  to  sing!  She  has  lost 
her  voice — do  you  know  it  ?  "  The  tambourine  shudders  barbarically  across 

And  so  she  has:  with  a  clutch  at  her  throat  the  smooth  flood  of  her  voice:  it  is  the  tingling 
and  a  pathetic  turn  of  her  eyes  to  the  speaker,  crash  of  the  Greek  Mysteries— and  I  had 
the  little  Heutenant  shakes  her  head  at  him  and    thought  it  vulgar! 

is  dumb.  He  seats  her  deftly  on  a  camp  stool  I  hear  hansoms  jingling  up— what  will 
by  the  drummer,  pats  her  shoulder,  sends  a  Roger  say?  He  would  kill  them  all,  if  he  could, 
friendly  gutter-rat  with  the  face  of  a  sneak-  I  know,  and  yet  no  one  there  would  hurt  a  hair 
thief  for  water,  and  turns  to  the  crowd.  oi  her  head— and  does  she  not  belong  to  the 

"Come  now  friends,  the  lieutenant  'ere  'as  public? 
lost  'er  voice  along  o*  you  an'  tr>'in'  to  save  yer—  God  knows  the  poor  devils  need  something 
can't  yer  pipe  up,  some  o'  you  ?  If  some  of  you'd  —is  it  that,  then?  Is  it  a  real  thing  ?  Do  people 
sing  a  bit  with  us,  now,  maybe  we'd  be  able  to  fight  for  it  like  that?  For  this  imperious  Voice 
take  back  one  soul  to  Christ  with  us  to-night!  is  agonizing  for  something  and  the  drum  is  the 
Can't  one  o'  yer  sing  ?  "  beat  of  its  heart. 

" I  will  sing! "  says  some  one  near  me — and  **  Gawd's  frightful  hard  on  women,"  the  poor 
it  is  Margarita!  creature  beside  me  moans,  and  lo,  the  little 

I  clutch  her  cape  fiercely,  but  it  slips  off  m  dumb  lieutenant  is  by  her  side  miraculously, 
my  hand  and  she  is  at  the  drum,  and  the  lane  and  like  a  shifting  kaleidoscope  the  crowd  lets 
that  opened  for  her  closes  for  me,  and  I  fight  in  .  them  through  and  she  kneels,  shaking,  by  the 
vain  to  reach  her — Oh,  it  must  be  a  dream!        drum. 

Their  white  faces  heap  in  layers  before  me; 
"  I  need  Thee  every  hour.    ..."  drawn,  wolfish,  brutal  in  the  flaring  lights  they 

peer  and  gasp  and  sob,  like  uncouth  inhabitants 

Ah-h-h!  The  crowd  sighs  with  the  old  familiar  ^^  ^^^^^^  world-wait  a  bit,  Jerry,  it  is  your 

joy,  the  magic  of  the  golden  voice  slips  like  a  world,  just  the  same  and  perhaps  you  are  re- 

veil  over  the  cruel  angles  of  their  broken  lives  sponsible  for  it?  Ugh! 
and  mists  and  softens  everything. 

She  has  a  slip  of  printed  paper  in  her  hand  "^  ^"^^"^  '^^    ..." 

and  reads  seriously  from  it;  some  one  holds  the  ,,  ^    ,   .     ..   ,    t    ^r  • .. 

transparency  near  her  shoulder  for  light-her  ^^^^;  ^*^|i"^^.J^^^^?-                       ^    ^     , 

white  shoulders,  bare  in  Trafalgar  Square!  ^  J^^  ^^^^^  ^^g'»^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^  ^"s** 

uT      jrr..  .  "What  a  lark!"  answers  a  deeper  bass. 

"I  need  Thee  ewery  hour,  tt     •  «  .      .        j  l.  11 

Most  gracious  Lord,  He  IS  a  very  important  and  highly  conven- 

No  tender  voice  like  ihine  tional  personage,  nowadays,  that  slender  pink 

Can  pe&ce  afford    .    .    .    ."  dandy,  with  five  grown  daughters  and  a  Con- 

stituency; but  if  by  any  odd  chance  he  sBbuld 
They  are  still  as  death,  tranced  in  those  read  this,  I  will  wager  he  forgets  what  he  is 
liquid  bell-tones.  The  great  drum  shivers  as  it  actually  looking  at  for  a  moment  and  sees 
shivered,  of  old,  a  tom-tom,  across  the  African  against  the  black  shadows  and  rising  night  fog 
desert ;  the  old,  primal  thrill  creeps  through  my  of  Trafalgar  Square,  a  beautiful,  black-robed 
blood — good  heavens,  is  this  fear  ?  Is  it  super-  woman  in  red  corals  lifted  to  an  empty  barrow 
stition  ?    Is  it  religion^  by  two  eager  club-dandies  and  held  there  by  a 

gigantic     Guardsman — the    best     fencer    in 

"  I  need  Thee— oh,  I  need  Thee  I "  Europe,  once ! 
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Oh,  Bertie,  the  Right  Honorable  now,  /^fflKSVs  ^^^^^  times  in  Siegfried,  and  was  getting 
the  always  honorable  then,  do  you  know  ^&l^m  ready  for  Paris  again  when  a  long  letter 
that  there  were  tears  on  your  pink  cheeks  ?  ^SBra  from  Alice  Carter  besought  us  all  to 
And  your  noble  friend,  who  broke  up  his  ffifflp  come  to  Boston  as  quickly  as  might  be. 
establishment  in  St.   John's  Wood  the      ^f^      Old  Madam  Bradley  had  been  stricken 

next  day  and  founded  the  Little  Order  of  the  suddenly  with  paralysis.      One   side   of  her 

Sons  of  St.  Francis,  does  he  know  that  the  body  was  beyond  movement  but  the  other 

lightning  stroke  that  blinded  him  like  Saul  of  was  as  yet  unimpaired,  and  by  a  series  of 

Tarsus  and  sent  him  reeling  from  Piccadilly  questions  they  had  found  out  that  she  wanted 

to  the  slums,  lighted  for  a  moment,  as  it  fell,  to    see    Roger — and     Roger's     wife — before 

the  way  of  a  dazed,  rheumatic  bachelor  from  she  died.     Nor  was  this  enough,  for  the  proud, 

America,  who  saw  the  terror  in  his  eyes  and  afflicted   old  creature,  when  their    ingenuity 

the  sweat  on  his  forehead  as  he  held  his  comer  had  failed,  traced  left-handed  upon  a  slate, 

of  the  barrow  and    Margarita  drove  him  to  with  infinite  effort,  my  initials:   evidently  she 

his  God  ?  wanted  to  make  her  peace  in  this  world  be- 
fore she  left  it. 

"Ev'ry /lOMr  I  needThee    .    .    "  Magarita  demurred  a  little  and  I,  for  one, 

should  be  the  last  to  blame  her.     Greater 

The  fog  rolls  over  us,  the  lights  flare  through  knowledge  of  the  world  and  especially  her 

a  sea  of  mist,  the  Honorable  Bertie  produces  a  acquaintance  with  Walter  Carter,  who  did  not 

hansom,  from  his  pocket  apparently,  and  the  hesitate    to    blame    his    mother-in-law,    had 

wild,  dark  etching  is  wiped  out  like  a  child's  taught  her  to  appreciate  Madam  Bradley's 

picture  on  a  slate.  neglect,  and  her  feeling  for  death  had  none  of 

Margarita  falls  asleep  on  my  shoulder,  I  gain  the  sacred  respect  custom  breeds  in  us — at 

my  usual  philosophical  control,  gradually,  and  least  outwardly.     She  had  just  begun  to  study 

realize,  now  the  echoes  of  that  agonized  plead-  Lohengrin  and  a  charming  week  at  a  French 

ing  have  ceased  to  disturb  my  soul,  that  the  chateau  with  Sue  had  given  her  a  taste  for  the 

woman  beside  me  is  not  even  a  Christian,  society  she  liked   and  ornamented   so  well, 

technically  speaking,  and  knew  not,  literally.  She  suggested  that  Roger  and  I  should  go 

what  she  did !  alone,  leaving  her  with  Sue,  and  we  (Sue  and  I) 

The  magic  of  the  Golden  Voice — ah,  what  trembled  for  the  outcome,   for  she  seemed 

magic  can  cope  with  it  ?    Of  all  the  pictures  rather  determined,  to  us. 

hers  has  painted  for  me  on  those  miraculous.  But  we   had   not   counted   sufficiently   on 

grey-tissued  walls  where  memory  lives,  this  Roger's  sense  of  what  was  right  and  just, 

strange  coarse-tinted  sketch — a  very  Hogarth  What  might  be  considered  a  slighting  of  his 

in   its   unsparing   contrasts — stands   out   the  personal  claims   he  could   endure  patiently; 

clearest.     At  night,  when  I  close  my  eyes  and  what  was  due  to  his  family  and  position  he 

think  ** London,"  then  does  that  poor  sister  could  not  ignore.     Quietly  he  canceled  Mar- 

of  the  streets  moan  to  me  that  "Gawd's  fright-  garita's  early  contracts,  secured  passage  and 

ful  hard  on  women,"  and  fight  her  way  to  Mar-  dismissed  the  servants. 

garita — who  has  been  favored  beyond  most  "Be  ready  to  sail  on  Saturday,  ch^rie,"  he 

women  and  knows  not  God — at  least,  not  the  said,  "I  want  my  mother  to  see  you  very 

implacable  Deity  of  the  London  slum!  When-  much,  and  Mary,  too." 

ever  I  hear  or  read  the  phrase  "Salvation  "Ver>'  well,"  said  Margarita,  round-eyed 

Army"  then  do  I  see  a  young  exquisite  with  a  and  breathing  fast,  and  Barbara  Jencks  clapped 

white  camellia  in  his  buttonhole,  gazing  like  a  her  hands  noiselessly.     She  adored  Roger,  as 

hypnotized  Indian  Seer  at  a  crude  transpar-  did  all  his  servants  and  dependents,  for  that 

ency  blotted   with   unconvincing  texts,   then  matter. 

rushing  off  to  found  a  celibate  order — from  We   reached    Boston   with    the   first   early 

Margarita,  who  was  no  more  celibate  that  snows,  and  though  his  mother's  face  was  set 

Ceres,  the  bountiful!  and  her  hand  steady  as  she  laid  it  on  his  head,  I 

Ah,  well,  the  Way  is  a  Mystery,  as  Alif  said,  think  they  understood  each  other  and  were 
and  who  am  I  that  I  should  expect  to  solve  it,  grateful  from  their  hearts  for  that  hour  of  rec- 
when  kings  and  philosophers  have  failed  ?  At  onciliation.  For  Margarita  the  stately  silver- 
any  rate,  I  have  my  pictures  safe.  haired   figure  with   immovable  features  and 

fixed,  withdrawn  gaze  held  some  unexpected 

III. — Fate  Grips  Her  Landing  Net  and  inexplicable  charm.     She  kissed  Madam 

Bradley  willingly,  set  the  little  Mary  on  her 

She  sang  her  French  r61es  in  Germany  and  lap  and  beguiled  the  child  with  every  graceful 
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wile  to  laugh  and  crow  and  exhibit  her  /fljv  ^i*^!^  *'''h  anxiety  when  the  stroke  look 
liny  vocabulary.  She  sang  by  ihe  hour,  K\-^  her.  She  shared  perfectly  the  grand- 
so  that  the  gloomy  house— brightened  IK^nT  mother's  feeling  over  the  baby,  and  Mar- 
now,  for  the  baby's  health — echoed  with  JK^SA  garita's  good  taste  in  presenting  Roger 
her  lovely  notes.  Bradleys  and  Searses  *'*C!Z/*'  with  such  a  perfect  Bradley  was  set  down 
and  Wolcolts  flocked  to  meet  her  and  spread  to  her  credit  with  vigorous  justice.  For  she 
her  fame  and  charm  abroad,  and  Roger  for-  never  forgave  poor  Alice  for  the  brown  little 
got  for  a  while  the  load  he  carried  and  seemed  Carters,  Alice's  children  resembled  their 
like  himself  again.  Even  Sarah  capitulated,  father,  and  Sue's  (almost  grand -children,  in 
and  that  before  very  long,  too,  I  saw  her  that  house)  were  sickly  and  comparatively 
actually  wiping  away  a  tear  as  she  watched  unattractive,  but  Margarita's  daughter,  perfect 
Madam  Bradley  lift  with  great  effort  her  cold  in'health,  beautiful  as  a  baby  angel,  active, 
white  finger  and  trace  the  outline  of  her  daring,  and  enchantingly  affectionate,  satisfied 
grandchild's  face:  the  little  Mary  was  the  im-  the  old  lady's  pride  completely  and  she  sat  for 
ageof  her  father  and  a  fine  Bradley,  with  only  hours  contentedly  watching  her  sprawl  and 
her  mother's  quick  motions  and  mobile  smile  roll  on  a  soft  and  ample  Indian  blanket  spread 
to  remind  one  of  that  side  of   her  ancestry,     upon  the  floor. 

Of  course  Madam  Bradley  was  not  demon-  Either  the  comfort  of  renewed  relations  with 
strative,  nor  even  cordial,  from  any  ordi-  her  children  mended  her  health  or  the  fatality  of 
nary  point  of  view,  but  from  hers,  and  in  the  shock  was  over-estimated,  for  she  did  not 
the  light  of  our  knowledge  of  her,  there  was  a  die,  not  then  nor  for  many  years,  but  lived, 
tremendous  difference.  Already  she  had  given  happier,  perhaps  in  her  affliction  than  before  it, 
little  Mary  a  beautiful  diamond  cross  and  the  for  the  bond  between  her  and  Roger  and 
famous  Bradley  silver  tea-service.  Sarah  had  Mother  Mar}',  strengthened  when  she  was  pre- 
soflened  wonderfully,  too,  and  seemed  to  feel  paring  for  death,  never  loosened  again,  and 
that  since  her  aunt  did  not  die,  it  was  incum-  more  than  once,  a  black-robed,  white-coiffed 
bent  upon  her  to  pay  her  debt  to  heaven  by  figure  has  visited  the  home  of  her  father's  like 
burying  the  hatchet.  I  don't  think  I  ever  quite  a  slim  shadow,  and  carried  with  her  one  of  the 
did  Sarah  justice,  so  far  as  her  feeling  for  Church's  greatest  blessings,  surely — the  healing 
Madam  Bradley  goes— she  appeared  to  be  of  old  wounds  and  the  restoring  of  human 
deeply  and  genuinely  attached  to  her  and  was    loves. 
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LIFE  was  never  dull  in  Grant  County,  effete  civilization  of  the  East  are  settled  with 

New  Mexico,  in  the  early  *8os.   There  fists  or  in  a  petty  court, 

was  always  something  doing — usually  The  prevailing  local  contempt  for  any  man 

something   the   average   law-abiding,   peace-  who  was  too  timid  to  "put  up  a  gun  fight" 

loving  citizen  would  have  been  glad  enough  to  when  the  etiquette  of  a  situation  demanded  it, 

dispense  with.    To  say  that  life  then  and  there  was  expressed  locally  in  the  phrase  that  one 

was  insecure  is  to  describe  altogether  too  feebly  "  could  take  a  corncob  and  a  lightning  bug 

a  state  of  society  and  an  environment  wherein  and  make  him  run  himself  to  death  trying  to 

Death,  in  one  violent  form  or  another,  was  get  away."  It  is  clearly  unnecessary  to  explain 

ever  abroad,  seldom  long  idle,  always  alert  why  the  few  men  of  this  sort  in  the  community 

for  victims.  did  not  occupy  positions  of  any  particular 

When  the  San  Carlos  Apaches,  under  Vic-  prominence.    Their  opinions  did  not  seem  to 

toria,  Ju  or  Geronimo,  were  not  out  gunning  carry  as  much  weight  as  those  of  other  gentle- 

for  the  whites,  the  whites  were  usually  out  men  who  were  known  to  be  notably  quick  to 

gunning  for  each  other  in  one  way  or  another,  draw  and  shoot. 

over  one  trivial  difference  or  another.    Every-  I  even  recall  many  instances  where  the 

body  carried  a  gun  and  was  more  or  less  handy  pistol  entered  into  the  pastimes  of  the  com- 

with  it.     Indeed,  it  was  a  downright  bad  plan  munity.    One  instance  will  stand  telling: 

to  carry  one  unless  you  were  handy.   For  with  A  game  of  poker  (rather  a  stiff  one)  had 

gunning,  the  game  most  played,  if  not  pre-  been  going  on  for  about  a  fortnight  in  the 

dsely  the  most  popular,  everyone  was  supposed  Red  Light  Saloon.    The  same  group  of  men, 

to  be  familiar  with  the  rules  and  to  know  how  five  or  six  old  friends,  made  up  the  game  every 

to  play  it;  and  in  a  game  where  every  hand  is  day.    All  had  varying  success  but  one,  who 

sure  to  be  "  called,"  no  one  ever  suspected  lost  every  day.    And,  come  to  think  of  it,  his 

another  of  being  out  on  a  sheer  "bluff."  Thus  luck  varied  too,  for  some  days  he  lost  more 

the  coroner  invariably  declared  it  a  case  of  than  others.    While  he  did  not  say  much  about 

suidde  where  one  man  drew  a  gun  on  another  his  losings,  it  was  observed  that  his  temper 

and  failed  to  use  it.  was  not  improving. 

This  highly  explosive  state  of  society  was  This  sort  of  thing  went  on  for  thirteen  days, 

not  due  to  the  fact  that  there  were  few  peace-  The  thirteenth  day  the  loser  happened  to  come 

able  men  in  the  country,  for  there  were  lots  in  a  little  late,  after  the  game  was  started.    It 

of  them,   men  of  character  and  education,  also  happened  that  on  this  particular  day  one 

honest,  and  as  law-abiding  as  their  peculiar  of  the  players  had  brought  in  a  friend,  a 

environment  would  permit.      Moreover,  the  stranger  in  the  town,  to  join  the  game.   When 

percentage  of  professional  "bad  men" — and  the  loser  camq  in,  therefore,  he  was  introduced 

this  was  a  profession  then — was  comparatively  to  Jthe  stranger  and  sat  down.    A  hand  was 

small.     It  was  due  rather  to  the  fact  that  every-  dealt  him.     He  started  to  play  it,  stopped, 

one,  no  matter  how  peaceable  his  inclinations,  rapped  on  the  table  for  attention  and  said: 

was  compelled  habitually  to  carry  arms  for  "Boys,  I  want  to  make  a  personal  explana- 

self-defense,  for  the  Apaches  were  constantly  tion  to  this  yere  stranger.    Stranger,  this  yere 

raiding  outside  the  towns  and  white  outlaws  game  is  sure  a  tight  wad  for  a  smoothbore.  I'm 

inside.    And  with  any  class  of  men  who  con-  loser  in  it,  an*  a  d — d  heavy  one,  for  exactly 

stantly  carry  arms,  it  always  falls  out  that  a  thirteen  days,  and  these  boys  all  understand 

weapon  is  the  arbiter  of  even  those  minor  per-  that  the  first  son  of  a  gun  I  find  I  can  beat, 

sonal  differences  which  in  the  older  and  more  I'm  going  to  take  a  six-shooter  an'  make  him 
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play  with  me  a  week.    Now,  if  you  have  no  most  notable  and  admirable  traits  has  not  been 

objections  to  my  rules,  you  can-draw  cards."  emphasized  so  much  as  it  deserves — I  mean 

Luckily  for  the  stranger,  perhaps,  the  thir-  his  downright  reverence  and  respect  for  woman- 

teenth  day  was  as  bad  for  the  loser  as  its  pre-  hood.     No  real  cowboy  ever  wilfully  insulted 

decessors.  any  woman,  or  lost  a  chance  to  resent  any 

Outside  the  towns  there  were  only  three  insult  oflFered  by  another.     Indeed,  it  was  an 

occupations  in  Grant  County  in  those  years —  article  of  the  cowboy  creed  never  broken,  and 

cattle  ranching,  mining  and  fighting  Apaches —  all  well  knew  it.    So  it  happened  that  when  one 

all  of  a  sort  to  attract  and  hold  none  but  types  day  a  cowboy,  in  a  crowded  car  of  a  train 

the  sturdiest  of  real  manhood,  men  inured  to  "  held  up "  by  bandits,  was  appealed  to  by  an 

danger  and  reckless  of  it.   In  the  early  '80s  no  Eastern  lady  in  the  next  seat: 

faint  heart  came  to  Grant  County  unless  he  "Heavens!    I  have  four  hundred  dollars  in 

blundered  in — and  any  such  were  soon  burning  my  purse  I  cannot  afford  to  lose;  please,  sir, 

the  shortest  trail  out.     These  men  were  never  tell  me  how  I  can  hide  it." 

better  described  in  a  line  than  when,  years  ago,  Instantly  came  the  answer: 

at    a    banquet    of    California    Forty-Niners,  "Shucks!  miss,  stick  it  in  yer  sock;  them 

Joaquin  Miller,  the  poet  of  the  Sierras,  speaking  fellers  has  nerve  enough  to  hold  up  a  train 

of  the  splendid  t)rpes  the  men  of  Forty-Nine  an*  kill  any  feller  that  puts  up  a  fight,  but 

represented,  said:  nary  one  o'  them  has  nerve  enough  to  go  into 

"  The  cowards  never  started  and  all  the  weak  a  woman's  sock  after  her  bank  roll!" 

died  on  the  road!  "  Kit  Joy  was  a  cowboy  working  on  thtf 

Within  the  towns,  also,  there  were  only  three  ranch  on  the  Gila.  He  was  a  youngster  little 
occupations:  first,  supplying  the  cowmen  and  over  twenty.  It  was  said  of  him  that  he 
miners  whatever  they  needed — merchandise  had  left  behind  him  in  Texas  more  or  less 
wet  and  dry,  law  mundane  and  spiritual — ^for  history  not  best  written  in  black  ink,  but 
while  neither  courts  nor  churches  were  working  whether  this  was  true  or  not  I  do  not  know, 
overtime,  nevertheless  they  were  available  for  Certain  it  was  that  he  was  a  reckless  dare- 
the  few  who  had  any  use  for  them;  second,  devil,  always  foremost  in  the  little  amenities 
gambling,  at  monte,  poker  or  faro;  and,  third,  cowboys  loved  to  indulge  in  when  they  came 
figuring  how  to  slip  through  the  next  twenty-  to  town,  such  as  shooting  out  the  lights  in 
four  hours  without  getting  a  heavier  load  of  saloons  and  generally  "shelling  up  the  set- 
lead  in  one's  system  than  could  be  conveniently  tlement," — ^which  meant  taking  a  friendly  shot 
carried,  how  to  stay  happily  half  shot  and  yet  at  about  everything  that  showed  up  on  the 
avoid  coming  home  on  a  shutter,  unhappily  streets.  Nevertheless,  Kit  in  the  main  was 
shot,  or,  having  an  active  enemy  on  hand,  how  thoroughly  good-natured  and  amiable, 
best  to  "  get "  him.  Early  in  his  career  in  Silver  City  it  was  ob- 

Thus,  while  plainly  the  occupations  of  Grant  served  that  perhaps  his  most  distinguishing 

County  folk  were  somewhat  limited  in  variety,  trait  was  curiosity.     Ultimately  his  curiosity 

in  the  matter  of  interest  and  excitement  their  got  him  into  trouble,  as  it  does  most  people 

games  were  wide  open  and  the  roof  oflF.  who  indulge  it.     His  first  display  of  curiosity 

Nor  did  all  the  perils  to  life  in  Grant  County  in  Silver  was  a  very  great  surprise,  even  to  those 

lurk  within  the  burnished  grooves  of  a  gun  who  knew  him  best.     It  was  also  a  disappoint- 

barrel,  according  to  certain  local  points  of  view,  ment. 

for  always  it  is  the  most  unusual  that  most  A  tenderfoot,  newly  arrived,  appeared  on 
alarms — as  when  one  of  my  cowboys  "  allowed  the  streets  one  day  in  knickerbockers  and 
he'd  go  to  town  for  a  week,"  and  was  back  on  stockings.  Kit  was  in  town  and  was  observed 
the  ranch  the  evening  of  the  second  day.  Asked  watching  the  tenderfoot.  To  the  average  cow- 
why  he  was  back  to  soon,  he  replied:  boy  a  silk  top  hat  was  like  a  red  flag  to  a  bull, 

"  Well,  fellers,  one  o'  them  big  depot  water  so  much  like  it  in  fact  that  the  hat  was  usually 

tanks  burnt  plumb  up  this  mawnin',  an'  reck-  lucky  to  escape  with  less  than  half  a  dozen 

onin'  whar  that  'd  happen  a  feller  might  ketch  holes   through   it.     But   here   in   these  knee 

fire  anywhere  in  them  little  ole  town  trails,  I  breeches  and  stockings  was  something  much 

jes'  nachally  pulled  my  freight  for  camp!"  more  bizarre  and  aggravating  than  a  top  hat, 

But  a  cowboy  is  the  subject  of  this  story —  from  a  cowboy's  point  of  view.    The  eflFect  on 

Kit  Joy.    His  genus,  and  striking  types  of  the  Kit  was,  therefore,   dosely  watched  by  the 

genus,  have  been  so  cleverly  described,  espe-  bystanders. 

cially  by  Lewis  and  by  Adams — and  some  day  No  one  fancied  for  a  moment  that  Kit  would 

I  hope  to  meet  Andy — that  I  need  say  little  of  do  less  than  undertake  to  teach  the  tenderfoot 

the  genus  here.     Still,  one  of  the  cowboy's  "the  cowboy's  hornpipe,"  not  a  particularly 
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graceful  but  a  very  quick  step,  which  is  danced  The  stilhiess  of  the  night  superinduced  re- 
most  artistically  when  a  bystander  is  shooting  flectipn.  With  naught  to  interrupt  it,  Kit's 
at  the  dancer's  toes.  Indeed,  the  ball  was  ex-  curiosity  ran  farther  afiield  than  usual, 
pected  to  open  early.  To  everyone's  surprise  Recently  down  at  Lordsburg,  with  the  outfit 
and  disappointment,  it  did  not.  Instead,  Kit  shipping  a  train-load  of  beeves,  he  had  seen  the 
dropped  in  behind  the  tenderfoot  and  began  Overland  Express  empty  its  load  of  passengers 
to  follow  him  about  town — followed  him  for  at  for  supper,  a  crowd  of  well-dressed  men  and 
least  an  hour.  Everyone  thought  he  was  study-  women,  the  latter  brilliant  with  the  bright 
ing  up  some  more  unique  penalty  for  the  ten-  colors  cowboys  love  and  glittering  with  gems, 
derfoot.    But  they  were  wrong,  all  wrong.  To-night  he  got  to  thinking  about  them. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Kit  was  so  far  con-  Wherever  did  they  all  come  from?  However 

sumed  with  curiosity  that  he  forgot  everything  did  they  get  so  much  money?  Surely  they  must 

else,  forgot  even  to  be  aggravated.    At  last,  come  from  'Frisco.     No  lesser  place  could 

when  he  could  stand  it  no  longer,  he  walked  possibly  turn  out  such  magnificence, 

up  to  the  tenderfoot,  detained  him  gently  by  Then  Kit  let  his  fancy  wander  oflF  into  crude 

the  sleeve,  and  asked  in  a  tone  of  real  sympathy  cowboy*  visions  of  what  'Frisco  might  be  like, 

and  concern:  for  he  had  never  seen  a  dty. 

"5ay,  Mistah!    ^F6*  Heaven,  wanH  yo^  Mah  "What  a  buster  of  a  town  'Frisco  must  be," 

let  yo  wear  long  pants? "  Kit  soliloquized.    "  Must  have  more'n  a  hun- 

Naturally  the  tenderfoot's  indignation  was    dred  saloons  an'  more  slick  gals  than  the 

aroused  and  expressed,  but  Kit's  sympathies  brand  has  heifers.    Lord!    What  a  lot  o'  fun 

for  a  man  condemned  to  such  a  juvenile  cos-  a  feller  could  have  out  thar.     Only  I  reckon 

tume  were  so  far  stirred  that  he  took  no  notice  them  gals  wouldn't  look  at  him  more'n  about 

of  it.  onct  onless  he  was  well  fixed  for  dough.  Reckon 

Kit  was  a  typical  cowboy,  industrious,  faith-  they  don't  drink  nothin'  but  wine  out  thar, 

ful,  uncomplaining,  of  the  good  old  Southern  nor  eat  nothin'  but  oysters.     An'  wine  an' 

Texas  breed.     In  the  saddle  from  dayh'ght  till  oysters  costs  money,  oodles  o'  money!   That's 

dark,  riding  completely  down  to  the  last  jump  the  deuce  of  it! 

in  them  two  or  three  horses  a  day,  it  never  "  'S'pose  it'd  take  more'n  a  month's  pay  to 

occurred  to  him  even  to  growl,  when  a  stormy  git  a  feller  out  thar  on  the  kiars,  an'  then  about 

night,  with  thunder  and  lightning,  prolonged  three  months' pay  to  git  to  stay  a  week.  Reckon 

his  customary  three  hours'  turn  at  night  guard  that's  jes  a  little  too  rich  fer  Kit's  blood.   But, 

round  the  herd  to  an  all  night's  vigil.     He  took  jiminy!  Wouldn't  I  like  to  have  a  good,  big,' 

it  as  a  matter  of  course.    And  his  rope  and  fat  bank  roll  an'  go  thar!" 

running  iron  were  ever  ready,  and  his  weather  Here  was  a  crisis  suddenly  come  in  Kit's 

eye  alert  for  a  chance  to  catch  and  decorate  life,  although  he  did  not  then  realize  it.     It 

with  the brand  any  stray  cattle  that  ven-  is  entirely  improbable  he  had  ever  before  felt 

tured  within  his  range.  the  want  of  money.    His  monthly  pay  of  $35 

This  was  a  peculiar  phase  of  cowboy  char-  enabled   him   to   sport   a  pearl-handled   six- 

acter.     While  not  himself  profiting  a  penny  shooter   and   silver-mounted   bridle   bit   and 

by  these  inroads  on  neighboring  herds,  he  was  spurs,  kept  him  well  clothed,  and  gave  him  an 

never  quite  so  happy  as  when  he  had  added  occasional  spree  in  town.    What  more  could 

another  maverick  to  the  herd   bearing   his  any  reasonable  cowboy  ask. 

employer's  brand,  an  increase  always  obtained  But  to-night  the  very  elements  and  all  na- 

at  the  expense  of  some  of  the  neighbors.  ture  were  against  him.    Even  a  light  dash  of 

One  night  on  the  spring  round-up,  the  day's  rain  to  rouse  the  sleeping  herd,  or  a  hungry 

work  finished,  supper  eaten,  the  night  horses  cow  straying  out  into  the  darkness,  would 

caught  and  saddled,  the  herd  in  hand  driven  have  been  sufl5cient  to  divert  and  probably 

into  a  close  circle  and  bedded  down  for  the  save  him;  but  nothing  happened.    The  night 

night  in  a  little  glade  in  the  hills.  Kit  was  continued  fine.    The  herd  slept  on.    And  Kit 

standing  first   relief.    The  day's  drive   had  was  thus  left  an  easy  prey,  since  covetousness 

been  a  heavy  one,  the  herd  was  well  grazed  had  come  to  aid  curiosity  in  compassing  his 

and  watered  in  the  late  afternoon,  the  night  was  ruin. 

fine;  and  so  the  1200  or  1500  cattle  in  the  herd  "A  bank  roll!  A  big,  fat,  full-grown,  long- 
were  lying  down  quietly,  giving  no  trouble  to  homed,  four  year-old-bank-roll!  That*s  what 
■  the  night  herders.  Kit,  therefore,  was  jogging  a  feller  wants,  to  do  'Frisco  right.  Nothin'  less, 
slowly  round  the  herd,  softly  jingling  his  spurs  But  whar's  it  comin'  from,  an'  when?  S'pose 
and  humming  some  rude  love  song  of  the  sultry  I  brands  a  few  mavericks  an'  gits  a  start  on 
sort  cowboys  never  tire  of  repeating.  my  own?  No  use.  Kit;  that's  too  slow!  Time 


488  The  American  Magazine 

you  got  a  proper  roll  you'd  be  so  old  the        It  needed  no  great  argument  to  secure  ihe 

skeeters  wouldn't  even  bite  you,  to  say  nothin'  co-operation  of  these  men.     A  mere  tip  of  the 

of  a  gal  a-kissin'  of  you.    Tears  like  you  ain't  lark  and  the  loot  to  be  had  was  enough, 
liable  to  git  thar  very  quick,  Kit,  'less  you        The  boys  saw  their  respective  bosses.   They 

rustles  mighty  peart  somewhar.     Talkin'  of  "  allowed  they'd  lay  off  for  a  few  days  and  go 

rustlin*,  what  the  detice^s  the  matter  with  that  to  town."     So  they  were  paid  off,  slung  their 

anyway?"  Winchesters  on  their  saddles,  mounted  their 

A  cold  glitter  came  in  Kit's  light  blue  eyes,  favorite  horses  and  rode  away. 
The  muscles  of  his  lean,  square  jaws  worked        They  met  in  Silver  City,  coming  in  singly, 

nervously.  His  right  hand  dropped  caressingly  There  they  purchased  a  few  provisions.   There 

on  the  handle  of  his  pistol.  they  separated  and  rode  singly  out  of  town, 

"  That's  the  proper  caper,  Kit.     Why  didn't  to  rendezvous  at  a  certain  point  on  the  Miem- 

you  think* of  it  before  ?  Rustle,  d n  you,  an',  bres  River. 

ef  you're  any  good,  mebbe  so  you  can  git  to        The  point  of  attack  chosen  was  the  little 

'Frisco  afore  frost  comes,  or  anywhere  else  station  of  Gage  (tended  by  a  lone  operator), 

you  likes.     Rustle!     By  Heavens,  I've  got  it;  on    the   Southern    Pacific   Railway    west    of 

I'll  jes'  stand  up  that  thar  Overland  Express!  Deming,  a  point  then  reached  by  the  west 

Them  fellers  what  rides  on  it's  got  more'n  bound  express  at  twilight, 
they're  got  any  sort  a'  use  fer.     What's  the        The  evening  of  the  second  day  after  leaving 

matter  with  makin'  'em  whack  up  with  a  feller  ?  the  Gila,  Kit  and  his  three  compadres  rode 

'Course  they'll  kick,  an'  ther'll  be  a  whole  into  Gage. 

passle  o'  marshals  an'  sheriffs  out*  after  you,        One  or  two  significant  passes  with  a  six- 

but  what  o'  that?    Reckon  Old  Blue  '11  carry  shooter  hypnotized  the  station  agent  into  a 

you  out  o'  range.     He's  the  longest-winded  docile  tool. 

chunk  o'  horse  meat  in  these  parts.  Then  you'll       A  dim  red  light  glimmered  away  off  in  the 

have  to  stay  out  strictly  on  the  scout  fer  a  few  east.     As   the   minutes  passed   it   grew   and 

weeks,  till  they  gits  tired  o'  huntin'  of  you,  so  brightened  fast.     Then  a  faint,  confused  mur- 

you  can  slip  out  o'  this  yere  neck  o'  woods  mur  came  singing  over  the  rails  to  the  ears 

'thout  leavin'  a  trail.  of  the  waiting  bandits.    The  light  brightened 

"An'  Lord!  but  won't  it  be  fun!    'Bout  as  and  grew  until  it  looked  like  a  great,  dull  red 

much  fun,  I  reckon,  as  doin'  'Frisco.    Won't  sun,  and  then  the  thunder  of  the  train  was 

them  tenderfeet  beller  when  they  hears  the  heard. 

guns  a-crackin'  an*  the  boys  a-yellin'.     Le's        Time  for  action  had  come!   - 
see;  wonder  who  I'd  better  take  along?"  The  agent  was  made  to  signal  the  engineer 

Scruples?    Kit  had  none.    Bred  and  raised  to  stop.     With  lever  reversed  and  air  brakes 

a  merry  freebooter  in  the  unbranded  spoils  of  on,  the  train  was  nearly  stopped  when  the 

the  cattle  range,  it  was  no  long  step  from  engine  reached  the  station.     But  seeing  the 

stealing  a  maverick  to  holding  up  a  train.  agent  surrounded  by  a  group  of  armed  men, 

With  a  man  of  p)erhaps  any  other  class  a  the  engineer  shut  off  the  air  and  sought  to 

plan  to  engage  in  a  new  business  enterprise,  throw   his  throttle  open.     His   purpose  dis- 

of  so  much  greater  magnitude  than  those  he  covered,  a  quick  snap  shot  from  Mitch  Lee 

had  been  accustomed  to,  would  have  been  laid  him  dead  in  the  cab,  and,  springing  into 

made  the  subject  of  long  and  serious  considera-  the  cab,  Mitch  soon  persuaded  the  fireman  to 

tion.     Not  so  with  Kit.     Cowboy  life  compels  stop  the  train. 

a  man  to  think  quickly,  and  often  to  act  quicker        Instantly  a  fusillade  of  pistol  shots  and  a 

than  he  finds  it  convenient  to  think.  The  hand  mad  chorus  of  shrill  cowboy  yells  broke  out, 

skilled  to  catch  the  one  possible  instant  when  that  terrorized  train  crew  and  passengers  into 

the  wide,  circling  loop  of  the  lariat  may  be  docility. 

successfully  thrown,  and  the  eye  and  finger        Within  fifteen  minutes  the  express  car  was 

trained   to   accurate   snap   shooting,   do   not  sacked,  the  postal  car  gutted,  the  passengers 

belong  to  a  mind  likely  to  be  long  in  reaching  laid  under  unwilling  contribution,  and  Kit  and 

a  resolution  or  slow  to  execute  one.  his  pals  were  riding  northward  into  the  night. 

So  Kit  at  once  began  to  cast  about  for  two  heavily  loaded  with  loot, 
or  three  of  the  right  sort  of  boys  to  join  him.        Riding  at  great  speed  due  north,  the  party 

Three  were  quickly  chosen  out  of  his  own  and  a  soon  reached  the  main  traveled  road  up  the 

neighboring  outfit.     They  were  Mitch  Lee  and  Miembres,  in  whose  loose  shifting  sands  they 

Taggart,  two  white  cowboys  of  much  his  own  knew  their  trail  could  not  be  picked  up.    Still 

type  and  temper,  and  George  Cleveland,  a  negro,  forcing  the  pace,  they  reached  the  rough  hill 

known  as  a  desperate  fellow,  game  for  anything,  country  east  of  Silver  early  in  the  night,  cocked 
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their  plunder  safely,  and  a  little  after  midnight  disappeared  in  the   sands  of  the  Miembres 

were  carelessly  bucking  a  monte  game  in  a  road. 

Silver  City  saloun.  Shrewd  old  Haney  Whitehil!  was  at  his  wit's 

The  next  afternoon  they  quietly  rode  out  of  end. 

town  and  joined  their  respective  outfits,  to  wait  Many  days  passed  in  fruitless  search.    At 

until  the  excitement  should  blow  over  last,  riding  one  day  across  the  plain  at  some 

Of  course  the  telegraph  soon  started   the  distance  from  the  line  of  flight  north  from 

hue  and  cry.     Officers  from  Silver,  Dcming  Gage,  Whitehill  found  a  fragment  of  a  Kansas 

and  Lordsburg  were  soon  on  the  ground,  led  newspaper.   Instantly  he  saw  it  he  remembered 

by  Harvey  Whitehill,  the  famous  old  sheriff  that  a  certain  merchant  of  Silver  came  from 

of    Grant    County.      But   of   clue  there  was  the  Kansas  town  where  this  paper  was  pub- 

none.     Naturally  the  station  agent  had  come  lishcd. 

safely    out    of    his    trance,    but     with     that  Hurrying  back  to  Silver,  Whitehall  saw  the 

absence  of  memory  of  what    had    happened  merchant,  who  identified  the  paper  and  said 

characteristic   of  the  hypnotized.     The   trail  that  he  undoubtedly  was  its  only  subscriber 
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in  Silver.  Asked  if  he  had  given  a  copy  to  any  back  and  flew  out  of  town  only  a  few  hundred 

one,  he  finally  recalled  that  some  time  before,  yards  behind  the  prisoners.   Six  others,  led  by 

about   the   period   of   the   robbery,    he   had  Charlie  Shannon  and  La  Fer,  were  not  far 

wrapped  in  a  piece  of  this  newspaper  some  behind  Jackson.    The  men  of  this  party  were 

provisions  he  had   sold   to   a  negro  named  greatly  surprised  to  find  that  a  Boston  boy  of 

Cleveland  and  a  white  man  he  did  not  know,  twenty — a   tenderfoot   lately   come  to   town, 

Here  was  the  clue  and  Whitehill  was  quick  to  who  had  scarcely  ever  ridden  a  horse  or  fired 

follow  it.    Meeting  a  negro  on  the  street,  he  pre-  a  rifle,  was  among  their  number,  well  mounted 

tended  to  want  to  hire  a  cook.    The  negro  had  and  armed — a  man  with  a  line  of  ancestry 

a  job.     Well,  did  he  not  know  some  one  else?  worth  while,  and  himself  a  worthy  survival 

By  the  way,  where  was  George  Cleveland  ?  of  the  best  of  it. 

"Oh,  boss,  he  done  left  de  Gila  dis  week  The  chase  was  hot.    Jackson  was  well  in 

an'  gone  ober  to  Socorro,"  was  the  answer.  advance,  engaging  the  fugitives  with  his  pistol. 

Two  days  later  Whitehill  found  Cleveland  while  the  fugitives  v/ere  returning  the  fire  and 

in  a  Socorro  restaurant,  got  the  "drop  on  him,"  throwing  up  pu£fs  of  dust  all  about  Jackson, 

told  him  his  pals  were  arrested  and  had  con-  Behind  spurred  Shannon  and  his  party, 

fessed  that  they  were  in  the  robbery,  but  that  At  length  the  pursuit  gained.  Five  miles  out 

he,  Cleveland,  had  killed  Engineer  Webster,  of  Silver,  in  the  Pinon  HiUs  to  the  northwest, 

This  brought  the  whole  story.  too  close  pressed  to  run  farther,  the  fugitives 

"  *Foh  de  Lord,  boss,  I  nebber  killed  dat  en-  sprang  from  their  horses  and  ran  into  a  low 

gineer.  Mitch  Lee  done  it,  an'  him  an'  Taggart  post  oak  thicket  covering  about  two  acres., 

an'  Kit  Joy,  dey  done  lied  to  you  outrageous."  where,  crouching,  they  could  not  be  seen.  The 

Within  a  few  days,  caught  singly,  in  ignor-  six  pursuers  sent  back  a  man  to  guide  the 

ance  of  Cleveland's  arrest,  and  taken  com-  sheriflF's  party  and  hasten  reinforcements,  and 

pletely  by  surprise,  Joy,  Taggart  and  Lee  were  began  shelling  the  thicket  and  surrounding  it, 

captured  on  the  Gila  and  jailed,  along  with  A  few  minutes  later  Whitehill  rode  up  with 

Cleveland,  at  Silver  City,  held  to  await  the  seven  more  men,  and  the  thicket  was  effectually 

action  of  the  next  grand  jury.  surrounded.    To  the  surprise  of  every  one,  a 

But  strong  walls  did  not  make  a  prison  hot  fire  poured  into  the  thicket  failed  to  bring 

adequate  to  hold  these  men.     Before  many  a  single  answering  shot, 

weeks  passed,  an  escape  was  planned  and  Whitehill  was  no  man  to  waste  ammunition 

executed.     Two  other  prisoners,  one  a  man  on  such  chance  firing,  so  he  ordered  a  charge, 

wanted  in  Arizona  and  the  other  a  Mexican  His  little  command  rode  into  and  through  the 

horse  thief,  were  allowed  to  participate  in  the  thicket  at  full  speed,  only  to  find  their  quarry 

outbreak.  gone,  gone  all  save  one.  The  Mexican  lay  dead. 

Taken  unawares,   their  guard  was  seized  shot  through  the  head!  Kit's  party  had  cashed 

and  bound  with  little  difficulty.   Quickly  arm-  through  the  thicket  without  stopping,  on  to 

ing  themselves  in   the  jail  office,   these  six  another,   and  their  trail  was  shortly  found 

desperate  men  dashed  out  of  the  jail  and  into  leading  up  a  rugged  canon  of  the  Pinos  Altos 

a   neighboring   livery   stable,    seized    horses,  range. 

mounted  and  rode  madly  out  of  town,  firing  Whitehill  divided  his  party.     Three  men 

at  every  one  in  sight.  followed  up  the  bottom  of  the  cation  on  foot, 

In   Silver  in   those  days   no   gentleman's  five  mounted  flankers  were  thrown  out  on  either 

trousers  set  comfortably  without  a  pistol  stuck  side.    At  last,  high  up  the  cafion,  Kit's  party 

in  the  waistband.  Therefore,  the  flying  desper-  was  found  at  bay,  lying  in  some  thick  under- 

adoes  received  as  hot  a  fire  as  they  sent.    By  brush.    It  was  a  desperate  position  to  attack, 

this  fire  Cleveland's  horse  was  killed  -  before  but  the  pursuers  did  not  hesitate.    Dismount- 

they  got  out  of  town,  but  one  of  his  pals  stopped  ing,  they  advanced  on  foot  with  rifles  cocked, 

and  picked  him  up.  but  with  all  the  caution  of  a  hunter  trailing  a 

Instantly  the  town  was  in  an  uproar  of  ex-  wounded  grizzly, 

dtement.    Everyone  knew  that  the  capture  The  negro  opened  the  ball  at  barely  twenty 

of  these  men  meant  a  fight  to  the  death.  yards'  range  with  a  shot  that  drove  a  hole 

As  usual  in  such  emergencies,  there  were  through  the  Boston  boy's  hat.     Dropping  at 

more  talkers  than  fighters.  first  with  surprise,  for  he  had  not  seen  the 

Nevertheless,  six  men  were  in  pursuit  as  negro  till  the  instant  he  raised  to  fire,  the 

soon  as  they  could  saddle  and  mount.  Boston  boy  returned  a  quick  shot  that  hap- 

The"  first  to  start  was  the  driver  of  an  ex-  pened  to  hit  the  negro  just  above  the  center  of 

press  wagon,  a  man  named  Jackson,  who  cut  the  forehead  and  rolled  him  over  dead, 

his  horse  loose  from  the  traces,  mounted  bare-  Approaching  from  another  direction,  Shan* 


non  was  first  to  draw  Taggart's  fire;  Taggart  he  called  tor  quarter,  and  came  out  of  the 
was  iyiog  hidden  in  the  brush ;  Shannon  stand-  brush  with  his  hands  up,  and  with  him  another 
ing  out  in  the  open.  Shot  after  shot  they  ex-  man.  Asked  for  his  pistol,  Taggart  replied: 
changed,  until  presently  a  ball  struck  the  earth  "Hang  you,  that's  empty,  or  I'd  be  shoot- 
in  front  of  Taggart's  face  and  filled  his  eyes  ing  yet." 

full  of  gravel  and  sand.     Blinded  for  the  time,  Meantime,  Whitehill  was  engaging  Mitch 
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Lee.     In  a  few  minutes,   shot  through  and  and  broke  his  neck.  The  wagon  was  then  pulled 

helpless,  Lee  surrendered.     It  was  quick,  hot  away  and  Lee  strangled. 

work!  With   Cleveland,   Lee  and  Taggart  dead. 

All  but  Kit  were  now  killed  or  captured.  Engineer  Webster  and  La  Per  were  fairly  well 

He  had  been  separated  from  his  party,  and  avenged.     But  Kit  was  still  out,  known   as 

La  Per  was  seen  trailing  him  on  a  neighboring  the  leader  and  the  man  who  shot  La  Per,  and 

hillside.  for  days  the  hills  were  full  of  men  hunting  him. 

At  this  juncture  the  sheriff  detailed  Shan-  Hiding  in  the  rugged,  thickly  timbered  hills 

non  to  return  to  town  and  get  a  wagon  to  bring  of  the  Gila,  taking  needed  food  at  night,  at  the 

in  the  dead  and  wounded,  while  he  started  to  muzzle  of  his  gun,  from  some  isolated  ranch, 

join  La  Per  in  pursuit  of  Kit.  he  was  hard  to  capture. 

An  hour  later,  as  Shannon  was  leaving  town  Had  Kit  chosen  to  mount  himself  and  ride 

with  a  wagon  to  return  to  the  scene  of  the  fight,  out  of  the  country,  he  might  have  escaf)ed  for 

a  mob  of  men,  led  by  a  shyster  lawyer,  joined  good.     But  this  he  would  not  do. 

him  and  swore  they  proposed  to  lynch  the  Dominated  still  by  the  fatal  curiosity  and 

prisoners.     This  was  too  much  for  Shannon's  covetousness   that   first   possessed   and   later 

.sense  of  frontier  proprieties.     So,  rising  in  his  mastered  him,  and  then  drove  him  into  crime, 

wagon,  he  made  a  brief  but  effective  speech.  bound  to  repossess  himself  of  his  hidden  treas- 

"  Boys,  none  of  our  men  are  hurt,  although  ure  and  go  out  to  see  the  world.  Kit  would  not 

it  is  no  fault  of  our  prisoners.    A  dozen  of  us  leave  the  Gila. 

have  gone  out  and  risked  our  lives  to  capture  Alone,  unaided,  with  no  man  left  his  friend, 

these  men.     You  men  have  not  seen  fit,  for  with  all  men  on  the  alert  to  capture  or  to  kill 

what  motives  we  will  not  discuss,  to  help  us.  him,  the  unequal  contest  nevertheless  lasted 

Now,  I  tell  you  right  here  that  any  who  want  for  many  weeks. 

can  come,  but  the  first  man  to  raise  a  hand  There  was  only  one  man  Kit  at  all  trusted, 
against  a  prisoner  I'll  kill."  '  a  *'nester"  (small  ranchman),  named  Rack- 
Shannon's  return  escort  was  small.  etty  Smith. 

But  once  more  back  in  the  hills  of  .the  Pinos  One  day,  looking  out  from  a  leafy  thicket  in 

Altos,  Shannon  found  a  storm  raised  he  could  which  he  lay  hid.  Kit  saw  Racketty  going  along 

not  quell,  even  if  his  own  sympathies  had  not  the  road.     A  lonely  outcast,  craving  the  sound 

drifted  with  it  when  he  learned  its  cause.   His  of  a  human  voice,  believing  Racketty  at  least 

friend  La  Per  lay  dead,  filled  full  of  buckshot  neutral,  Kit  hailed  him  and  approached.     As 

by  Kit  before  Whitehill's  reinforcements  had  he  drew  near,  Racketty  covered  him  with  his 

reached   him,   while   Kit   had   slipped   away  rifle  and  ordered  him  to  surrender.  Surprised, 

through  the  underbrush,  over  rocks  that  left  taken  entirely  unawares.  Kit  started  to  jump 

no  trail.  for  cover,  when  Racketty  fired,  shattered  his 

La  Per's  death  maddened  his  friends.  There  right  leg  and  brought  him  to  earth.   To  spring 

was  little  discussion.     Only  one  opinion  pre-  uponanddisarmKit  was  the  work  of  an  instant, 

vailed.   Taggart  and  Lee  must  die.  Kit    was    sentenced    to    imprisonment    at 

Nothing  was  known  of  the  prisoner  wanted  Santa  Fe.     A  few  years  ago,  gaining  three 

in  Arizona,  so  he  was  spared.  years  by  good  behavior.  Kit  was  released,  after 

Taggart  and  Lee  were  put  in  the  wagon,  having  ser\'ed  fourteen  years, 

the  former  tightly  bound,  the  latter  helpless  However,  Kit  may  still  hanker  for  "a  big, 

from  his  wound.     Short  rope  halters  barely  fat,    four-year-old,    long-homed    bank    roll," 

five  feet  long  were  stripped  from  the  horses,  whatever  may  be  his  curiosity  to  "do  'Frisco 

knotted  round  the  prisoners'  necks,  and  fast-  proper,"  it  is  not  likely  he  will  make  any  more 

ened  to  the  limb  of  a  juniper  tree.     Taggart  history  as  a  train  robber,  for  at  heart  Kit  was 

climbed  to  the  high  wagon  seat,  took  a  header  always  a  better  good  man  than  "bad"  man. 


The  Canned  Drama 

By  WALTER  PRICHARD  EATON 

Author  of  "  Foot  light  Fiction" 

Ulustrated  with  Photographs 

THE   actor,   whom   I   shall  call   Mont-  good   professiooals   who  do  pose  nowadays, 

gomery  Stone  because  that  isn't  his  Besides,  I  always  play  the  leads. " 

■nanae,  could  scarcely  speak  above  a  A  few  days  later,  when  Montgomery  Stone 

whisper.  had  recovered  his  voice  sufficiently  to  have  his 

"What's  the  matter?"  I  asked.  picture  taken  once  more,  he  invited  me  to  at- 

"I  lost  my  voice  yesterday,  having  my  pic-  tend  that  interesting  function.     The  "studio" 

ture  taken, "  he  answered  painfully.  was  a  large  steel  and  concrete  building  on  the 

Then  he  grinned  at  my  evident  perplexity,  outskirts  of  Ne*  York  City,  with  a  glass  roof 

and  explained,  "I  was  subduing  a  mob  for  a  and  sides  that  were  half  glass,  too.   On  a  sunny 

moving-picture  film.     The  best  moving- picture  day  picture?;  could  be  taken  by  natural  light. 

actors  always  talk,  you  know,  while  the  picture  The  floor  was  divided  into  trapped  sections  like 

is  being  taken.      It  works  you   up  into  the  the  stage  of  a  modern  theater,  and  there  was 

proper  mood  for  gestures  and  facial  expres-  room  for  two  or  three  seta  at  a  time.     There 

sion,  and  makes  your  mouth  go  naturally. "  were  dressing-rooms,  proi>erty  rooms,  scene- 

"But  you — moving   pictures^I   don't   get  painting  lofts,  and  carpenter  shops.    One  of 

it,"  said  I,  trying  to  be  diplomatic,  the  stage  sets  now  represented  the  cabin  of  a 

He  laughed,  or  rather  croaked.     "Well,  the  ship.    And  presently  Mr.  Stone  emerged  from 

show  I  was  in  has  closed,"  he  said  huskily,  a  dressing-room  clad  and  whiskered  like  a 

"and  I've  nothing  till  fall,  so  I'm  filling  in  fussy  little  old  man,  and  took  his  place  in  this 

posing   for  the   picture   people.     I  get  good  cabin.     One  section  of  a  film  portraying  Mr. 

pay   every    time    I   pose.    It's    better    than  Barker's  adventures  in  Europe  (an  idea  evi- 

loafing.     You'd  be  surprised  at  the  number  of  denily  borrowed  from  Gibson's  cartoons)  was 
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This  looks  like  Sherwood  forest,  but 
in  reality  it  is  a  section  of  film  taken 
in  the  Bro'.x  Park,  New  York  City. 


'  One  hun- 
dred and  fifty — one 
hundred  and  seventy- 

"Now,  ready,  lurch, 
bunk,  fall  in  heati 
first!"  cried  the  stage 
manager.  And  the 
camera  stopped  at  the 
two  hundred  feet  of 
film,  with  the  actor  ly- 
ing in  a  huddled  heap 
in  his  bunk. 

And  when  that  sec. 
lion  of  "The  Adven- 
tures of  Mr.  Barker" 
was   projet 
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to  be  taken^the  trip 
over.  .The  ship  was 
going  to  roll,  and  Mr. 
Barker  was  going  to  be 
very  miserable.  Just 
how  the  ship  was  going 
to  roll,  I  couldn't  see. 
But  (he  moving- picture 
makers  don't  let  a  little 
thing  like  a  steel  and 
concrete  building 
bother  them, 

"Now,     Mr.       Stone,       nn,™>.n.«,»,n,H«^«u«,«.«.nrt«,nT™r*™ 

you   are  supposed    to 

look  sick,"   said    the 

stage  manager.   "And 

try  to  appear  unstsady. 

Remember  the  ship's  rolling  something  fierce,  weeks  kter  on  the  screens  of  many   of  the 

Spread  your  legs  apart   more.     Hang  onto  7000  moving  picture  theaters  in  America,  it 

chairs  and  things.    And  when  Otto  [the  man  gave   the  complete   illusion  of  being    taken 

at   the  camera]  says   'door,'   lunge   toward  on    board   a   liner,   in  a   heavy   sea.     Only 

the  door;  when  he  says  'bunk,' lunge  toward  once  or  twice,  the  careful  observer  might  have 

that.    When  I  say  'sand,'  jump  away  from  noticed,  the  suffering  old  gentleman  staggered 

the  port  hole. "  the   wrong   way    to  preser\e   his  center  of 

I  still  failed  to  see  how  the  effect  was  going  gravity, 
to  be  gained,  in  spite  of  Montgomery  Stone's        Montgomery  Stone,  as  he  truly  says,  has 

inane  staggering  about  on  the  perfectly  stable  "played  the  lead"  in  many  films.     Some  of 

floor  and  his  agonized  facial  expression.    After  them,  like  the  sea  trip  of  Mr.  Barker,  were 

a  few  rehearsals  and  much  shouting  the  stage  comedies.     Once  he  played  the  part  of  a  boy 

manager  cried,  "Ready  with  the  sand  back  who  tied  a  rope  to  his  foot  and  then  hung  the 

therel"  A  man  went  behind  the  scenery  with  a  end  of  the  rope  out  ,of  the  window,  that  his 

pail  of  sand  and  crouched  beneath  the  port  chum  might  come  along  and  wake  him.    01 

hole.     Somebody  else  took  hold  of  a  string  course,  the  wrong  person  got  hold  of  the  rope, 

that  was  tied  to  the  leg  of  a  chair.     The  man  and  our  hero  was  yanked  bodily  out  of  bed  and 

at  the  camera  examined  the  mechanism  on  through  the  window.     This  effect  was  no  more 

which  it  stood  to  see  that  everything  was  work-  difficult  to  secure  than  Peter  Pan's  flights  in 

ing  smoothly.   Mr.  Stone  adjusted  bis  whiskers  the  play.    The  actor  lay  on  a  little  hidden 

firmly,  assumed  anew  his  expression  of  ex-  board,  suspended  by  piano  wires,  and  at  the 

treme  nausea,  took  a   firm   brace   with    his  proper  moment  he  sailed  rapidly  out  of  bed  and 

feet  on  the  level  floor,  and  the  signal  came  to  vanished    through    the    window,    apparently 

begin.  yanked  by  the  rope  tied  to  his  foot.     But  Mr. 

Then  I  saw  how  the  trick  was  done.  The  Stone's  abilities  are  not  confined  to  comedy, 
man  at  the  camera,  as  he  turned  the  crank  Indeed,  with  the  considerable  elevation  of 
which  winds  the  film  across  the  shutter,  public  taste  in  the  past  two  years  and  the  still 
rocked  the  camera  from  side  to  side.  Every  greater  desire  to  do  belter  things  on  the  part  of 
moment  he  would  give  it  a  violent  lurch  the  picture  manufacturers,  the  "trick"  film, 
to  the  left,  yelling  "Bunk!"  and  the  actor  and  the  merely  farcial,  or  horse  play,  pictures 
would  stagger  toward  the  bed.  Then  would  have  taken  a  secondary  place.  It  is  easy 
follow  a  lurch  to  the  right,  the  cry  of  enough  to  stop  the  camera,  substitute  a  dummy 
"Door!"  and  the  actor  would  reel  dizzily  for  a  live  actor,  and  then  show  the  character  in 
across  the  perfectly  level  floor  to  the  dtxir.  the  picture  falling  down  a  precipice  or  being 
Between  times  the  stage  manager  would  yell  knocked  twenty  feet  by  an  automobile;  or  it  is 
"Sand!"  and  a  gush  of  sprav  would  come  easy  to  put  in  a  section  of  the  film  backward, 
through  the  port  hole,  while  the  actor  thus  showing  a  man  who  has  jumped  from 
leaped  out  of  the  way.  At  one  lurch  the  man  a  bridge,  turned  in  mid  air,  and  jumped  back 
with  the  string  yanked  the  chair  over,  and  again;or  it  is  easy  to  hang  the  camera  from  the 
(hereafter  he  twitched  it  about  the  floor  from  ceiUng  and,  by  photographing  the  actor  crawl- 
lime  to  lime.  ing  on  his  stomach  over  a  canvas  painted  like  a 

"One  hundred  feet,"  said  the  man  at  the  wall  and  spread  out  on  the  floor  get  the  effect. 
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at  expense  and  untiring  persi 

e  required  in  securing  (his  remarkable 

I  of  a  deei  hunt    in   Newfoundland. 


jralicemen  stopped  the 
car  before  il  reached 
the  actors,  and  carried 
the  genuinely  protest- 
ing couple  oft  to  a  real 
station  house.  The 
man  with  the  camera 
shrewdly  said  nothing, 
but  followed  on,  merrily 
turning  his  crank.  Un- 
fortunately, the  real  po- 
lice station  was  not 
equipped  with  the 
proper  lighting  appa- 
ratus to  continue  the 
film,  but  up  to  the  time 
when  the  party  reached 
one  of  the  most  realistic 


when  the  picture  is 
projected  on  the  up- 
right screen,  of  a  man 
scaling  an  impassible 
barrier  as  if  by  magic. 

Almost  anything  can 
be  accomplished,  in< 
deed,  through  the  con- 
trol exercised  over  the 
camera  by  the  oper- 
ator, who  winds  the  film 
across  the  shutter  by 
hand,  and  can  acceler- 
ate it,  space  or  stop  it 
altogether,  at  will.  For 
instance,  an  actor  dives 
into  a  pond,  the  cam- 
era is  stopped,  he  comes  up  and  is  fished  out.  the  door,  that  film 
the  camera  is  started  again  and  takes  a  picture  ever  taken, 
of  the  blank  water  for  five  minutes,  then  is  Another  case  of  real  police  interference  in 
stopped  once  more  and  the  actor  dives  a  second  New  York  didn't  turn  out  so  well.  The  pic- 
time.  M  he  comes  up  the  camera  is  once  ture  was  of  "A  Black  Hand  Escape,"  and  the 
more  started,  and  the  effect,  of  course,  of  the  leading  actor,  made  up  as  a  very  terrible  Ital- 
fimshed  picture  is  of  a  man  who  dives  and  re-  ian,  was  supposed  to  get  away.  A  real  police- 
mains  under  water  an  incredible  time.  He  man  intercepted  him  in  full  Sight,  at  the  point 
may  even  seem  to  emerge  at  a  point  an  in-  of  his  revolver,  and,  such  is  the  state  of  feeling 
credible  distance  from  the  spot  where  he  went  toward  the  Black  Hand  in  the  New  York  Police 
under,  for  while  the  camera  is  taking  the  pic-  force,  it  was  ten  minutes  before  the  patrolman 
ture  of  blank  water  it  can  easily  be  moved  could  be  made  to  understand  that  this  was  all  a 
along  the  shore,  or  in  a  boat,  and  when  the  play.  Thefilm,  of  course,  was  ruined.  Once, 
actor  dives  the  second  time,  it  can  be  in  a  in  the  Bronx  (an  outlying  section  of  New  York 
place  a  long  way  from  the  scene  of  the  first  Cily)  a  whole  party  of  actors  and  actresses  were 
plunge.  arrested  for  disturbing  the  peace,  and  carried 

But  odd  as  such  pictures  always  are  the  pub-  to  the  station  house  in  a  body.    But  as  a  rule 

lie  has  learned  more  or  less  to  see  through  the  the  police  do  not  interfere  for  this  cause,  since 

tricks,  even  a  little  to  tire  of  them.    At  best  the  picture  men  themselves  do  all  in  their  power 

they  are  the  "comic  relief"  of  canned  drama,  to  avoid  attracting  a  crowd.     Aside  from  the 

The   audiences   have  come   to   demand   real  somewhat    flippant    remarks    hurled    at    the 

drama,  pictures  that  tell  a.  coherent,  interesting  actors  by  the  street  spectators,  there  is  always 

story  and  tell  it  well,  with  genuine  settings  the  danger  of  somebody  who  doesn't  belong 

and  competent  actors  taking  the  parts.    Hence  there  getting  into  the  field  of  the  camera  and 

Montgomery  Stone  is  often  called  on  to  pose  ruining  the  picture,  or  at  any  rate  making  it 

out  of  doors,  and  to  be  on  occasion  quite  in-  ridiculous, 

tensely  dramatic.  Montgomery  Stone  wa  i  my  host  one  day  on 

Indeed,  at  the  present  time,  in  the  suburbs  a  trip  into  the  countrj'.  This  was  to  be  a  fairy 
of  New  York,  Brooklyn,  Philadelphia  or  film,  for  the  children,  who  compose  so  large  a 
Chicago,  any  pleasant  day  you  are  likely  to  part  of  moving  picture  audiences.  His  part 
chance  on  a  big  automobile  loaded  with  actors  was,  as  he  assured  me,  the  leading  one.  He 
and  actresses  in  full  paint  and  strange  array,  played  the  Sand  Man,  coining  in  toward  the 
or  to  find  upon  a  suburban  street  comer,  or  end  of  each  episode  and  putting  folks  to  sleep. 
down  a  country  lane,  extraordinary  actions  He  was  dressed  in  grotesque  lights,  his  face  was 
going  on  in  front  of  a  purring  camera.  Not  painted  to  look  like  a  funny,  wizened  little  old 
long  ago  an  automobile  elopement  was  being  man,  and  he  wore  blue  silk  shoes  which  a  cos- 
taken  in  Brooklyn.  The  eloping  couple  in  one  lumer  on  the  Bowery  had  assured  him  were 
car  were  being  pursued  by  the  camera  in  once  worn  by  Fanny  Davenport  in  Gismonda. 
another.  Down  the  road,  dressed  as  police-  He  is  a  small  man.  Miss  Davenport  was  a 
men,  two  actors  waited  to  spoil  the  elopement  large  woman;  maybe  thej' were.  Others  of  our 
by  making  an  arrest  for  speeding.  For  all  that  party  in  the  huge  automobile  were  two  German 
I  know,  they  are  still  waiting,   for  two  real  policemen  (why  German  I  don't  know,  unless 


Courttsj'  o(  the  Vitagraph  Ca.  of  America 

Making  a  film  of  "  Wathineton  crossing  the  Delaware"  over  in  Brooklyn.  While  the  boat  is 
pursuing  its  perilous  way,  the  men  with  the  long  pules  at  either  tad  of  the  tank  create  the 
turbulent  waves,  and  the  flying  spray  is  simulated  by  rand  thrown  by  the  man  on  the  ladder. 

they  were  supposed  to  be  more  comic),  a  co-  coquettish    maiden,    when    the    camera    had 

queltish  damsel  with  a  market  basket,  a  farmer,  stopped  buzzing.    "  It    will   spoil   the  artistic 

a  burglar,  a  stage  manager,  and  the  camera  effect,  if  I  did. " 

man.    First  we  went  to  the  Bronx  Park.  Then  we  bowled  out  into  the  open  country, 

"My,  I  think  I've  posed  behind  every  tree  in  miies  and  miles,  till  the  city  was. far  behind  and 

this  Park, "  said  the  coquettish  damsel.  a  little  farm  appeared  by  the  wayside.     Again 

The  machine  stopped  by  a  rustic  bench,  the  the  car  stopped  and  the  stage  manager  held 

camera  was  set  up,  and  rehearsals  began.     But  parley  with  the  farmer,  who  grinned  presently, 

suddenly,  out  of  nowhere,  emerged  seventeen  put  something  green  into  his  pocket,  and  went 

small  boys,  several  men,  a  buggy,  two  baby  to  hitch  up  his  team.     W't  all  climbed  out,  into 

carriages,  a  family  picnic  and  a  touring  car.  the  bam  yard. 

"Pipe  de  fake  cops,"  said  the  small  boys.  While  the  picture  was  being  rehearsed  I  was 

"Aw,  go  home  'n'  put  your  pants  on!"  they  pressed  into  ser\'ice  to  gather  local  color.  This 

continued,  to  the  Sand  Man.    We  all  climbed  task  consisted  of  scattering  grain  out  of  a  meas- 

sheepishly  back  into  the  machine  and  drove  ure  and  calling,  "Come,  chick,  chick,  chick, 

hastily  away.     Presently  we  found  a  more  se-  chick!"  till  the  hens  had  been  lured  into  the 

eluded  bench,  and  this  time  had  better  luck,  field  of  the  camera.     I  was  glad  to  assist  in  so 

One  of  the  policemen  made  love  to  the  coquet-  artistic  a  manner.     This  picture  went  off  very 

tish  damsel  on  the  bench,  the  Sand  Man,  with  well,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  farmer's  horse 

much  merrily  malicious  pantomine,  hopped  out  was  only  an  amateur  actor.    The  Sand  Man 

of  the  Bronx  woods  and  threw  sand  over  them,  put  the  fanner  to  sleep,  the  horse  ran  into  the 

and  they  went  to  sleep,  their  heads  on  each  stable,  the  bags  of  grain  were  upset,  all  ac- 

other's    shoulders.     Then    along    came    the  cording  to  schedule.     The  week  before,  they 

sergeant,  woke  them  up,  and  sent  his  poor  told  me,  a  professional  horse,  who  had  be- 

astonished  patrolman  angrily  about  his  beat,  baved    perfectly    in    rehearsal,    lying    down 

"  I'm  afraid  I  went  to  sleep  too  quick, "  said  the  calmly  and  playing  dead,  got  up  and  ambled 
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CourUsy  of  ihc  Edison  Msnubcturine  Co. 
On  the  floor  of  thiahugc  studio,  often aa  many  as  four  Alms,  each  requiring  a  separate  "set,"  are  inade 
at  the  same  time.     Connected  with  this  studio  are  five  companies  of  actors  who  are  continually  em- 
ployed in  the  manufacture  of  the  films,  two  generally  working  at  one  time  in  the  studio,  the  others  outside. 

ofi  stage  while  the  picture  was  being  taken,  ers,  the  stage  manager,  running  about  shouting 

He  waited  till  a  hundred  and  seventy-iive  feet  orders,  the  buzzing  camera   mounted  on  its 

of  film  had  been  used,  too,  to  make  his  little  straddling  tripod,  and  out  on  the  highway  the 

joke  more  expensive.  row  of  country  small  boys  and  the  dispenser 

Meanwhile,   the  two  cops  had  converted  of  indigestion,  leaning  out  of  his  team  in  open- 

themselves  into  hoboes,  using  the  bam  for  a  mouthed  astonishment. 

dressing-room,  and  we  all  adjourned  down  a  When  the  picture  was  taken,  we  fell  upon  his 

lane  near  the  roari.     Heremy  task  was  to  drive  load,  for  it  was  late  and  we  had  not  lunched; 

a  herd  of  cows  into  the  field  of  the  camera,  a  and,  with  milk  supplied  that  morning  by  the 

more  substantial  but  easier  manipulated  form  local  color,  we  all  sat  down  on  the  grass  and  en- 

of  local  color.     During  the  rehearsal,  the  two  joyed  a  merr\' picnic.     Everybody  was  through 

hoboes,  who  were  supposed  to  be  fighting  over  for  the  day  except  the  burglar,  a  terrible  looking 

a  loaf  of  bread,  yelled  at  one  another  at  the  top  person  just  now,  who  not  long  ago  was  a  be- 

of  their  lungs.     A  man  who  was  driving  by  in  nignant  old  gentleman  in  a  famous  rural  play 

the  road  with  a  load  of  "  Genuine  New  Eng-  upon  the  dramatic  stage.     We  found  a  place 

land  Pies, "  pulled  up  and  watched.     Several  for  him  to  burgle  (the  verb  is  his)  on  our  way 

small  boys  had  mysteriously  appeared;  they  home.     The  sunny  west  wall  of  a  suburban 

always  do.     But  these  were  rural  small  boys,  home  in\'ileri.     The  mistress  of  the  house  did 

and  they  had  better  manners,  confining  their  not  look  upon  the  scheme  with  much  favor, 

remarks  to  themselves.     It  was  a  curious  sight  but   the  children  demanded  consent.     With 

— the  peaceful  countrj'  lane,  the  cows  placidly  great  difficulty  ihey  were  kept  out  of  the  range 

browsing  over  the  wall,  artistically  arranged  of  the  camera,  which  was  mounted  In  the  yard, 

by  the  proud  author,  the  Sand  Man,  clad  in  red  and  then  the  burglar  crept  up  the  side  path, 

tights,  hopping  from  behind  a  barberry  bush,  glancing  ever  and  anon  furtively  about,  as  it  is 

the  tattered  hoboes,  rouged,  with  false  whisk-  well  known  burglars  do,  put  a  ladder  against  a 
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window,  climbed  it,  peered  in,  and  fmally,  \alue.  As  a  member  of  the  New  York  moving 
raising  the  sash,  disappeared.  On  the  other  picture  censorship  board,  who  is  also  a  su- 
side  we  heard  him  saying,  "Thank  you,  perintendent  of  public  schools,  said  the  other 
madam,  shall  I  close  the  window  for  you?"  day,  "A  child  can  perhaps  learn  more  geog- 
The  Sand  Man  did  not  apj>ear  in  this  section  of  raphy  from  such  films  in  five  minutes  than  from 
the  film.  His  part  was  to  be  taken  later,  in  the  haJf  a  doKen  test-books. "  When  you  reflect 
studio.  that  in  New  York  City  alone,  on  a  Sunday, 
All  films  are  not  so  simple  to  piake  as  this  500,000  people  go  to  moving- picture  shows,  a 
one,  of  course,  nor  so  majority  of  them  per- 
much  of  a  picnic  for  haps  children,  and 
the  players.  One  firm  that  in  the  poorer 
of  manufacturers  in  quarters  of  to  wneverj' 
Chicago  maintains  a  teachers  testifies  that 
zoo  as  part  of  its  stock  thechildrennow  save 
company  of  perform-  their  pennies  for  pic- 
ers  {most  firms  have  ture  shows  instead  of 
at  least  a  half-dozen  r- candy,  you  cannot 
players,  a  kind  of  dismiss  canned 
stock  company,  who  drama  with  a  shrug 
dolittleelsebutpose).  of  contempt.  It  is  a 
Not  only  are  moving  big  factor  in  the  lives 
pictures  taken  of  the  of  the  masses,  to  be 
animals,  animal  pic-  reckoned  with,  if  pos- 
tures being  peren-  sible  to  be  made  bet- 
nially  popular  with  ter,  if  used  for  good 
the  children,  but  ends.  Eighty  per 
scenes  are  shown  in  cent,  of  present  day 
which  the  animals  theatrical  audiences 
figure  with  human  in  this  country  are 
beings.  This  has  its  canned  drama  audi- 
dangers.  Even  if  you  ences.  Ten  million 
know  that  the  tigress  people  attended  pro- 
is  only  snatching  a  fessional  baseball 
piece  of  raw  meat  "Cui  off  juit  above  the  kn«,"  The  games  in  America  in 
from  beneath  her  question  is,  where  is  the  man's  real  leg?  ,^  Four  milUon 
keeper,  who  has  only  people  attended  mov- 
pretended  to  stumble  and  fait  in  an  attempt  to  ing-picture  theaters,  it  ts  said,  every  day, 
escape  from  the  cage,  the  picture  is  sufficiently  $50,000,000  are  invested  in  the  industry, 
thrilling  when  shown  on  the  screen,  and  suffici-  Chicago  has  over  300  theaters,  New  York  300. 
ently dangerous  for  the  human  performer.  With  St.  Louis  205,  Philadelphia  186,  even  conser\'a- 
the  higher  standards  of  pictures  and  the  in-  tive  Boston  boasts  more  than  30.  Almost  190 
creased  competition  to  meet  a  more  exacting  miles  of  films  are  unrolled  on  the  screens  of 
public  demand,  the  manufacturers  sometimes  America's  7000  canned  drama  theaters  every 
send  cameras,  even  companies  of  players,  to  day  in  the  year.  Here  is  an  industry  to  be  con- 
Florida  or  Newfoundland  or  the  Rockies  for  trolled,  an  influence  to  be  reckoned  with, 
realistic  detail;andlargescencs,  such  as  battles.  Much  maligned  New  York  has  been  the  first 
are  depicted,  also,  with  the  aid  perhaps  of  the  to  realize  the  need  for  reform.  Late  in  1908 
state  militia,  trained  horses  and  gatling  guns,  the  abuse  of  moving  pictures,  not  only  in  the 
A  notable  foreign  film  a  year  ago  showed  an  sensational  nature  of  the  films  but  in  the 
actual  bear  hunt  in  Russia.  There  is  an  Ameri-  wretchedly  unsanitary-  condition  of  the  theaters, 
can  Hiawatha  picture  taken  on  an  Indian  reser-  caused  the  Mayor  to  threaten  to  close  up  all  the 
vation,  with  real  Indian  actors.  The  American  temples  of  canned  drama.  In  self  defence,  the 
Mutoscope  and  Btograph  Company  are  show-  proprietors  of  these  theaters  banded  together 
ing  a  film  which  is  the  actual  record  of  a  deer  and  asked  the  People's  Institute  to  appoint  a 
hunt  in  Newfoundland.  Pictures  of  the  Board  of  Censors,  who  should  pass  on  all  pic- 
dredging  machines  at  work  on  the  Panama  tures  exhibited  in  the  city,  and  also  cooperate 
canal  w'ill  probably  be  taken  soon,  and  will  with  the  bureau  of  licenses  in  cleaning  out  and 
surely  prove  of  great  interest.  Such  pictures  making  safer  the  theaters  themselves.  This 
asthesehave,  of  course,  a  very  real  educational  has  been  the  means  of  abolishing  from  New 
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York  gross  and  sensational  films,  that  might  a  life-likeness  as  vivid  as  that  imparted  by  the 
incite,  by  suggestion,  lo  crime.  But  more  imagination  to  the  merely  pantomimic  dramas. 
than  that,  it  has  bi-en,  or  will  be,  the  means  of  Many  inventors,  including  Edison  and  Lubin, 
improving  the  standaiH  of  pictures  for  tlie  en-  are  working  on  the  process,  and  believe  that  in 
tire  country,  for  the  manufacturers  do  not  care  the  near  future  there  will  be  regular  "talking 
to  make  pictures  that  will  be  refused  in  so  picture"  theaters  all  over  the  world.  But  time 
many  theaters  as  New  York  contains,  and  they  must  tell  that.  For  the  present,  the  panto- 
are,  moreover,  glad  to  receive  from  the  censor-  mimic  dramas  come  the  nearest  lo  a  kind  of  art 
ship  committee  valuable  suggestions  that  will  in  the  biograph  world. 

help  the  moving  pictures  to  serve  the  ends  of  All  the  dramatic  magazines  employ  regular 

""  canned  critics    now. 

Here  is  a  sample  re- 
view of  a  film:— 

Ok,  Rals:  Another 
humorous  idea  weak- 
ened by  crude  bandlinn- 
A  bibulous  cooL  who 
has  her  employers  terri- 
fied, refuses  to  be  dis- 
charged until  her  master 
brings  borne  a  pair  of 
white  ra».  Her  aversion 
lo  the  rats  causes  him 
to  bring  home  a  large 
supply,  which  he  sets 
free  in  the  liitchen.  and 
she  is  glad  enough  to 
throw  up  her  job.  As 
the  story  is  developed  by 
the  players  it  begins  in 
the  middle  and  thus 
kises  much  of  its  force. 

On  the  whole,  this 
criticism  seems  prob- 
ably mild.  Doubtless 
such  reviews  have 
their    effect    on    the 


education.  The  ex- 
ample of  New  York 
might  well  be  fol- 
lowed in  other  cities. 
Certainly  there  are 
many  moving  picture 
theaters  everywhere 
which  are  still  grossly 
unsanitary  and  un- 
safe, though  the  pic- 
tures themselves  are 
being  daily  improved 
by  the  manufacturers. 
■  The  greatest  im- 
provement at  present 
(and  there  is  still 
plenty  of  room  for 
more)  is  along  the 
line  of  dramatic 
structure  and  signi- 
ficant acting.  Does 
it  sound  silly  to  talk 
thus  pedantically,  in 
the  language  of 
dramatic  criticism, 
about  moving  pic- 
tures? If  you  will  When  historical 
watch  a  poor  American  picture  unroll  blink-  scenes  are  to  be  reconstructed  for  the  instruc- 
ingly,  and  then  a  good  French  one,  you  will  tion  of  thousands  of  children,  it  is  not  only  de- 
feel  that  it  is  not  silly,  after  ail.  You  will  realize  sirous  that  Napoleon  or  Washington  or  Edgar 
that  unconsciously  a  certain  standard  of  ta.ste,  a  Allen  Poe  should  look  like  the  original  char- 
genuine  aesthetic  standard,  can  be  set  for  the  acter,  but  that  all  the  actors  should  be  cor- 
children  and  poor  people  who  frequent  canned  rectly  costumed  and  the  episodes  historically 
drama  by  the  millions.  You  have  your  stand-  true.  But  it  is  also  important  that  ordinary 
ards — or  you  should  have — of  acting,  gesture,  canned  dramas  be  not  only  free  from  brutality, 
facial  expression,  dramatic  unity,  coherence,  coarseness  and  suggestions  to  crime,  but  that 
interest,  on  the  stage.  These  people  can  be  they  be  constructed  with  imagination,  told  with 
taught,  are  being  taught,  to  have  their  stand-  interest  and  colierence,  and  be  well  acted.  If 
ards  on  the  moving  picture  screen.  Canned  we  must  have  canned  dramas,  we  must  see  to 
dramas  succeed  or  fail,  like  any  others,  and  for  it  that  we  have  good  ones.  - —  — — 
very  much  the  same  reasons.  And  here  the  French  are  far  ahead  of  us — 
At  present  we  need  not  discuss  the  "pictures  not  always  in  the  moral  tone  of  their  subject 
that  talk."  Though  scenes  from  grand  opera,  matter,  but  almost  universally  in  dramatic  in- 
vaudeville  acts,  condensed  versions  of  famous  terest  and  in  the  quality  of  the  acting.  The 
plays,  are  already  given  jointly  by  the  picture  same  superiorities  prevail  as  in  the  regular 
machine  and  the  phonograph,  the  synchro-  theater.  The  firm  of  Palh^  Frferes  leads  the 
nizing  process  has  not  yet  been  perfected,  nor  world.  None  disputes  their  supremacy.  They 
is  the  phonograph  yet  sufficiently  free  from  have  three  plants  near  Paris  and  one  at  Nice, 
metallicquality,  togive  these  "  talkingpictures"    They  employ  an  army  of  3500  men  and  women. 


Section  from  "  La  Tosra"  film;  Mmc. 
Sorel  and  M.  Lc  Bai^  of  the  Com- 
^die  Fran^aise,  as  To^ca  and  Scarpia. 


500  The  American'  Magazine 

Their  photographic  and  reproductive  processes  their  plays  into  bad  novels,  usiiig  their  super- 
are  the  best.  But,  above  all,  they  employ  the  fluous  imagination  to  devise  genuine  canned 
best  actors  and  playwrights.  In  America  the|  dramas,  which  popular  an<^  skilled  actors  and 
canned  dramas  are  mostly  patched  up  by  thtf  actresses  would  then  Interpret  before  the 
stage  manager,  or  somebody  employed  for  thi  camera,  the  moving  picture  audiences  through 
purpose.  They  are  disjointed,  episodic,  often  the  country  might  in  time  learn  to  appreciate 
dolefully  commonplace  and  uninteresting  in  the  superior  quality  of  these  playwrights  and 
idea.  The  best  French  canned  dramas  are  players,  and  to  desire  a  closer  view  of  them; 
really  dramas,  with  a  beginning,  a  middle  and!  might  even  in  time  fill  anew  our  now  empty 
an  end.  They  have  development,  climax,  galleries.  In  the  older  days  the  American  gal- 
Often  they  have,  even  for  the  sophisticated  ob-1  lery,  like  the  English  pit,  held  gods — and  god- 
server,  a  positive  dramatic  thrill.  They  are  desses.  Now,  in  the  larger  cities,  only  Shake- 
toilfully  rehearsed,  carefully  acted.  And  the  speare  or  the  most  popular  plays  can  fill  the 
so  called  **  films  d*art"  of  the  Path^  Fr^res  are  galleries  of  a  first  class  theater.  Popular 
written  and  acted  by  the  leading  authors  and  melodramas,  since  moving  pictures  became  the 
actors  of  Paris.  rage,  have  decreased  fifty  per  cent,  in  number. 

You  smile  at  the  thought  of  Mrs.  Fiske  or  But  the  first  class  theaters  lost  their  gallery  pa- 
E.  H.  Sothern  acting  in  a  moving  picture  de-  tronage  long  before  moving  pictures  sprang  up. 
vised  by  Clyde  Fitch  or  Augustus  Thomas  or  They  lost  it  because  the  older  generation  of 
William  Vaughn  Moody.  But  why  is  the  idea  gallery  goers  were  comparatively  educated 
more  absurd  than  that  of  Caruso  or  Melba  Americans  of  moderate  means,  who  were  not 
singing  into  a  talking  machine?  Certainly,  ashamed  to  sit  upstairs.  The  newer  genera- 
even  in  America,  you  can  see  Le  Bargy  of  the  tion  of  such  Americans  must  sit  down  amid  the 
Commie  Fran^-aise  acting  a  canned  drama  shirt  fronts,  or  nowhere;  and  the  people  who 
written  by  Henri  Levedan,  of  the  Acad^mie,  would  be  willing  to  sit  unashamed  in  the  gal- 
author  of  *'The  Duel;"  or  Mbunet-SuUy,  or  leries  now  are  not  of  the  intellectual  standard 
even  the  Divine  Sarah  herself.  Jules  Le-  to  appreciate  the  better  kinds  of  drama.  The 
mattre  and  Edmond  Rostand  have  written  vaudeville  galleries  are  always  full.  If  our 
canned  dramas.  Even  Duse  is  soon  to  appear  theater  galleries  are  ever  filled  again,  it  will  be 
in  one.  When  actors  and  authors  of  this  stamp  by  recruits  educated  up  from  the  urban 
turn  their  attention  to  moving  pictures,  the  masses. 

result  is  something  quite  different  from  the        But   before   these   Utopian   results  can  be 

horse-play  films  you,  perhaps,  have  seen.     It  brought  about  in  the  moving  picture  world  of 

explains  why  canned  drama  at  ten  cents  is  America,    the   American   manufacturers   will 

bound  to  continue  a  formidable  rival  to  tawdry  have  to  experience  a  change  of  heart.     At 

melodrama  and  vaudeville  at  fifty  cents.  present  they  appear  to  be  loath  to  go  to  the 

Some  of  these  ** films  d'art"  are  "The  Re-  expense  involved  in  securing  real  authors  and 

turn  of  Ulysses, "  by  Jules  Lemaftre,  acted  by  high-class  actors.     And  possibly  our  actors, 

Mme.  Bart et  and  M.M.  Lambert,  Delanny  and  being  notoriously  so  much  better  than  Duse 

Paul  Mounet,  all  members  of  the  Commie — a  or  Le  Bargy,  would  have  to  experience  a  change 

picture  of  great  educational  interest  to  chil-  of  heart,  also,  before  consenting  to  compromise 

dren ;  "  The  Kiss  of  Judas, "  a  sacred  drama  by  their  dignity  in  the  presence  of  a  moving-picture 

Henri  Levedan,  acted  by  Lambert  as  Christ  camera.     Maude  Adams  is  said,  by  her  press 

and  Mounet-Sully  as  Judas;  " The  Assassina-  agent,  to  have  refused  $50,000  to  play  before 

tion  of  the  Duke  of  Guise,"  by  Levedan,  an  the  picture  machine.     But,  if  canned  dramas 

historical  episode  with  Le  Bargy  in  the  title  are  to  retain  their  present  extraordinary  hold 

part;  and  Sardou's  "La  Tosca,"  prepared  for  over  the  public,  they  can  only  do  it,  after  the 

pantomime  and  acted  by  Mme.   Sorel,  with  novelty  has  worn  off,  by  being  genuine  dramas, 

Le  Bargy  as  Baron  Scarpia.     These  are  real  well  planned  and  well  played.    When  they  are 

dramas,  with  real  actors  portraying  real  emo-  well  planned  and  well  played  it  is  quite  pos- 

tions.     Considering  who  the  people  are  that  sible  that  they  can  always  fill  a  useful  func- 

frequent  moving   picture   shows,   their  effect  tion,  in  leading  the  lower  stratas  of  society  up 

cannot  fail  to  be  for  good;  they  make  for  the  toward  an  appreciation  of  true  dramatic  art, 

elevation  of  taste,  for  a  better  understanding  of  which  is,  after  all,  only  brought  to  flower  on 

theatric  art.  the  stage  of  a  true  theater,  where  actual  men 

And   it  is  quite  conceivable  that  if  some  and  women  speak  with  the  voices  God  gave 

American   playwrights   should   cease   turning  them. 
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A  New  Series  of  Articles  to  Begin  Next  Month 

IN  the  year  1908  a  rich  planter  in  Mexico  lighted  visits  to  Mexico  of  many  months  duration,  Mr. 
a  cigar  as  a  signal  to  some^of  his  employees  to  Turner  exposed  himself  to  the  greatest  dangers, 
begin  beating  one  of  his  slaves.  The  beating  penetrating  into  districts  where  his  life  would  not 
was  continued,  before  his  eyes,  until  the  cigar  was  have  been  worth  anything  if  his  real  mission  had 
finished.  Then  the  half-dead  slave  was  carried  become  known.  Fooling  slave-holders  and  gov- 
away.  .  .  Whether  this  particular  injured  emment  officials,  he  got  into  the  Yucatan  henequen 
man  died  or  lived  is  not  recorded.  It  is  a  fact,  plantations,  and  even  the  Valle  Nacional.  So  far 
however,  that  the  dead  bodies  of  slaves  are  fre-  as  Mr.  Turner  knows  he  has  never  met  another 
quently  fed  to  alligators  in  Mexico — simply  to  save  American  who  ever  saw  the  inside  of  Valle  Nadonal 
the  burial  fee  of  $1.50.  .  .  — that  is,  who  ever  got  a  firsthand  view  of  the  plan- 
It  is  singular  how  little  we  know  about  our  tations  where  the  worst  forms  of  slavery  exist.  He 
neighbor  Mexico.  We  know  much  more  about  has  really  seen  Mexico  somewhat  as  George  Ken- 
England,  France  and  Germany — even  Spain  and  nan  saw  Russia  and  Siberia  twenty  years  ago,  and 
Italy.  It  would  be  interesting  indeed  to  know  what  in  some  ways  that  which  he  saw  and  reports  is  even 
proportion  of  Americans  can  name  a  single  inhabi-  more  terrible  than  that  which  Mr.  Kennan  told  us 
tant  of  Mexico  except  Porfirio  Diaz,  president  of  the  about. 

republic  since  1876,  barring  1880- 1884.     It  is  our        Early  in  the  series  the  author  will  begin  to  gratify 

guess  that  not  half  the  people  in  the  United  States  the  reader's  curiosity  about  other  points.     Mexico 

can  at  this  moment  name  one  Mexican  other  than  is  called  a  republic.     Read  now  what  Mr.  Turner 

Diaz.  says: 

One  reason  for  our  national  ignorance  of  Mexico        **  Most  of  us  picture  Mexico  vaguely  as  a  republic 

is  that  the  little  *^  news''  that  is  sent  out  is  doctored  in  reality  much  like  our  own,  inhabited  by  people  a 

and  therefore  monotonous  and  irifling.     The  same  little  different  in  temperament  I  A  little  poorer  and 

is  true  of  books.     Within  the  past  year  two  books  a  little  less  advanced,  but  still  enjoying  the  protec- 

on  Mexico  have  been  published,  copies  of  which  it  tion  of  republican  laws — a  free  people  in  the  sense 

is  now  impossible  to  obtain.     The  first  was  written  that  we  are  free.     Mexico  is  a  country  without  po- 

by  R.  de  Zayas,  who  was  for  fifteen  years  an  official  litical  freedom,  without  freedom  of  speech,  without 

in  theMexican  government,  and  known  as  the  best  a  free  press,  without  a  free  ballot,  without  a  jury 

historian  in  Mexico.     It  is  a  very  restrained  docu-  system,  without  political  parties,  without  any  of  our 

ment,  and  only  mildly  criticises  Diaz;  but  even  that  cherished  guarantees  of  life,  liberty  and  the  pursuit 

was  not  allowed  to  circulate.     It  is  now  impossible  of  happiness.     It  is  a  land  where  there  has  been  no 

to  get  a  copy  of  it,  even  in  this  country.  The  second  contest  for  the  office  of  president  for  more  than  a 

book,  by  C.  de  Fonaro,  is  a  more  violent  arraign-  generation,  where  the  executive  rules  all  things  by 

ment,  and  the  author  has  been  sued  for  criminal  means  of  a  standing  army,  where  political  offices  are 

libel,  and  the  publication  of  the  book  stopped.  The  sold  for  a  fixed  price,  where  the  public  school  sys- 

fate  of  these  two  books  is  typical  of  the  sort  of  free-  tem  in  vast  countr}'  districts  is  abolished  because  a 

dom  of  the  press  there  is  in  Mexico.  governor  needs  the  money.     I  found  Mexico  to  be 

As  a  matter  of  fact  human  slavery  exists  in  Mex-  a  land  where  the  people  are  poor  because  they  have 

ico  to-day — not  in  a  few  instances,  but  in  hundreds  no  rights,  where  peonage  is  the  rule  for  the  great 

of   thousands.     Men,   women   and   children   are  mass  and  where  actual  chattel  slavery  obtains  for 

bought  and  sold.     They  are  over- worked,  beaten  hundreds  of  thousands. " 

and  abused.     J.  K.Tumer,  author  of  this  extraordi-        All  these  points  in  Mr.  Turner's  statement  will 

nary  series  of   articles  (to  be  richly  illustrated)  be  illustrated  and  proved  by  many  true  and  graphic 

which  will  begin  in  the  next,  the  October,  issue  of  stories  in  the  course  of  the  series.     Facts^and 

this  periodical,  has  been  all  through  the  country  nothing  but  facts — will  be  presented,  so  that  the 

and  seen  the  slaves  at  work.     He  has  seen  them  reader  will  have  Mexico  accurately  "located  "in  his 

punished.     He  has  seen  them  roused  for  work  in  mind.    That  the  people  of  the  United  States  already 

the  henequen  fields  at  3:45  in  the  morning,  and  he  have  a  rapidly  increasing  interest  in  Mexico  is  not 

has  followed  them  through  their  work  until  after  to  be  questioned.     As  a  nation  we  have  a  special 

sundown.     He  knows  how  they  live,  what  they  eat,  interest  in    Mexico,  through  the  certainty  that, 

how  they  suffer,   the  injuries  they  sustain,   the  because  of  American  investments  there,  we  shall 

abuses  they  bear.     In  gathering  this  information,  be  likely  to  become  embroiled  in  any  considerable 

a  task  which  occupied  two  years  and  included  two  political  disturbances  which  may  develop. 
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WHY  don't  more  young  women  enter  designs  to  make  any  change  in  the  ordinary 

domestic  service?    The  reason  usu-  routine;  guests,  an  excursion,  a  visit,  or  similar 

ally  given  is  that  it  is  inferior  em-  event,  it  has  a  most  direct  bearing  upon  her, 

ployment.    If  the  causes  of  this  feeling  that  involving  more  or  less  work.     If  she  knows  in 

the  work  is  inferior  could  be  removed  the  time  she  can  make  her  own  plans  accordingly ; 

problem  would  be  nearer  solution.  for  usually  nothing   is   said   until  the  time 

How  does  the  maid  regard  her  work.?    I  itself  comes, 

desire  to  present  this  side  of  the  subject,  and  I  As  for  her  small  appropriations,  they  are 

shall  do  it  as  impartially  as  I  can.  largely  fostered  by  the  method  of  present  giv- 
ing so  prevalent.     The  maid  is  helped  out  here 

Envy  and  there  with  bits,  so  that  it  becomes  easy  to 

think  a  small  thing  she  needs  is  part  of  her 

The  fundamental  cause  of  the  unsatisfactory  right.     But  remember  I  have  not  condoned 

conditions  existing  lies  in  the  extremely  inti-  these  offenses,   merely  explained  how  easily 

mate  relations  between  employer  and  employed,  they  are  -committed. 
There  are  no  such  personal  relations  in  any 

other  class  of  employment.     The  shop  girl  and  Untraatworthineu  on  Both  Sidet 
factory  girl   do   not  experience   them.     The 

maid  in  the  solitude  of  her  work  thinks  and  Untrustworthiness  does  not  lie  wholly  with 

broods  over  her  employer's  faults  until  they  the  maid.     Employers  have  been  known  to 

become     magnified.     Even     kindnesses     are  change    their    minds.     One    example:     Last 

slighted  as  being  less  than  her  due.     The  oft-  summer  a  girl  had  arranged  by  letter  to  go 

repeated  platitudes  regarding  the  riches  money  with  a  certain  woman  to  her  summer  home  as 

cannot  buy  do  not  serve  to  deprive  the  ma-  maid.     She  gave  up  her  factory  position,  she 

jority  of  us  of  a  strong  wish  for  the  things  that  got  things  in  readiness — and  a  few  days  before 

money  can  buy.     There  is  a  wee  spirit  of  envy  she  was  to  leave,  the  woman  wrote  saying  she 

lurking  in  most  humans.     The  maid  works  had  found  an  experienced  waitress  and  would 

from  morning  until  night  that  others  may  live  not  need  her. 

in  ease  and  pleasure.  She  sees  people  hourly  Maids  have  given  instance  after  instance  of 
doing  things  she  would  like  to  do.  employers  listening  at  their  doors,  and  of  long- 
There  is  much  complaint  among  employers  delayed  payment  of  wages  and  unsatisfactory 
that  girls  cannot  be  trusted.  They  promise  to  settling  on  leaving  a  place.  Maids  are  em- 
come,  and  they  never  appear.  They  say  they  ployed  to  do  certain  work  and  then  all  the  odd 
are  able  to  do  certain  work  and  in  reality  are  tasks  of  the  house  of  whatever  nature  are  thrust 
entirely  incapable.  They  listen  at  the  key-  upon  them.  The  untrustworthiness  seems  to 
holes,  they  peak  through  the  cracks,  and  they  be  mutually  felt;  often  without  doubt  most  un- 
appropriate  the  small  necessities  that  are  at  justly  so.  But  the  fact  that  it  is  felt  possesses 
hand.  Whatever  mars  the  smoothness  of  the  great  importance.  It  indicates  that  the  per- 
family  machiner>'  is  conveniently  laid  at  the  sonal  relations  are  not  altogether  open  and 
door  of  one  or  all  of  the  maids.  Why  blame  friendly  but  rather  tend  to  unpleasant  watch- 
yourself  if  there  is  someone  else  to  receive  it?  fulness  and  suspicion  on  both  sides.     Such  an 

Many  of  these  charges  are  just,  many  are  attitude  is  extremely  bad. 
unjust.  Not  that  any  real  offenses  can  be  There  are  many  arguments  in  favor  of  do- 
termed  pardonable.  If  a  girl  gets  a  better  mestic  ser\'ice.  There  is  one  chief  one  I  have 
place  offered  her  or  hears  unfavorable  reports  learned  from  those  girls  who  have  been  my 
of  her  would-be-mistress,  it  is  easier  to  keep  friends — a  home  appeals  to  a  woman;  factories 
entirely  away  than  to  go  and  explain.  Natural  and  shops  do  not.  Given  their  absolute  choice 
curiosity  as  to  intimate  associates  can  be  so  of  the  kind  of  work  they  would  do  many  would 
easily  and  simply  gratified  by  looking  and  choose  some  branch  of  domestic  work.  More- 
listening.  Maids  are  not  the  only  people  pos-  over,  the  woman  going  into  domestic  service 
sessed  of  curiosity!  Moreover,  a  servant  has  makes  better  pay,  her  financial  gain  is  greaten 
often  a  real  object  to  attain.     If  her  employer  Domestic  service  is  also  more  healthful.     The 
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sanitary  conditions  are  better,  the  work  in  sons  family  privacy  could  not  be  intruded 

itself  is  not  so  nervous  nor  under  such  crowded  upon;  it  v/ould  be  repugnant  alike  to  maids 

conditions;  there  is  not  such  monotony  of  work  and  family.     But  is  there  any  reason  why  the 

or  motion.     All  these  are  advantages — other  maids  should  not  eat  their  meals  under  the 

things    being   equal!     But   other   things   are  most  favorable  conditions  possible ?   When  the 

far  from  being  equal.  dining-room  is  empty  why  should  they  not  be 

allowed  to  use  it  and  be  surrounded  bv  its  re- 

Scciding  finements  instead  of  swallowing  their  meal  in 

a  hot  kitchen  redolent  of  all  manner  of  cook- 
People  employing  servants  do  not  respect  ing  smells?  They  are  intrusted  with  the 
them  as  equals,  although  often  this  lack  is  handling  of  the  china  and  the  silver,  why  then 
most  unconscious.  Employers  say,  "I  never  must  they  be  expected  to  eat  from  heavy, 
scold  my  servants,"  and  in  that  very  remark  checked  dishes  and  with  silverware  whose 
is  a  sure  sign  of  lack  of  respect.  By  what  silver  has  long  since  vanished?  Why  should 
right  could  they  scold  their  servants?  If  the  they  not  eat  with  a  full  equipment  of  table 
maid  does  not  do  her  work  satisfactorily  tell  furnishings?  One  maid  told  me:  "It  has 
her  so,  there  is  no  possible  objection  to  that;  been  so  long  since  I  have  used  a  napkin,  I 
but  why  scold?    A  grown  person  cannot  sub-  should  hardly  know  how  any  more." 

mit  to  a  scolding  without  loss  of  self-respect.  At  Mrs. 's  we  did  have  napkins  as  part 

A  woman  may  be  most  lovely  and  unselfish    of  our  table  service,  but  at  Mr. 's  we  did 

in  ordinary  affairs  of  life,  but  if  you  come  to  not.     Once  I  spoke  of  it  to  the  other  maids 

help  her  personally  for  pay,  the  new  aspects  of  there  and  they  both  assured  me  it  was  not  ru«- 

that   woman's  character  surprise  you.     She  tomary,  one  had  worked  in  various  Detroit 

feels   she   has  bought   your  regard   for  her  families  for  five  or  six  years,  the  other  had  a 

wishes  to  the  exclusion  of  any  of  your  own.  sister  who  had  worked  "even  longer  than  that 

Of  course  many  are  most  considerate,  but  it  and  whom  my  friend  had  visited  in  some  of 

is  even  in  this  very  consideration  for  her  feel-  these  placte. 

ings  that    the  sense  of  class  distinctions  is  Another  objection  to  domestic  service  is  the 

evident.  difficulty  of  entertaining.     The^maid's  life  is 

Except  the  usual  aftemooft  out   and  the  perhaps  the  most  solitary  life  of  any  class  of 

Sunday  or  every  other  Sunday  afternoon  and  working-women. 

evening,  the  maid  is  at  the  call  of  her  em-  The  maid  longs  for  companionship,  she 
ployers.  She  may  be  graciously  permitted  needs  it.  Too  often  her  friends  are  super- 
other  times  but  it  is  a  gift,  a  something  for  vised.  It  takes  a  woman  of  very  great  tact 
which  she  asks,  not  something  that  is  hers  of  and  one  truly  her  maid's  friend,  so  to  super- 
right.  Every  person  should  have  some  time  vise.  Every  maid  has  a  right  to  choose  her 
of  each  day  which  is  absolutely  his  own,  own  friends,  and  her  employer  can  regulate 
even  if  he  is  so  tired  that  he  can .  do  nothing  the  matter  only  by  seeing  to  it  that  hei  maid 
but  go  to  bed.  meets  people  who  are  companionable  as  well 
One  of  the  most  common  usages  of  disre-  as  approved  by  herself;  and  also  in  seeing 
spect,  one  that  is  almost  universal,  is  the  ad-  that  her  maid  has  opportunity  to  suitably  en- 
dressing  of  domestic  helpers  by  their  first  tertain  her  friends  and  is  not  forced  to  enter  a 
names.  The  given  name,  like  the  German  society  where  her  ability  to  entertain  makes 
du,  is  used  to  children,  intimates,  and  inferiors,  little  difference. 

Where  but   as  inferiors   can   the   maids  be       At   neither  Mrs. *s   nor  Mr.   's, 

classed?  Prof.  Salmon  thinks  the  custom  where  I  worked  in  Detroit,  did  the  maids  have 
grew  out  of  intimate  personal  relations.  That  a  sitting-room  of  their  own,  but  had  to  enter- 
may  be,  but  why  isn't  it  reciprocal?  tain  in  the  kitchen,  which  was  nothing  but  a 

kitchen.     Being  a  nursemaid  my  room  in  each 

Mmah  and  Entertainment  case  was  that  of  the  baby  and  I  had  no  place 

where  I  could  be  by  myself  and  sure  of  pri- 

Another  proof  of  inequality  is  in  the  ser\'ing  vacy,  as  the  nursery  was  open  to  any  member 

of  meals.     It  is  inappropriate  that  the  maids  of  the  family  until  nightfall,  after  which  there 

and  the  family  should  eat  together.     Usually  could  be  no  light  as  it,  of  course,  disturbed 

there  is  work  that  must  be  done  to  make  the  the  baby.     This  is  the  general  custom  among 

family  meal  a  pleasant  one.     The  cook  is  nursemaids. 

busy  preparing  the  various  courses,  the  wait-        Mrs.  even  suggested  to  me,  in  very 

ress  must  serve,  the  niirse  must  care  for  the  plain  language,  that  eight  o'clock  would  be  a 

children;  and  if  there  were  none  of  these  rea-  desirable  bedtime  for  me  as  that  would  give 
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mc  a  long  night's  rest  and  I  should  be  able  to  to-day.    Specialization  would  help  to  do  away 

do  more  the  next  day!  with  the  vagueness  of  the  maid's  work  and 

Advantages  such  as  I  have  mentioned  do  reduce  the  present  detrimental  custom  of  hav- 

not  merely  add  to  the  pleasure  of  the  maid  ing  her  subject  to  call  at  any  time.     Domestic 

but  also  to  her  real  efficiency,  and  thus  reacts  science  would  aid  in  making  this  specializa- 

to  her  employer's  advantage.     For  as  her  in-  tion  possible.     Or  for  those  who  could  afiFord 

terests  become  broader  and  more  diversified,  but  the  one  maid,  domestic  science  would  edu- 

so  her  jealousy  of  her  employer  diminishes;  as  cate  her  so  that  she  would  be  capable  to  un- 

she  feels  free  thus  to  live  her  own  life,  she  be-  dertake  the  management  and  arrangement  of 

comes  more  self-respecting  and  feels  that  her  her    own     work.     Whatever     increases     the 

work  is  worthy  of  her.     She  asserts  her  rights  maid's  knowledge  does  just  that  much,  also, 

less  combatively  against  her  employers;  she  in  putting  her  interests  in  other  things  than  in 

will  work  more  for  their  interests  and  for  the  the  contrast  between  herself  and  her  employer, 
sake  of  the  work  itself.     If  she  who  enters        The  one  other  remedy  which  I  regard  as 

domestic  service  can  be  made  to  feel  that  she  fundamental  and  essential  is  an  organization 

does  not  lose  her  dignity  but  can  still  respect  of  those  employed  in  domestic  service.     An 

herself,  there  will  be  attracted  to  the  work  organization  not  for  the  immediate  righting  of 

young  women  of  better   mental  and  moral  **  wrongs,"  but  for  such  an  enlarging  of  our 

qualities   than    now   exasperate   so   many   a  lives  that  other  relations  will  crowd  out  those 

housewife.    The  various  branches  of  house-  of  our  employer  save  as  directly  bearing  on 

work  are  in  themselves  attractive  and  require  our  work.     I  mean  primarily  an  organization 

no  small  amount  of  skill  and  knowledge.  for  social  purposes,  for  that  is  one  of  the  great 

Such  a  result  would  be  far  reaching,  for  it  needs  of  domestic  helpers.  It  is  always  well 
would  go  to  the  making  of  more  housewifely  for  people  between  whom  there  are  no  pro- 
wives — ^an  absence  much  deplored  to-day.  It  nounced  differences  to  associate  together, 
would  help  to  rear  a  stronger,  healthier,  hap-  Shop  girls  and  factory  girls  get  this  association 
pier  generation,  born  and  raised  in  well-  in  their  daily  work,  but  the  maid  does  not, 
ordered  homes.  and  to  her  it  would  be  most  refreshing  after 

her  hours  of  contact  with  people  of  other  in- 

Whai  h  Needed  terests.     This  association  with  those  of  similar 

interests  and  ability  gives    a    maid   greater 

One  very  apparent  remedy  for  existing  respect  for  herself  and  her  work, 
troubles  in  domestic  service  is  the  teaching  of  He  who  doubts  the  value  of  such  an  or- 
domestic  science  in  the  schools.  What  trade  ganization  should  be  able  to  become  inti- 
schools  are  designed  to  do  for  boys,  domestic  mately  acquainted  with  the  domestic  helpers 
science  schools  would  do  for  girls.  A  large  who  accompany  families  to  their  summer 
number  of  the  girls  of  the  public  schools  do  homes  at  some  of  the  clubs,  to  know  what  a 
earn  their  own  living  when  schooldays  are  delightful  time  the  maids  have  among  them- 
over;  many  of  them  are  extremely  anxious  to  selves.  How  independent  their  interests  are 
leave  school  that  they  may  earn  their  own  of  their  employers'!  They  can  entertain  each 
money;  domestic  science  would  tend  to  de-  other,  have  picnics  and  parties,  for  the  big 
velop  in  them  a  taste  for  this  kind  of  work,  outdoors  is  theirs  and  they  are  free  to  use 
Resi>ect  for  this  work  would  also  be  produced,  what  they  need  as  well  as  another.  Could 
as  in  the  case  of  boys  a  respect  for  hand  labor  they  have  similar  freedom  to  meet  and  enter- 
results  from  manual  education.  tain  their  friends  in  the  winter  in  the  city, 

A  trend  toward  specialization  is  apparent  would  it  not  be  as  beneficial  ? 
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THE   little    front    dining-room    on    the  tween  high  cheek-bones  and  under  wide  and 

second    floor    of   the    Norfolk    Street  heavy-broken  nose,  arose  from  the  stoop-steps 

tenement   was   in    shadows.     Supper  below  and   looked   up.     He  was   small  and 

was  almost  over.    The  mother  and  the  two  thin,  but  his  eyes  were  ablaze  and   big  and 

little  boys  and  Ruth  sat  dusky  and  wann  in  black, 

the  melting gray^the summer  twilight.  Knives  "Ruth!   Ruth!" 

and  forks  clattered;  the  boys  spoke  shrilly;  the  "I'm  coming!"  she  called, 

mother  scolded  them  in  a  mix  of  English  and  They  said  nothing  further,  but  looked  at 

Yiddish.     Suddenly  Ruth  anise.     She  glided  each  other.     And  suddenly,  to  him,  she  was  an 

lo  the  open  window,    laughed,   and   stepped  exquisite  Juliet  leaning  over  her  balcony.     Her 

through  to  the  fire-escape.     She  clutched  the  gray    eyes    seemed    large    and    luminous    in 

rusty  railing  and  looked  down.  spite  of  the  shading  lashes  ;  ihey  seemed  like 

Beneath  her   Norfolk  Street   was   a  gray  search-lights  radiating  and   flashing   out  the 

foaming  torrent  of  faces  and  forms — eddies  of  fire  of   her  spirit.     Her   liitle   white   hands, 

fat  women  in  shrill  counsel — homeward  racing  the  suggestion  of   her  feel  at  the  edge  of  the 

pushcarts  with  their  back-bent  man-power—  fire-escape,  the  wisps  of  her  blowing  h^r,  the 

ancient  men  lounging  at  the  doors  of   lillle  quivering  parting  of    her  lips,    sent    magic 

shops — laughing   cataracts    of    children — the  through  the  twilight.     He  sighed  deeply, 

evening  tide  of  the  spent  toilers.     Here  and  And  to  her  the  ugly,  strong  face  seemed  the 

there  a  blue-white  arc-light  glared  in  the  dying  one  hero-face  in  the  world.     Melting  beneath 

day;    and  one   block  downtown    the   Grand  her  in  that  sea  of  faces,  and  yet  upturned  from 

Street  crossing  glowed  ruddy  gold   with   the  the  crowd  and  seeking  her,  it  was  the  daring 

Western  sun.  pioneer  face,  the  man-face — the  face  to  follow, 

Ruth  leaned,  in  the  soft  light,  a  slim,  frail  to  mother,  to  own.  She,  too,  sighed  deeply; 
trembling  girl  of  eighteen;  her  brown  rough  and  her  heart  seemed  to  whiri  fire  like  a  pin- 
hair  blew  lightly  over  her  rounded  forehead;  wheel.  Her  cheeks  reddened;  she  waved  her 
her  eyes  were  a  dim  gray  beneath  their  long  handkerchief  to  him,  and  stepped  back  into  the 
lashes;  her  sensitive  lips  quivered  open.  hot,  dark  room.     She  could  feel  her  mother 

"David!"  she  called  softly.  moving  about,  clearing  off  the  table. 

A  young  man,  with  an  ugly  strong  face,  in  "Mother,"  ahe  sighed, 

which  the  mouth  seemed  a  slanting  gash  be-  *rhe  awkward,  large  woman  paused,  and  the 
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girl  found  her  and  locked  her  arms  about  her  gether;    the  deep  meaning  of  the  on-rushing 

neck.   The  big,  warm,  human  body  was  silent,  star-process  beat  in  their  hearts;    they  found 

but  the  girl  spoke.  the  immensity,  the  power,  the  glory  of  them- 

"  Mother — ^you  don't  mind — ^you  don't  care  selves  and  a  world  of  other  selves.     It  was  the 

if  I  don't  help  with  the  dishes — jtist  to-night?"  common  million-experienced  awakening;    the 

"Acb,  no,  my  dear  one!"  came  the  guttural  Human  Springtime.     No  wonder  Ruth  whis- 

Yiddish  words,  and  she  quoted  her  one  line  of  pered,  what  every  woman  has  whisjDered  at  the 

Schiller,  "  'Auch  Ich  war  in  Arcadia  gebom^  (I,  supreme  moment: 

too,  was  bom  in  Arcady  I)  Run  to  your  David ! "  "  No  one  ever  loved  the  way  we  love ! " 

The  big,  old  Hps  were  kissed.    Ruth  laughed  They  had  come  out  of  the  stale,  squalid,  day- 

in  a  new,  sweet,  low  tone  strange  to  her  mother,  by-day  world  of  faces,   facades,  forms,  and 

flung  back  the  hall-door  letting  in  a  momentary  stepped  into  a  new  wodd  that  ever  deepened, 

splash  of  light,  closed  it  softly,  and  tripped  enlarged — a  world  charged  with  glory;    with 

down  the  stairs.     David  was  standing  under  faint  and  obscure  beauties;  with  a  sound  of 

the  dim  flame  in  the  vestibule.     She  glided  to  rising  and  falling  melodies;    with  a  swirling 

him,  and  their  hands  met.  streamer  of  millions  of  suns  passing  heaven- 

At  that  young  touch  the  blood  of  both  played  ward.     The  barrel-organ  at  the  comer,  with 

a  music  through  them,  and  they  laughed  low,  its  gaudy  tunes,  was  as  the  singing  of  their 

and  stepped  down  into  the  swirling  man-jam  of  hearts.     They  turned  at  Grand  Street,  keeping 

the  pavement,  and  went  wandering  together,  step  to  the  thumpety-thump,  and  walked  west 

Now  and  then  her  lawn-draped  elbow  or  the  in  the  last  great  glow  of  day.     People  before 

top  of  her  arm  brushed  his  sleeve.     He  saw  them  waded  through  fire — a  dancing,  dusty 

fire,  and  they  both  laughed  for  exquisite  happi-  gold  swam  about  heads.     It  was  the  Wonder- 

ness.  World.     Here    they   noticed    the    book-store 

It  seemed  necessary  to  say  something  about  man  in  his  skull<ap  sitting  out  to  get  the  even- 
it  too:  it  was  that  moment  when  the  6aming  ing  air;  there  strolled  a  little  mother  with  a 
sun  flakes  off  a  planet  in  a  sheer  climax  of  fire;  crying  baby-burden;  here  laughed  young 
it  was  the  lyrical  time  of  life;  the  poet-time.  couples  like  themselves;  there  a  mother  fed  her 

**  You  looked — on  the  balcony — V  he  whis-  child — everyone  was  in  love, 

pered  in  a  throbbing  sort  of  secret  way — "like  "All  day,"  whispered  Ruth,  close  to  his  ear, 

— like   Juliet — like   all    the    women    of   the  "  I  could  hardly  typewrite — I  could  hardly  see 

world "  my  notes.     All  I  could  see  was  you;  all  I  heard 

He  coughed  rackingly.  was  you.     FU  be  fired  soon,"  she  laughed,  "if 

"  Isn't  it  strange, "  she  said  in  a  swift  flood, —  I  don't  stop  loving  you,  Davy. " 

"but  I  can't  describe  it.     It's — it's  this  way.  He  coughed  again,  violently,  and  suddenly 

Before,  I  saw  lots  of  people,  and  they  were  just  put  a  handkerchief  to  his  mouth, 

people,  and  the  streets  were  just  streets — ^just  "Ruth,"  he  muttered,  "the  people  in  the 

— just — "  she  searched  for  a  word,  she  cried,  sweatshop  think  I'm  loony.     I  stop  work,  and 

"surfaces!   And  there  didn't  seem  to  be  men  just  sit  still,  andthink  of  what  we  said  last  night 

and  women  in  the  world — just  p)eople!"   She  and  remember  the  last  time  you  kissed  me  I" 

laughed  because  her  expression  was  so  awk-  He  coughed,  violently.  "And  then — and  then — 

ward  and  untrained ;  but  the  creative  urge  drove  I  race  ray  raachine  like  mad,  and  feel  dizzy  and 

her.     "And  now — I'm  a  woman;   and  you're    top-heavy " 

a  man;  and  a  man  is  the  only  thing  in  all  the  ,  She  laughed  again,  and  lightly  took  his  hand. 

world  that  a  woman  must  seek.     And  instead  "When  will  you  marry  me,  Davy?*' 

of  being  a  person,  Dave,  you're — a  sort  of  a  He  tried  not  to  cough,  and  blurted: 

world.     Oh,  I  know,  I  know!    I  see  beneath  "When  the  ship  comes  in,  Ruth."     But  it 

the  surface — ^the  surface  is  only  the  wall  of  a  wound  up  in  a  racking  noise. 

house  and  in  the  house  something  is  living,  She  gripped  his  hand  tightly — she  felt  like 

warm    and   breathing  and  glorious.     People  wrenching  it  off. 

are    full  of  miracles  and  glory  and  wonder.  "David!"  she  cried,  "I've  been  thinking!" 

It's "  She  laughed,  and  he  looked  at  her  fondly. 

She  stopped  breathless;  and  he  spoke,  intoxi-  Then  suddenly  came  to  him  a  sense  of  man- 

cated :  hood — the  feel  of  the  man  in  the  crowd  who  k 

"God,  Ruth!"  sheltering  a  woman  in  the  crowd.    How  close 

And  indeed  before  them  and  around  them  she  pressed  to  him — away  from  all  these  other 

and  al3ove  them  the  world  swam  in  a  living  faces  that  big  and  little,  dark  and  light,  yet  all 

presence  of  which  they  were  part;  the  drive  of  living  and  breathing,  bobbed  about  them.  Her 

millinns  of  ages  of  the  sexes  flung  them  to-  slender,  warm  fingers  sought  his — he  was  too 
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happy  to    think.     They  seemed  almost  at  the  she  stood  in  her  old  squalid  world — its  realities 

breaking  point.  of  noise  and  filth  and  sickness  and  death.    She 

"Yes,"  she  went  on,  "I've  been  thinking!  was  overpowered  by  the  sudden  horror  of  life. 
Dave,  we  must  put  our  heads  together!"  They  had  been  walking  on  a  thin  paper- 
She  laughed  again,  looking  archly  at  him,  and  surface — the  paper  had  torn,  and  they  were 
he  grinned  in  reply,  "But,  really!  You  get  seven  falling  through  into  the  blackness,  the  smoke, 
a  week;  I  get  twelve;  we  can  both  go  on  work-  the  flames.  And  then  she  dimly  heard  David 
ing — ^it*s  nineteen  dollars.  And  mother  could  speaking, 
sew  a  little  and  earn  some  more.  And  we  "It's  nothing,  dear,  nothing!" 
could  live  with  her,  couldn't  we?  And  you  Her  lips  parted;  something  clutched  and 
could  go  on  with  your  night-school;  I'd  go,  too.  tried  to  strangle  her  throat;  her  heart  pumped 
We  could  manage;  let's  dare  big;  risk  every-  wildly.  She  looked  up  on  his  agonized  face — 
thing!"  she  cried.  "  And  even  if  we  lose  every-  p)oor  helpless  boy! — and  at  once  he  was  her 
thing,"  she  laughed,  "there's  us  left,  Davy!"  child,  she  his  mother.  She  must  take  him  to 
She  paused;  she  turned  toward  him,  oblivious  her — clasp  him,  soothe  him,  comfort  him!  There 
of  all  the  world,  and  fingered  his  coat-lapels,  was  that  left.  And  then  she  was  aware  of  the 
twisting  at  a  button,  as  she  looked  breathlessly  crowded  cruel  streets  about  them;  they  stood 
up  into  his  eyes.  "David!"  she  cried,  "we  in  public;  the  world  roared  on  all  sides.  She 
must  get  married — ^you're  my  husband,  and  could  not  even  clasp  his  hand  to  her  heart. 
I'm  your  wife!"  "Oh,"  she  whispered,  "let's  kill  ourselves!" 

His  heart  suddenly  seemed  to  become  an  "Ruth!" 

empty  space  in  his  breast;  his  face  darkened.  "Life" — ^this  young  girl  cried  tragically — 

Her  words  had  brought  him  to  himself.    They  "is  a  lie!  It's  horrible!  Why  should  we  have  to 

were  the  dash  of  cold  water  in  the  drunkard's  suffer  so?  What  good  is  in  it?" 

face.     As    he    stood,    irresolute,    trembling,  He  coughed;    she  clutched  his  hand  fran- 

aghast  with  his  secret— knowing  that  in  a  mo-  tically. 

ment  this  pure  face  would  be  struggling,  this  girl  "  And  you  did  nothing! "  she  cried.  "  You 
stricken — the  street  darkened;  the  golden  glow  worked  and  sweated  and  studied — ^you  made 
coldly  withdrew;  the  last  flush  was  nearly  me  happy — and  all  the  time,  in  agony ,  in  tor- 
gout  from  the  far,  wire-crossed,  chimneyed  turel  David!  My  David!  Now  you'll  die — 
west;  human  beings  were  turning  black  before  you'll  leave  me — just  when  we  were  going  to 
them.  dare  everything;   just  when  everything  was  a 

The  subtle  change  in  the  light  and  in  his  face  miracle!    But,"  she  added  fiercely,  "I'll  die 

sent  a  chill  through  her.  too!  Come,  we'll  go  get  married  and  kill  our- 

"Why — what's  the  matter?"   she  breathed,  selves!" 

"David!  Have  we  been  too  happy?"  He  stood  awkwardly  and  lost — then  he  put 

His  eyes  showed  a  moment's  agony;  his  lips  a  hand  on  her  elbow, 

struggled.     Then  he  spoke  whisperingly:  "Ruth — we'll  go  to  Dr.  Rast.     Maybe  it's 

"Ruth — would  waiting  be  so  hard?"  not  so  bad  after  all!" 

She  was  frightened.  She  began  to  sob  dryly,  and  suffered  herself 

"Hard?"      she    cried.     "It's    impossible,  to  be  led  away  by  the  arm.     Blindly  they 

David!"  walked  south — through  crowd  and  noise  and 

He  turned  his  face  from  her.     A  wave  of  across  the  Playground  Park  with  its  shouting 

terror  swept  through  her.     She  spoke  chok-  merry  rush  of  children, 

ingly,  running  a  hand  down  his  shoulder.  Then,  in  the  darkness  of  East  Broadway, 

"  You're  white  and  thin — you're  sick!     Oh!"  and  under  the  first  far  sprinkle  of  stars,  they 

Her  mind  raced  back  and  forth  for  a  clue ;  she  paused  before  the  white-glowing  windows  of 

was  breathless.     "  You  said  you  were  dizzy,  the  Doctor's  office.     In  silence  they  entered  the 

Dave,  you  tell  me  whales  Uie  matter!  ^^  musty  hall  and  pushed  the  electric  button.     In 

"Ruth,"  he  groaned  miserably,  "what  if  I  the  moment  of  waiting  they  heard  light  laughter 

am  a  little  sick — a  cough — I "  within.     The  sound  stung  them;  it  seemed  to 

And  then  his  frame  heaved;    he  coughed  violate  the  sanctity  of  their  grief, 

rackingly;     he    tore    himself    from    her;     he  "Ruth,"  whispered  David,  "he's  coming: 

reached  for  his  handkerchief.     It  was  too  late,  don't  look  as  if  you  were  crying!" 

He  spat — ^a  red  drop  slapping  the  dusty  pave-  Suddenly  the  door  was  flung  back,  and  in 

ment.  the  white  Welsbach  glow,  stood  big,  dark  Dr. 

Ruth  gave  a  low  cry,  and  stood  hushed  and  Rast  in  his  shirt-sleeves.     He  blinked  into  the 

frozen,  her  eyes  on  that  red  death-warrant,  hall's  darkness. 

And  in  that  moment  the  lyric  went  out  of  life;  **Come  in!"    he  said  cheerily,  and  as  they 


5o8 


The  American  Magazbe 


"Do  you  think  I'm  the  Rabbi  I ' 


Stepped  forward  into  ihe  light,  he  gave  a  hand 
to  each.  "Oh,  you!"  he  laughed,  "do  you 
think  I'm  the  Rabbi?" 

Neither  spoke,  though  the  human  warmth  of 
his  voice  coming  upon  their  tragic  souls  was  a 
touch  of  sanity;  life  again  was  suddenly  com- 
monplace and  busy  and  cheerful.  They  were 
subtly  cheered. 

"Nell!"  he  cried,  "here's  the  latest  tn 
couples!" 

They  stepped  after  him  awkwardly  into  the 
little,  hot  office— its  little  scene  of  desk,  re- 
vohing  chair,  and  instrument  caSe,  its  anli- 
sepiic  smell.  Nell,  her  face  red  with  recent 
merriment,  approached  Ruth  with  hand  ex- 
tended. 

"Well!"  she  cried,  "it's  good  to  see  you, 
Ruth!" 


Ruth  ceased  to  be  a  tragic 

Juliet;    she  smiled    a  little 

sadly,  and  she  and   David 

stood  in  embarrassed  silence. 

"  Nun  ja, "  cried  Dr.  Rast 

heartily,  "  what's  the  matter  ? 

As  bad  as  that?"  He  looked 

at  them  both. 

Ruth  spoke  vehemently. 

"  I  want  you  to  see  David  1 " 

David  grinned  sheepishly, 

and  the  Doctor  put  a  hand 

on  his  shoulder. 

"Oh,  come,  come,"  cried 
Dr.  Rast,  "there's  plenty  of 
time  for  business.  I'll  see 
enough  of  David.  David's 
rather  important,  I  know, 
but  not  as  useful  as  my  new 
toy  here!   Nell,  unfold!" 

Nell  laughed,  and  took  a 
rubber  cover  from  a  compact 
little  dynamo  that  stood  on 
thedesk.  Fromitssiderana 
corded  wire  to  a  nest  of  bat- 
teries on  the  floor.  David 
and  Ruth,  strangely  lulled 
by  all  this  household  cheer 
gathered  close  to  the  desk. 

"This!"  cried  Dr.  Rast 
gleefully  as  an  eager  boy, 
"will  cure  anything  and 
everything.  I  don't  need  to 
practice  after  tiiis.  I  just  at- 
tach a  wiggle-gig  and  apply 
it  lo  the  patient.  Watch!" 
He  opened  a  drawer  and 
drew  out  a  long  tube  and 
attachment. 

"  Isn't  he  a  kid!"  laughed 
Nell,  delightedly. 
"This,"  cried  the  Doctor,  making  the  at- 
tachment and  turning  on  the  current,  "  is  the 
detective!" 

As  the  dynamo  whizzed,  a  tiny  electric  light 
twinkled  out  at  the  top  of  the  steel-tip^ 
lube.  David  chuckled  and  Ruth  faintly 
smiled.  The  Doctor's  face  was  red  with  mirth 
and  pride. 

"And  this,"  the  Doctor  made  a  second  at- 
tachment, "  is  for  such  pleasant  things  as  burn- 
ing a  hole  through  a  live  nose. " 
Two  tiny  wires  glowed  white  hot. 
"And  this,"  the  laughing  Doctor  attached  a 
big  silver  knob,  "is  for  massaging.  Here, 
Ruth — it  will  make  a  superwoman  of  you!" 

He  calmly  bumped  and  thumped  it  up  and 
down  her  spine.  She  could  not  help  but 
squirm  and  lightly  laugh. 
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"And  this,"  he  cried you'll  be  a  man  about  this.     Boytime  is  over! 

His  wife  interposed.  Get  up — stand  up — come,  sweep  Ruth  off  her 

"  Don't  you  let  him  do  any  more,  Ruth! "  she  feet  with  courage  and  daring  and  fight. " 

laughed,  "or  he'll  kill  you!  Morris!"  She  put  The  Doctor  rose.     David  staggered  to  his 

a  hand  on  his  arm.  feet  and  started  blindly  for  the  door.     But  there 

"Such    a    wife!"      he    groaned.     "Little  was  a  quick  movement,  and  suddenly  the  big 

tvrant!"  Doctor  gathered  the  frail  shattered  body  in  his 

Nell  laughed.  arms;  the  boy's  head  went  down  on  the  linen 

"  Ruth,  be  glad  you're  not  a  Doctor's  wife,  shirt,  and  the  big  man  spoke  as  softly,  as  ten- 
He  tries  everything  out  on  me  first.     I  had  a  derly  as  a  woman: 

headache  the  other  day,  and  he  came  rushing  "  Boy,  I  could  gather  you  up  and  carry  you 

in,  crying,  *  I've  got  just  the  thing  for  you, '  and  off  to  some  quiet  green  place — there's  nothing 

out  he  whips  this  new  toy  of  his  and  really — he  left  of  you  but  spirit.     There!   there!   Now — 

nearly  killed  me.     He  tried  every  attachment  the  fight,  David!" 

on  me,  just  to  see  what  would  happen!"  He  left  David  leaning  against  the  desk,  and 

"Nell!"  he  groaned,  "how  can  you?"  opened  the  door  into  the  dim  little  waiting- 

Suddenly    David-  coughed    violently,    and  room.     Ruth,  who  was  sitting  next  to  Nell  on 

Ruth  rushed  to  him  in  wild  alarm,  clutching  the  sofa,  arose  breathlessly, 

his  hand.  "Ruth,"  the  Doctor  said  softly,  "come  in." 

"What's  the  matter?"   cried  Nell.  He  reached  out  a  hand  and  she  took  it 

The  Doctor  glanced  up  at  them  sharply.  He  blindly, 

understood  in  a  flash.  "  Ruth, "  the  Doctor  hurried  on,  "  you  and  I 

"  I  guess,  Nell, "  he  said  quietly,  "  that  you  must  take  care  of  David.     We  must  send  him 

and  Ruth  had  better  wait  outside.     I  want  to  off  to  the  country;  we  must  let  him  get  well; 

see  David. "  we'll   send   him   somewhere   up   in    Sullivan 

Nell's  lips  parted;    her  face  paled.     She  County;   we'll  make  up  a  purse  for  him — it 

seized  Ruth's  arm  and  led  her  out,  closing  the  won't  be  much — only  five  a  week.     And  we'll 

door  behind  her.  keep  him  there  till  he's  well  again. " 

David,  as  he  sat  in  the  patient's  chair,  had  a  She  spoke  in  a  wild  rush: 

sickly  smile.     In  the  silence  the  Doctor  drew  "  Will  he  never  get  well  ?  " 

close  to  him,  in  his  own  chair,  opened  the  shirt  He  hesitated,  and  then  whispered : 

and  thumped  on  the  meager  flat  chest.  Neither  "  Ruth,  who  knows?  It's  up  to  him;  it's  up 

said  a  word,  but  the  Doctor's  face  was  softened  to  you.     It  means  fight,  quiet,  a  sane  life,  good 

with  pity,  and  David  was  grinning.  food,  good  air.     It  means  years,  too.     It's  gone 

It  seemed  a  long  time  before  the  Doctor  but-  far — too  far.     You  and  I  are — interested  in 

toned  up  the  shirt  and  sat  back,  his  face  taking  David:  we'll  send  him  off  to  life;  and  then — 

the  white  light  and  looking  pale  and  tired.  we'll   be  patient,   and  we'll   be   brave.     Eh, 

"  How  long, "  the  Doctor  asked  quietly,  "has  Ruth  ?  " 

this  been  going  on,  David?"  She  looked  at  her  broken  man. 

"Three  months,"  David  whispered.  "He  could  never  stand  it,"  she  breathed. 

The  Doctor  looked  at  him  sharply.  The   Doctor   laughed   softly,   pressing   her 

"And   you   did   nothing?     Three   suicide-  hand, 

months!   David,  you've  been  killing  yourself!  "We   humans  can   stand   more   than  you 

I  thought  you  had  more  sense  than  that. "  dream,  Ruth.     It  takes  a  lot  to  kill  us. " 

David  bowed  his  head  in  his  hands  and  there  She  spoke  almost  inaudibly,  her  head  in  her 

was  a  thick,  terrible  sob.     He  had  known,  and    hand 

yet  the  words  seemed  to  crumple  up  his  flesh.  "And  I'll  never  even  see  him " 

"It's  so,  then!"  he  groaned.     "Who'll  tell  The    Doctor   suddenly    turned,    and    took 

Ruth?"  David  by  the  arm  and  Ruth  by  the  arm: 

The  Doctor's  face  was  a  study  in  compas-  "Come,"  he  said  tenderly,  "we're  a  bit  in  a 

sion;  but  he  leaned  close  and  spoke  harshly,  whirl  to-night.     Go  out  and  talk  things  over — 

"Fight,  David,  fight!    Grit  your  teeth  and  quietly,  sanely,  like  a  man  and  a  woman.    And 

face  the  music!    It's  your  own  doing — sweat-  come   to-morrow.     Then   we'll   make   plans, 

shop,  night-school,  bad  air.     Now,  pay  up —  Only,"  he  added  strongly,  "promise  me  this: 

pay  your  debt!"  you  won't  do  anything  until  you've  seen  me 

"It's  Ruth,"  the  young  man  sobbed.     He  first.     Promise  me." 

was  utterly  crushed.  They  nodded  their  heads;  David  picked  up 

"Yes!"   the  voice  was  harsher  than  before,  his  straw  hat;  the  Doctor  opened  the  door;  the 

"It's    Ruth— it's    for    Ruth!     You'll    fight—  doomed  children  walked  out. 
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"Remember!"  the  Doctor  cried  after  them, 
in  a  ringing  voice,  "the  fight — the  fighl!" 

They  stepped  into  the  noisy  street;  uncon- 
sciously they  walked  west.  And  then  sud- 
denly a  spint  of  angry  revolt  swept  through 
Ruth.     She  spoke  wildly: 

"How  much  money  have  you — with  you?" 

He  searched  his  pocket. 

"About  thirty  cents,"  he  said  bitterly. 

"Let's  go  on  a  wild  spree!  "she  cried  fiercely, 
"Let's  blow  it  all  in!" 

He  laughed  harshly. 

"  Might  as  well, "  he  siud.  Thirty  cents  was 
a  sum  to  be  brooded  on  by  these  two  children  of 
the  poor. 

"We'll  take  a  trolley-ride!"  she  burst  out, 
harshly  laughing,  "and  get  a  soda!" 

They  walked  in  bitter  silence  to  the  glitter- 
ing, golden,  spangled  Bowery,  and  boarded  a 
Third  Avenue  open  car.  They  sat  on  one  of 
the  rear  seats,  at  the  inner  end,  under  the  great 
glow  of  the  electrics,  and  a  big  summer  crowd 
of  men  and  women  and  children  jammed  about 
them.  All  were  out  for  a  breath  of  air,  for  a 
moment's  release,  for  a  glimpse  of  the  Viaon. 
Nested  in  this  warm  human  mass — this  breath- 
ing humanity — they  had  a  wild  ride  through 
the  sparkling  streets,  a  wild  ride  of  rushing 
breeze,  of  Earth  flying  under  them.     They  had 


taken  on  wings  and  were  cutting  through  space, 
escaping  from  themselves  and  their  doom. 
They  said  nothing.  But  this  car,  as  to  many 
others,  was  to  them  their  Capulet-Garden,  their 
place  of  night- meeting.  They  put  theiranns 
about  each  other;  Ruth  laid  her  head  on 
David's  shoulder;  and  for  a  moment  a  sad 
glory  was  theirs  again. 

They  rode  on  to  the  end  of  the  line,  and  then 
all  the  way  back  agEuu.  The  confusion  of 
lights  in  the  streets,  the  Sashing  of  faces,  the 
thumping  of  the  wheels,  the  swaying  of  the  car, 
lulled  them,  and  wrapped  them  close  in  one 
another.  It  was  a  ride  they  never  forgot — d- 
lent  and  heart -»ck  and  sacred — she  in  lus  anns 
— he,  feeling  that  precious  head,  the  hair  blow- 
ing against  his  cheeks,  his  being  filled  with  un- 
utterable yearning. 

When  they  alighted  at  Grand  Street,  they 
felt  quieted;  but  their  hearts  ached  too  much 
for  speech.  The  first  gust  of  their  coming 
loneliness,  their  bitter  struggle,  their  crippled 
life,  swept  over  them.  They  entered  the  hot 
brilliance  of  an  ice-cream  saloon.  The  mir- 
ror gave  back  twenty  white  faces  at  the  bar, 
and  there  was  the  foam  and  sparkle  of  the 
soda,  the  splash  of  the  fountain,  the  glitter  of 
myriad  electrics,  the  warm,  human  smell.  They 
walked  to  the  rear  and  sal  at  a  little  cherry- 


colored  ade-table  under  the  hot  blowing  of  a  "David,"  she  spoke  deeply,  "I'm  going  to 
big  revolving  fan.  Their  soda — ice<ream  and  many  you,  I  don't  care!  I'm  going  off  with 
syrup  foaming  up  over  the  brim — was  set  be-  you,  I've  cared  for  my  family  long  enough- 
fore  them.  They  ate  of  the  delicious  treat  in  I'm  going  to  care  for  you.  I'm  going  to  marry 
alence.     This    haunt,    too,    was   one    of    the  you,  David." 

glories  of  the  poor.     Here  in  a  glass  of  soda,  He  reached  under  the  table  and  gripped  her 

they  had  a  moment  with  the  stars — a  moment  hand  until  it  ached;  his  eyes  blazed, 

of  freshness  and  forgetfulness  and  strength  and  "  You  mean  that,  Ruth  ?  " 

joy — a  moment  of  laughter  and  love.  "Yes,"  she  cried  fiercely,  "we  must.     I  love 

David  looked  at  Ruth's  pale  face;  he  saw  the  you  with  my  heart  and  brain  and  blood  and 

luminous  gray  eyes  behind  the  glasses.     She  soul!" 

looked  back  and  noted  the  grim,  ugly  face —  Blood  rushed  to  his  cheeks, 

the  man-face.     A  feeling  of  infinite  tenderness  "GoodI    You  and  I — we'll  dare  everything! 

swept  through  her.    Then  suddenly  he  raised  We'll  do  it  to-morrow!" 

his  list  and  spoke  with  terrible  bitterness.    AD  She  leaned  nearer,  intense  and  quivering, 

the  terror  and  helplessness  of  poverty  were  in  "To-night!" 

his  words:  They  looked  at  each  other  again;  they  paled; 

"To-night — I  could  kill  people!  Why  should  their  eyes  burned;    they  were  breathless  with 

i«  have  to  suffer  so?    What  have  u-e  done?  the  wonder  and  glory  of  their  marriage.     The 

Yes,"  he  said  chokingly,  "1  have  worked  hard,  millions  of  ages  were  flinging  them  together, 

I  have  studied  hard — I  have  been  ground  up,  they  could  not  resist  any  longer.     He  belonged 

broken — smashed,"  he  leaned  close  and  shook  to  her;  she  to  him — he  was  of  her,  she  of  him. 

his  fist,  "because  I  am  poor!  And  then  I — I —  They  were  one  organism;    God  Himself  was 

must  suffer  for  it!   Who  made  me  poor?  And  welding  them  together. 

you — Ruth — what  have  you  to  be  thankful  for?  Breathless  they  arose  and  left  that  place — 

For  your  struggles,  your  long  days  of  work,  for  their  glasses  half-full,  their  money  on  the  table 

your  father's  death?   By  George!"  he  was  at  — left  it,  and  went  east  on  Grand  Street.    A 

white  heat, "  why  should  we  give  each  other  up  ?  big  silver  moon  had  risen  over  the  house  tops, 

That's  all  we  have.     We  belong  to  each  other!  and  up  against  its  eerie  glamour  trailed  skeins  of 

Just  when  there's  something  good  in  tiiis  world,  silvered  smoke;    the  unglittering  side-streets 

something  pure  and  good  and  Ime— there's  a  were  swimming  in  a  silver  light;  the  world  was 

smash-up.     I  won't  go:   I  won't  leave  you!"  again  transformed  and  weird. 

Ruth  leaned  close,  her  face  strongly  set.  But  they  did  not  touch  each  other.    Now 
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that  the  time  had  come,  they  felt  uncanny — they 
stood  apart — they  seemed  each  to  be  going  out 
to  some  midnight  crime.  And  yet  they  seemed 
driven  on. 

Then,  to  the  giri's  mind,  groped  the  practical 
doubts  that  always  hinder  women.  She  could 
hardly  speak  for  the  breathlessness  of  their  dar- 
ing. 

"Who — who — "  she  began — "who marries 
people  ?  " 

"The  Rabbi!"   he  cried  impetuously. 

Something  within  her  shrank. 

"No!  no!"  she  whispered,  "I  couldn't — it 
must  be  a  stranger. " 

He  racked  his  brains  and  could  not  think. 
But  on  they  went  in  the  silence.  The  night 
was  late:  they  could  do  as  they  pleased. 

At  each  step,  however,  Ruth  became  more 
and  more  agitated.    Finally  she  broke  out: 

"David,  what  about  our  promise  to  Dr. 
Rast?" 

David  spoke  sharply: 

"It's  none  of  his  business!" 

"  But  we  promised ! "  she  cried,  a  sense  of  re- 
lief, of  safeiy,  filling  her.  "We  must  tell  him  I 
Come!" 

"It's  crazy " 

"Come!" 

She  touched  his  arm;  it  was  like  an  electric 
shock.  It  broke  the  spell.  Like  two  naughty 
children  they,  turned  south  through  deserted 
side-streets  and  walked  silently — two  throb- 
bing atoms  of  man  and  woman — in  the  magic 
of  the  moon — the  swimming  living  atmosphere 
— the  black  shadows  against  houses — ^the  beau- 
ty of  the  moon's  glamour  on  squalid  things. 

Over  the  open  Playground  they  walked — 
under  the  vast  skies,  the  moon,  the  dim  stars. 
Then  they  turned  into  East  Broadway. 

A  light  still  burned  in  the  office.  They 
wanted  to  turn  back  and  run  away.  They 
stood  a  moment,  hesitating. 

"Come!"  said  David,  "Come  on!  Let's  do 
something!" 

They  stepped  into  the  hall  and  rang  the  bell. 
At  once  the  door  ojjened;  it  was  the  big  Doctor 
again,-  in  his  shirt-sleeves. 

"  Back  ?  "  he  exclaimed, "  Well — I  was  waiting 
for  you.    Just  a  moment — we'll  walk  together. " 

They  waited  in  silence.  He  came  out  in  hat 
and  coat,  and  they  stepped  into  the  empty 
moonlight.  Then  they  began  slowly  to  pace 
down  the  block,  the  Doctor  between  the  boy  and 
the  girl. 

"Well,"  the  Doctor  began  .softlv,  "what  is 
it?" 

They  were  stricken  dumb.  It  seemed  wrong 
to  speak  of  their  purpose. 

The  Doctor  spoke  more  softly: 


"  You  want  to  get  married. " 

"Yes,"  murmured  David. 

They  walked  a  few  steps  in  silence;  then  the 
Doctor  spoke  again — kind,  yet  firm. 

"David— Ruth— you  ca»'//" 

There  was  a  moment's  silence  again.  Then 
Ruth  spoke  in  a  strange,  unnatural  voice: 

"Why  not?" 

The  Doctor  hesitated — ^and  answered  low: 

"You  ought  to  know  that!" 

Ruth  spoke  again: 

"We  must.** 

"Must?  Why?" 

There  was  silence  again,  and  again  the  un- 
natural voice: 

"We  can't  help  it — we  love  each  other. " 

The  Doctor  hedtated  again;  then  he  spoke 
in  a  colorless  whisper: 

"That's  lust— not  lovel" 

The  two  at  his  side — ^he  felt — were  almost 
stumbling  along.  At  last  Ruth  spoke  again — 
she  tried  to  speak  naturally  but  it  canie  in  a 
wild  blurt 

"We  love  each  other — I'm  not  afraid — not 
afraid  of  consumption — what  do  I  care?  He 
needs  a  nurse — I'll  go  with  him — ^we'll  risk  it! 
Why  shouldn't  I?" 

In  the  silence  that  followed  Ruth  wished  she 
had  not  come  back  to  Doctor  Rast.  But  the 
big  Doctor  was  struggling  with  his  words.  The 
truth  was  hard  to  tell.  At  last  he  mur- 
mured  

"  It's  not  you  I'm  thinking  of,  Ruth. " 

"Is  it  my  mother?"  she  asked  defiantly. 

"No!" 

"Who  then?" 

The  Doctor  struggled  fiercely.  But  he  was 
their  Doctor;  he  had  the  right  to  tell  theoL  It 
came  mildly,  calmly — just  a  fact. 

"I'm  thinking,"  he  said,  "of  the  children 
that  might  be 7(?«r  children!" 

Ruth  gasped;  the  three  stood  still;  they  did 
not  look  at  each  other.  The  blinding  terrible 
truth  flashed  through  the  minds  of  the  boy  and 
girl.  The  mystery  of  marriage — ^the  strange 
bringing  into  this  world  of  new  souls — the 
strange  creative-power  that  was  theirs — over- 
whelmed them  with  a  kind  of  terror.  Then 
they  heard  the  Doctor  mildly  continuing: 

"Consumptives  cannot  have  children;  you 
can't  marry;  the  power  that  drives  you  to-night 
will  drive  the  harder  if  you  do  marry.  You 
must  not  even  kiss  each  other.  You  must 
bravely  release  each  other — bravely  carry  life 
through  fire  to  a  great  finish!  It's  hard — but 
you  must!  You  can't  toy  with  God — ^you 
know!" 

They  suddenly  realized;  they  had  almost 
started  to  play  with  the  unseen  Power — igno- 
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rant  of  its  eternal  fatalness — its  strength  that 
rolls  planets  and  creates  worlds.  Awed  and 
hushed  and  giiilty.  they  stood  looking  down  on 
the  silvery  pavement. 

Then   suddenly,  shocking  them  bolh,   the 
Doctor   gripped    their    arms.     They    started. 
And   he  spoke  as   if    he 
could  not  speak — as  if  his 
heart  was  in  agony 

"David — Ruth — chil- 
dren!   Why   don't  you 


ur   lo' 


Turn  it  away  from  self — 
turn  it  on  others — you, 
David,  on  the  lonesome 
brother  of  yours — you, 
Ruth,  on  the  old  mother 
whose  man  is  not  in  Sull- 
ivan County — but  dead. 
Why  not?" 


In    the    sile: 


ce    he 


pressed  their  hands  and 
walked  away.  They 
turned;  they  saw  his  big 
shoulders  bobbing  down 
the  moonlit  street;  they 
saw  him  disappear  in  his 
doorway.  Then  like 
two  guilty  children  they 
swiftly,  silently  crept 
north  to  Grand  an<l  over 
to  Norfolk,  and  to  the  en- 
trance of  the  tenement. 

Ruth  paused    to   look 
at  his  stricken  face. 


"I'm  almost  afraid  of  you — and  myself," 
she  whispered.     "Good  night!" 

He  held  out  his  hand;  she  shook  her  head. 

"  David — go  home.     Sleep  well. " 

He  drew  back  his  hand;  turned  blindly  and 

staggered  away.     She  stotjd  and  watched  until 

he  was  gone — the  big  head, 

the  frail  body  gliding  into 

the  moonlight. 

Then  suddenly  she 
rushed  up  1he  narrow 
steps;  the  front  door  was 
flung  open.  She  could 
feel  the  big  body  of  her 
mother  standing  in  the 
thick,  hot  blackness.  She 
reached  out  arms  and  was 
gathered  in  against  that 
warm,  living  body. 


"Ach!' 


ed   the 


mother,  "I  worry  so,  my 
dear  one. " 

"Mother!"  Ruth  sob- 
bed   wildly,    "Mother!" 

And  Ruth  remembered, 
"I,  too,  was  bom  in  Arc- 
ady. "  And  Ruth  remem- 
bered that  her  mother's 
Man  was  dead.  And 
Ruth  remembered  that 
ber  mother  had  given 
birth  to  her.  She  was  filled 
with  awe  and  love:  she 
knewthe  human  life.  The 
girl  was  a  woman. 


No 


By  HAROLD   S    SYMMES 

"  No  I  "  he  lutl,  and  none  thea  knew 

The  ■Bcrificc  it  meant. 
Nor  bow  a  kiuI  to  peotneaa  grew 

Through  this  relinqnii 


The  Pilgrim's  Scrip 

Letters,  Comments  and  Confessions  from  Readers 

of  the  Magazine 

The    remarkable    letters    received     by    The  Leiien  from  Roman  CathoUea 
American   Magazine   regarding   Ray  Stannard 

Baker's  series  of  articles  on  "The  Spiritual  Un-  Numerous  letters  have  been  received  from  Ro- 

rest, "  only  a  few  of  which  can  here  be  published,  man   Catholics.     The  one   that  follows  is  from 

bear  new  evidence  of  the   deep  and  vital  hold  Thomas  F.  Woodlock,  of  New  York  City,  for- 

which  religion  has  upon  the  lives  of  men.     All  merly  editor  of  the  WaU  Street  Journal: 

shades  of  belief  are  expressed  in  these  letters;  I  read  with  much  interest  your  article  in  the 

and  nearly  all,  whatever  may  be  the  attitude  of  June  American  Magazine. 

the  writers  toward  the  church  as  an  organization.  People  do  not  go  to  church — to  the  Protestant 

express  a  profound  belief  in  the  realities  of  re-  churches — because  the  churches  have  ceased  to 

ligion.     "The  churches  may  be  decadent,"  writes  teach  them  religious  truth  with  authority,  and  be- 

one  correspondent,  "but  there  was  never  more  of  cause  Christendom,  so  called,  outside  the  Roman 

the  true  spirit  of  religion  in  this  country  than  Catholic  Church,  has  ceased  to  believe  in  the 

there  is  to-day."  fundamental  truths  of  religion. 

A  Brooklyn  woman  writes:  "There  is  plenty  of  The  Protestant  churches  started  in  business,  so 

inspiration  and  vision  in  these  days,  but  it  is  not  to  speak,  on  the  basis  of  "faith,  not  works,"  and 

inside  of  the  churches."  now  have  drifted  to  the  absolute  opposite  of  that 

Many  of  the  writers  from  various  parts  of  the  position,  viz.,  "works,  not  faith."    Dogma  is  a 

country  assert  that  it  is  not  only  New  York  that  thing  abhorred,  creeds  are  "outworn,"  all  truth  is 

is  godless,  but  the  whole  country.  relative,  man  is  not  fallen,  Christ  is  not  God,  the 

atonement  is  a  fiction,  and  an  unnecessary  fiction 

h  the  Country  at  Largm  AUo  GodU»»?  at  that,  everything  is  explained  away  on  natural 

grounds,   there  is  no  hell  to  fear — why  should 

The  Rev.   Harvey  M.   Eastman,  of  Temple,  people  go  to  church  ? 

N.  H.,  writes:  Protestant  Christendom  has  already  lost  faith  in 

It  was  with  great  interest  that  I  read  Mr.  the  Incarnation,  a  lai^e  part  of  it  no  longer  he- 
Baker's  article  on  "The  Godlessness  of  New  lieves  in  original  sin,  and  a  great  many  who  call 
York"  in  the  June  American  Magazine.  themselves  Christians  do  not  even  believe  in  a 

He  raises  the  question,  "What  is  the  matter  personal  God.  What  is  religion  if  it  be  not  that 
with  the  church  ?"  He  takes  it  for  granted  that  group  of  truths  which  express  man's  relations 
the  trouble  is  with  the  church.  It  seems  very  with  and  duty  to  his  Creator?  What  are  these 
strange  to  me  that  one  never  hears  the  question  truths  but  dogmas?  How  can  there  be  an  un- 
asked in  this  kind  of  a  discussion,  "What  is  the  dogmatic  religion? 
matter  with  the  masses?"  There  is  no  Christianity  properly  so  called  in 

As  Mr.  Baker  says,  the  condition  is  general  as  the  worid  to-day— that  is,  Christianity  as  a  re- 
well  as  being  true  of  New  York.  I  can  think  of  ligion— outside  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church, 
many  churches  where  there  is  no  division  into  Protestantism  in  all  its  forms  is  an  empty  shell 
classes— rich  and  poor,  ignorant  and  educated,  now,  and  even  the  shell  is  rapidly  disintegrating. 
Churches  where  the  Gospel  of  Jesus,  simple,  help-  The  generation  now  growing  up  will  demonstrate 
ful  and  uplifting,  is  preached;  where  the  stress  is  that  to  you  and  me  if  we  live  our  allotted  space 
laid  upon  the  necessity  for  pure  living  and  high  according  to  the  Psalmist.  And  not  even  "re- 
ideals,  the  mingling  of  work  and  religion  and  the  fined  vaudeville"  will  then  suffice  to  keep  the 
part  God  should  have  in  the  daily  relationships  of  churches  open. 

life.     These  churches  are  as  empty  as  any.    The  But  you  won't  find  the  Catholic  churches  closing! 
Gospel  of  the  Master  is  offered  to  the  people  and 

they  reject  it  as  people  in  days  of  old  rejected  ShaO  ChurcheM  Be  AboEMhed  Altogether? 
Him.    Why?    It  may  be  men  feel  less  need  of 

divine  help  than  in  former  years.     It  may  be  that  At  the  same  time  that  our  Roman  Catholic  cor- 

a  growing  neglect  has  resulted  in   indifference,  respondents    demand    a    greater    submission    to 

But  this  I  do  know,  that  in  many  a  country  town  churchly  authority  several  correspondents  think 

where  there  are  no  great  labor  problems — no  very  that  the  church  has  passed  its  day  of  usefulness 

rich  nor  very  poor — where  there  are  few  if  any  of  and  should  be  no  longer  regarded.     Here  is  a 

the  reasons  present  which  Mr.   Baker  gives  for  letter  from  a  well-known  Protestant  minister  of 

lack   of   attendance    in    New    York — men    (and  one  of  the  lesser  dties  of  New  York  State: 

women)  do  not  attend  church.     In  justice,  why  I  suppose  that  I  am  one  of  many  whom  your 

not  raise  the  question,  "What  is  the  matter  with  article  in  the  June  American  Magazine  has  al- 

the  masses?"  ready  stirred  to  write. 
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Your  ardde  might  be  entitled,  ^'What  shall  the  Greek,  but  all  are  one.  In  the  churches  there  are 
churches  do  to  save  themselves,"  or ''to  be  saved?''  Jew  and  Greek  and  Roman,  and  two  hundred 
as  though  the  church  were  an  end  in  itself!  The  and  forty  denominations  of  Protestants.  Is  any- 
title  of  the  article,  ''The  Godlessness  of  New  thing  to  be  accomplished  by  the  saving  of  the 
York"  implies  that  godliness  consists  in  maintain-  churches?  Is  not  everything  to  be  accomplished 
ing,  by  attendance  and  otherwise,  the  churches,  by  the  rousing  of  the  deep  religious  spirit  in  the 
I  was  not  surprised  the  other  day  when  I  asked  common  welfare,  the  administration  of  the  means 
the  leader  of  a  class  in  one  of  the  churches  here  of  common  service?  Young  men  are  not  going 
just  what  the  members  of  his  class  meant  to  do  in  into  the  ministry  to-day,  except  those  who  are  at- 
canying  out  their  pledge  "to  do  what  Jesus  tracted  by  the  offers  of  aid  and  easy  berths— this 
would  do,"  and  he  answered:  "First,  attend  all  of  course  with  exceptions.  The  majority  of  the 
the  services  of  the  church  and  try  to  get  as  many  fellows  whom  I  knew  in  seminaiy  were  weaklines. 
other  people  to  do  the  same  as  we  can."  But  I  Should  not  the  call  to  religious  devotion  to  Sie 
was  surprised  when  I  found  you,  so  good  a  student  public  service  be  made,  and  would  this  not  be  a 
of  the  social  movement,  taking  it  for  granted  that  more  truly  Christian  "call"? 
religion  is  necessarily  a  function  of  the  churches  The  church  is  dying;  let  it  die.  I  say  it  rev- 
alone  and  that  godlessness  consists  in  failure  to  erently — for  Christ's  sake,  let  it  die. 
support  the  churches. 

People  are  less  interested  in  Holy  Water,  yes;  A  Letter  from  a  Working' Girt 
but  they  are  more  interested  in  pure  water  for  the 

dt/s  supply.    They  are  less  interested  in  build-  Here  b  a  letter  from  a  Philadelphia  working- 

ing  sacred  edifices,  but  they  are  more  interested  in  girl  which  speaks  from  the  heart: 

the  tenement-house  problem.    They  are  less  in-  The  artides  by  Ray  Stannard  Baker  are  splen- 

terested  in  orthodoxy;  but  they  are  more  interested  did.     He  goes  to  the  heart  and  root  of  things.    I 

in  truth.    Is  this  not  so?    And  is  this  not  an  in-  wish  every  dergyman  and  every  church  member 

dication  not  of  less  but  of  laiger  religious  expres-  would  take  the  paragraph.  No  Message  for  the 

sion?  Common  People,  page  127,  and  read  it  every  day 

I  do  not  speak  as  a  hater  of  churches,  but  as  a  until  its  lesson  was  burned  into  each  soul,  until  it 

lover  of  people.    I  was  brought  up  in  a  minister's  became  a  prayer  and  was  made  a  part  of  daily 

family.    My  father  is  still  serving  in  a  church  of  life,  then  indeed  would  God's  Kingdom  come,  and 

which  he  has  been  the  pastor  for  more  than  forty  His  will  be  done  on  earth  as  it  is  in  Heaven, 

years.    A  week  ago  I  preached  for  him,  as  I  Then  the  "Great  Fear"  would  not  gnaw  at  men's 

greatly  enjoy  doing.    I  went  through  a  theologi-  hearts. 

cal  seminary  and  had  a  delightful  year  in  the  min-  The  girl  who  has' stood  in  a  shop  or  worked  in 

istry.    When  I  left  my  charge  it  was  with  great  a  factory  for  nine  hours  each  day,  six  days  in  a 

regret.    After  being  there  six  months  the  manse  week,  insufficiently  fed  and   nourished,   has  no 

grew  too  small  for  the  fellows  of  the  town.    I  strength  of  body  to  exerdse  in  a  gymnasium,  and 

offered  to  take  half  the  salary  I  was  receiving,  the  no  energy  of  mind  to  avail  herself  of  the  privil^es 

other  half  to  be  given  to  the  pastor  of  the  Meth-  of  the  best  Free  Library, 
odist  Church,  he  to  be  the  pastor  of  the  Union 

Church,  I  to  have  the  other  building  to  equip  it  Are  We  Becoming  Eye-Minded? 
as  a  community  gathering  place,  and  to  keep  it 

open  for  all  sorts  of  social  uses.    The  presiding  I  have  read  with  great  pleasure  and  interest  the 

elder  of  the  Methodist  Conference  prevented  the  article  in  your  June  number  by  Ray  Stannard 

Methodist  Church  from  falling  in  with  the  plan.  Baker,  entitled  "The  Godlessness  of  New  York." 

After  a  year  as  a  college  teacher  I  came  here  But  I  wonder  if  anybody  has  ever  explained  these 

and  have  since  been  connected  with  sodal  and  things  by  alluding  to  the  fact  that  the  American 

dvic  work.     In  my  activities  here  I  have  become  people  are  becoming  more  eye-minded  and  less 

convinced  that  the  churches  instead  of  acting  as  a  ear-minded?     Intelligent    people    who    read    no 

means  to  the  spread  and   development  of  the  longer  need  to  be  preachea  to. 
spirit  of  brotherhood,  or  common  sodal  interest, 

are  the  greatest,  or  among  the  greatest,  obstacles  A  Criticism  of  Mr.  Baker's  Articke 
to  it.    TTie  great  expression  of  the  religious  spirit 

to-day  is  not  sectarian  nor  of  the  churches,  but  is  Miss  Ruth  Hall,  of  Catskill,  N.  Y.,  writes: 

in  the  sodal  movement.    The  most  sacred  insti-  The  interesting  article  by  Mr.  Ray  Stannard 

tution  is  the  state,  or  rather  Humanity.    Why  do  Baker  in  the  June  American  Magazine  makes 

you  want  to  pour  this  new  wine  of  the  social  certain  comments  which,  it  seems  to  one  reader, 

spirit  into  the  old  bottles  of  the  churches?    Why  deserve  critidsm.    He  tells  us  Protestantism  in 

not  hold  up  as  the  truly  Christian  activities  of  to-  New  York  is  apparently  dying,  and  holds  out  a 

day  those  things,  that  great  class  of  things,  in  straw   for  our  inspection  in   the  decadence  of 

which  there  is  neither  Jew  nor  Greek,  Barbarian  church  attendance.     Could  Mr.  Baker  obtain  as 

nor  Scythian— the  publicly  owned  institutions  and  fully  the  confidential  laments  of  Roman  Catholic 

the  public  activities?    In  the  parks,  the  police  priests  as  he  dtes  those  of  Protestant  ministers  I 

senice,  the  public-school  system,  the  sodal  cen-  believe  (from  a  sheaf  of  straws  I  myself  have 

ters,    the   post-office,    there   is   neither   Jew   nor  gathered)  that  he  would  find  the  same  complaint 
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among  those  of  the  Roman  faith,  although  not  lars  of  Follies'  to  be  buraed,  such  as  Savonarola 

always  instanced  by  neglect  of  Sunday  services,  erected  in  the  streets  of  Florence  six  hundred  years 

Indeed  this  present-day  indifference  is  not  Pro-  ago.     The  gay  and  gawdy  raiment,  the  proud  and 

testant.  It  is  catholic,  for  it  is  general.     It  would  costly  amusement,  however  high,  the  hurried  life 

be  odd  if  we  were  not  selfish  in  the  church,  we  of  dissipation,  however  fine,  the  genteel   slavery 

are  so  entirely  selfish  outside  its  doors.  to  pipe,  cup  and  lace  are  incompatible  with  the 

holy  life,  and  only  in  so  far  as  the  church  can 

The  ConM9rvation  of  intangible  RmBourceB  stand  for  these  things  will  it  come  back  to  the 

people  and  be  to  them  a  source  of  comfort,  of  in- 

In  his  baccalaureate  sermon  Dr.  Howard  Ed-  spiration,  and  sanctification." 
wards.   President    of    the    Rhode    Island    State 

College,  after  quoting  from  Mr.  Baker's  articles,  A  FreBbyterian  Comment 
said  : 

"Ourancestorshandeddown  to  us  astern  moral-  The  Interior  (Presbyterian)  of  Chicago,  says: 

ity  that  ostracised  lying  and  chicanery  and  fraud  '*It  is  when  Mr.  Baker  is  discussing  the  with- 

and  dissoluteness.     To-day  we  are  learning  and  drawal  of  Protestant  churches  from  *  run-down' 

practicing  an  easy  tolerance  that  saps  the  virtue  of  districts  of  the  city  that  he  cuts  closest  to  the  quick 

the  nation  and  makes  us  lose  the  sense  of  real  of  the  Protestant  conscience, 

values.  ''When  a  Protestant  congregation  finds  all  its  old 

'*Thus  may  we  enumerate  some  of  the  intangible  constituency  gone  to  some  other  part  of  the  city  and 

resources  of  our  nation  that  imperatively  demand  decides  it  must  move  or  merge  or  quit,  the  proposed 

conservation:  abandonment  of  the  old  situation  is  veiled  under 

''  I.  Faith  in  popular  government.  some  euphemism  which  won't  quite  confess  a  fail- 

''2.  Faith  in  ourselves,  and  in  our  own  initiative  ure. 

and  resourcefulness.  "Men  say  a  'changing  population '  has  weak- 

"3.  Faith  in  honesty  and  integrity  and  self-  ened  the  church  and 'robbed  it  of  its  field.'    Mr. 

restraint  as  guiding  principles  in  all  the  activities  of  Baker  is  uncomfortably  shrewd  in  bringing  out 

life.  bluntly  what  such  words  really  imply. 

"4.  Faith  in    the  Unseen,  the  eternal  varieties,  ^^Thechurch  admits  hy  the  very  proposition  to  mcve 

that  give  meaning  to  life."  that  its  message  and  ministry  Jit  only  one  peculiar 

class  0/  people — the  people  who  are  moving  out.    If 

Jenkui  Uoyd  Jonee  On  "The  SpirituiJ  Unreet"  it  had  a  message  for  the  people  who  are  moving  in, 

it  would  surely  stay  with  themV 

We  have  been  much  pleased  at  the  interest  in 
Mr.  Baker's  series  expressed  editorially  by  both  the  A  Congregatiomtl  Comment 
religious  and  the  secular  press.     Quoting  the  clos- 
ing sentences  of  what  it   called  "this  distressing  Under  the  title  "A  Friendly  Criticism  of  the 
but  not  discouraging  article"  Unity  (Unitarian)  Church"  the  Congregationalist  of  Boston,  says: 
of    Chicago,  edited  by  the  Rev.  Jenkin   Lloyd  "The  June  magazines  present  no  article  of  larger 
Jones,  says:  interest  to  the  churches  than  that  of  Mr.  Ray 

"When  the  magazines  begin  to  inspire  and  pub-  Stannard  Baker  in  The  American  Magazine,  on 
lish  such  studies,  there  is  hope  that  the  denomina-  'The  Godlessness  of  New  York.'  His  article  in 
tional  houses,  sectarian  schools,  and  theological  The  American  Magazine  is  not  the  production  of 
schools  (mark  the  name)  will  begin  to  see  the  situa-  one  who  takes  pleasure  in  pointing  out  defects  and 
tion  and  there  will,  come  a  renaissance  of  faith,  an  failures,  but  rather  of  one  desirous  of  helping  the 
application  of  religion  to  life,  a  test  of  piety  by  ser-  church  to  see  conditions  as  they  are  and  to  meet 
vice,  a  finding  of  peace  through  sacrifice,  of  holiness  them  more  effectively.  This  article  should  lead 
in  devout  service,  a  worship  that  is  truly  enkindling  those  responsible  for  the  management  of  churches 
of  brotherhood,  such  as  have  been  realized  in  the  everywhere  to  ask  whether  they  care  more  for  the 
glow-points  of  history  in  the  past.  St.  Francis  led  maintenance  of  an  institution  than  for  its  useful- 
such  a  movement  in  the  twelfth  century,  Savona-  ness;  and  whether  the  average  church,  to  quote  Mr. 
rola  in  the  fifteenth  century,  Knox,  Calvin,  and  Baker,  'having  no  power  of  prophecy,  no  triumph- 
Luther  in  the  sixteenth.  Fox  in  the  seventeenth,  ant  message,  has  scattered  its  energies  in  preaching 
Wesley  in  the  eighteenth,  to  a  degree  Henry  Ward  and  working  against  various  minor  evils.  *  Cer- 
Beecher  and  Theodore  Parker  in  the  ante-bellum  tainly  Mr.  Baker  has  grasped  the  formative  idea  of 
days  of  the  nineteenth  century.  It  was  such  a  the  church  and  its  propelling  force  as  well  when  he 
movement  that  was  set  agoing  with  such  mighty  says:  'Human  touch,  not  money,  is  required, 
import  by  the  Nazarene  Peasant.  There  must  be  personal  sacrifice.     It  was  not  until 

"Such  a  movement  cannot  come  without  bringing  Francis  of  Assisi  stripped  himself  naked  that  "he 

with  it  the  demand  for  the  erection  of  other  'Pil-  won  for  himself  a  secret  sympathy  in  many  sou  Is."  *  " 


In    the    Interpreter's  House 

"So  they  drew  on  towards  the  house  (the  house  of  the 

Interpreter)  and  when  they  came  to  the  door  they  heard 
a  great  talk  in  the  house'' — Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress 

T[£    city  of   Pittsburgh,  judging  from  For  an  arm  the  Pittsburgh  millionaire  pays 

her    press, — began    the    Responsible  $300  downward. 

Editor — is    highly    incensed    at    that  For  two  fingers  the  Pittsburgh  millionaire 

member  of  this  household  who  at  our  May  pays  $100  downward, 

meeting  called  attention  to  the  two  extremes  For  a  leg  he  pays  $225  downward, 

of  her  tariff-made  prosperity.     I  do  not  un-  I  feel  as  if  our  colleague  really  let  the  Pitts- 

derstand  that  she  denies  the  truth  of  the  de-  burgh  millionaire  off  easily, 

scriptions  of  conditions  quoted.     She  could  And  if  these  things  quoted  are  facts — ^if  they 

hardly  do  that.     The  Survey  are  not  and  cannot  be  denied,  why  is  Pitts- 

from  which  they  were  taken  burgh  angry  with  us  instead  of  the  Survey? 

Piit  b      h     ^^^    ^^^    result    of    eighteen 

.     "           months'    hard    work   on    the  X  T  looks  as  if  she  was  angry  for  one  of  two 

^^^^        part  of  a  large  band  of  trained  I    reasons, — said  the  Philosopher — because 

investigators.     It    was    pub-  we  called  attention  to  her  peculiar  civiliza- 

lished    serially   by    a   serious  tion  or  because  she  feels  there  is  a  certain  sacri- 

and     well-known    p)eriodical — Charities    and  lege  in  connecting  the  word  tariff  with  anything 

Commons    (now    the    Survey),     Its    findings  unpleasant.    I  rather  think  it  is  the  latter.     For 

were  never  denied  so  far  as  I  can  find  by  the  fifty  years  the  high  protectionist  in  this  coun- 

press  of  Pittsburgh  itself.    Moreover,  the  Pitts-  try  has  depended  for  his  emotional  appeal  on 

burgh  Chamber  of  Commerce  thinks  so  well  of  the  "  pauper  labor  of  Europe." 

the  document  that  it  has  been  distributing  sets  No  matter  what  argument  was 

to  prominent  citizens  and  many  clubs  and  H^  She      made    against    a    duty,    the 

educational  organizations  have  been  throwing  u            "starved    workman"    of    the 

the  tables  and  illustrations  on  screens  for  the  Angry        other  side  of  the  Atlantic  was 

enlightenment  of  their  members.      The  au-  thrown  on  the  screen.     Here 

thority  for  the  facts   we  published   cannot,  is  an  example  from  the  recent 

therefore,  I  think,  be  impeached.  tariff  hearings  in  Washington.     The  head  of 

I  have  been  examining  the  Survey  myself  what  is  called  the  "file  trust"  was  on  the 

since  the  storm  broke  over  our  colleague,  and  stand.     It  had  been  shown  that  the  gentleman 

I  find  that  there  are  several  other  points  which  was  selling  files  abroad  much  cheaper  than  at 

might  very  projjerly  have  been  added  to  those  home,  that  he  had  a  practically  prohibitive 

included   in   the   arraignment   we  published,  duty,  one  which  had  reduced  imports  to  about 

Could  there  be  a  more  forcible  proof  of  the  one  per  cent,  of  the  file  consumption  in  the 

justice  of  our  characterization   of  the  Pitts-  United  States,  and  it  was  certain  from  his  testi- 

burgh    employer   than   the   tables  published  mony  that  his  laborers  could  not  be  getting  a 

in  the  Survey  giving  the  number  of  men  kiUed  very  large  share  of  the  duty.     Mr.  Clark  was 

and  maimed  in  a  single  year  in  the  shops  of  after  him  at  once.     "Do  you  not  think,"  he 

the  city — 526  killed  between  July  ist,  1906,  and  asked,  "that  if  the  tariff  is  laid  in  the  name  of 

June  29th,  1907,  and  2,000  wounded.    These  labor,  labor  ought  to  get  the  tariff?"    Here  is 

are  records  from  the  hospitals  alone;  of  those  the  answer  he  received: 

who  were  nursed  at  home  there  is  no  record.  "//  you  will  pardon  me  for  expressing  one 

Couple  this  mutilation  and  destruction  with  little  thought^  I  vnJl  say  thai  I  walked  down 

the  Surveys  table  of  the  "Valuation  Put  on  this  morning  from  the  Willard  and  saw  a  pair 

Men  in  Pittsburgh.  "*  of  horses,  a  beautiful  cart  all  equipped  with 

For  an  eye,  the  Pittsburgh  millionaire  pays  fruit,  vegetables,  and  one  thing  and  another,    I 

from  $200  down  to  nothing.  can  close  my  eyes  and  see  that  condition  over  on 

*  See  Charities  &  Commons.  March.  09.  p.  1142.  ^^  continent  of  Europe,  With  barefooted  women 
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in  rags,  with  a  feiv  Newfoundland  dogs,  or  natural  resources  and  our  democratic  princi- 
some  other  kind  of  dogs,  hitched  up  with  a  pies  have  given,  we  are  rapidly  developing  the 
string  harness  to  the  cart,  and  a  few  vegetables,  same  abnormal  conditions  in  property,  the 
that  they  are  putting  around^  same  fantastic  extremes  which  harass  Europe. 

There  is  no  reason  to  doubt  that  the  gentle-  Could  there  be  anything  more  un-American 
man  saw  on  Pennsylvania  Avenue  the  pros-  than  incomes  of  a  million  dollars  a  year  (we 
perous  cart  he  described.  There  is  no  doubt  hear  of  one  of  $40,000,000,  a  tariff-made — ^rail- 
he  might  have  found  on  the  continent  of  road-rebate  fortune),  when  the  average  income 
Europe  his  "barefooted  woman  in  rags."  But  of  four-fifths  of  our  American  families  is  un- 
if  he  had  crossed  over  to  the  Washington  mar-  der  $500  ?    Would  it  not  be 

ket,   he  would  have  found  on  its  outskirts  vastly  better  for  a  community 

numbers  of  men  and  women,  some  of  them  A  Million  from  every  standpoint,  eco- 
white  haired,  who  have  brought  in  that  mom-  DoOan  a      nomic,  social,  moral,  to  have 

ing  from  great  distances  out  of  Washington  Year  income  1,000  citizens  each  with  an  in- 
on  their  backs  or  behind  tottering  mules,  pitiful  come  of  $1,000  than  one  with 

handfuls  of  field  flowers,  wild  roots  and  per-  an    income    of    $1,000,000? 

haps  a  bunch  or  two  of  garden  products —  Would  not  4,000  men  with  incomes  of  $10,000 
quite  as  pathetic  a  s]>ectacle  as  the  pathetic  one  each  do  more  for  the  country  than  one  with  an 
with  which  he  was  trying  to  befuddle  the  Wa)rs  income  of  $40,000,000  could  possibly  do  ?  I 
and  Means  Committee.  All  over  Europe  he  will  certainly  believe  so,  and  it  is  chOdish  to  refuse 
find  as  prosperous  vegetable  carts  as  those  he  to  see  that  the  privileges  which  the  present 
saw  in  Washington — all  over  the  United  States  administration  of  protective  tariffs  create  are 
he  can  find,  if  he  will  look,  women  in  rags.       responsible  for  many  of  these  grotesque  ac- 

A  correspondent  who  is  indignant  at  the  cumulations, 
prominence  we  have  given  the  findings  of  the  It  is  entirely  logical  that  men  who  will  fight 
Survey  suggests  that  we  turn  our  attention  to  as  the  Pittsburgh  millionaires  have  for  years, 
Birmingham  and  the  back  country  in  England,  for  excessive  protection,  should  be  as  blind  to 
that  we  describe  women  wheeling  coal  from  their  obligation  to  their  workmen  as  they  have 
the  mouth  of  the  English  pits  or  making  chains  been  to  the  good  of  the  consuming  public  It 
at  the  forge.  I  have  seen  some  of  these  sad  is  entirely  natural  that  they  exploit  both, 
things  in  England.  I  have  seen  the  army  of  There  seems  to  be  an  idea  in  certain  quar- 
unemployed  in  London.  But  I  have  seen  again  ters  of  Pittsburgh  that  because  there  has  been 
and  again  in  the  outskirts  of  the  cities  of  the  a  generous  response  to  appeals  for  charity  in 
United  States  women  picking  up  coal  and  bits  the  city  during  the  past  year  of  distress,  it  is 
of  wood  along  the  tracks  of  railroads  and  in  unjust  to  call  attention  to  the  conditions 
the  yards  of  factories  and  seen  them  carrying  under  which  labor  exists  there.  One  indig- 
their  pickings  home  on  their  backs.  I  rarely  nant  editor  rehearses  the  relief  work  of  the 
enter  or  leave  an  American  city  on  a  railroad  last  winter.  "  Seven  hundred  and  sixty-five 
that  I  do  not  see  something  of  this  kind.  I  organizations  spent  $1,776,114  for  charity  in 
watched  the  bread  lines  of  New  York  all  Pittsburgh  last  year.  The  Associated  Charities 
last  winter  and  I  had  my  heart  wrung  by  registered  over  9,400  families,  aided  by  the 
an  endless  stream  of  would-be  workers  for  various  institutions,  and  there  are  thousands 
whom  there  was  no  work.  And  though  I  have  of  cases  that  have  not  been  registered  either 
visited  scores  of  factory  and  manufacturing  because  they  were  assisted  by  private  families 
towns  in  Europe  /  have  never  seen  otie  where  or  by  organizations  not  affiliated  with  the  As- 
the  impression  of  the  conditions  of  labor  was  sociated  Charities."  Therefore  the  article  we 
more  horrifying  than  that  one  gets  in  going  in    published  is  a  libel! 

arui  out  of  Pittsburgh  and  up  and  down  the  Could  there  be  a  more  convincing  proof  of 
streets  of  the  laboring  man's  quarters  in  that  the  justice  of  our  complaint?  Why  in  this 
city.  The  report  of  the  Survey  only  confirms  republic  not  yet  150  years  old  at  a  period 
the  impression  one  gets  in  visiting  the  town  when  for  years  harvests  have  been  abundant, 
that  for  the  ordinary  laborer  Pittsburgh  is  an  when  there  has  been  neither  war  nor  plague, 
inferno.  when  wealth  has  been  piling  up  as  never  be- 

lt is  idle  and  it  is  stupid  to  refuse  to  recog-  f6re,  should  there  be  a  city  of  miUionaires 
nize  manfully  that  protection  manipulated  as  where  in  one  winter  nine  thousand  four  h  un- 
it has  been  by  scores  of  industries  in  this  dred  families  were  registered  for  relief  and 
country  results  in  frightful  inequalities.  It  is  thousands  of  other  families  were  assisted  by 
useless  to  attempt  to  deny  that  in  spite  of  the  private  individuals  or  by  organizations  which 
inspiration   to   energy   which   our   wonderful    did  not  report  what  they  were  doing?    Could 
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there  be  stronger  proof  that  either  the  system  tions,  Municipal  Publication,  Legislation, 
under  which  we  are  working  or  the  adminis-  Rapid  Transit,  Municipal  Research  and  Effi- 
tration  of  it  is  wrong?  Could  any  facts  be  ciency,  Industrial  Accidents  and  Overstrain, 
more  damning — unless  it  is  the  heart-breaking  Education,  Ward  Organization.  If  any  Amer- 
blindness  which  will  contend  at  this  stage  of  ican  city  has  devised  a  completer  plan  for  deal- 
oor  development  that  a  man's  charity  to  those  ing  with  its  needs  or  put  it  into  abler  hands, 
who  are  starving  compels  silence  on  the  meth-  I  do  not  know  it.  Mayor  Magee,  who  labors 
ods  by  which  he  amassed  his  wealth  ?  under  the  popular  disadvantage  of  being  a 

It  is  not  lack  of  generosity  to  distress  that  is  machine  man,  has  operated  cordially  so  far 
wanting  in  the  Pittsburgh  millionaire.  It  is  with  this  commission.  Indeed,  I  am  told  that 
lack  of  understanding  of  fundamental  obligar  he  was  the  only  mayor  of  an  American  city  who 
tions.  By  every  moral  and  social  law  men  are  had  the  wisdom  to  go  to  New  York  last  spring 
forbidden  to  mass  wealth  by  exploiting  their  to  see  the  inspiring  and  enlightening  City  Plan- 
fellows,  and  that  is  what  the  Pittsburgh  million-  ning  exhibition.  Mr.  Magee  went  for  a  day, 
aire  has  done;  by  every  moral  and  social  law  and  was  so  interested  he  stayed  two.  More- 
the  employer  of  labor  is  bound  not  only  to  pay  over,  since  that  time,  he  has  been  spending 
a  living  wage  but  to  provide  decent,  cheerful,  frequent  evenings  in  the  public  library  of  Pitts- 
human  conditions  for  labor;  that  is  what  the  burgh  studying  municipal  administration  ^and 
Pittsburgh  millionaire  has  never  done,  and  reform.  There  is  an  example  for  you!  May 
what  Pittsburgh  has  never  compelled  him  to  do.  Pittsburgh  reap  the  benefit.  For  in  the  City 
This  is  not  saying  that  there  are  no  people  Planning  Exhibition  and  in  the  books  we  may 
in  the  town  who  do  not  see  the  obligation  and  suppose  Mayor  Magee  to  be  studying  is  what 
who  are  not  doing  their  utmost  to  open  the  she  needs — the  vision  of  what  a  city  may  be — 
eyes  of  the  blind  and  the  understandings  of  of  what  it  must  be  if  it  discharges  its  simple 
the  stupid.     In  the  last  few  years  there  have    obligations. 

been  energetic  efforts  to  do  this.     The  Voter's        Pittsburgh  has  had  a  hard  problem,  but  it  is 

League,  under  the  direction  of    the  same  problem  in  essence  with  which  every 

A.  Leo  Weil,  the  modernized    American  city  and  to^vn  must  deal  if  it  has 

PMwbargh     Chaml)er  of  Commerce  under    not  already — ^the   fulfillment  of   its  duty   to 

m  H.  D.  W.  English,  the  Board    give  to  its  poorest  citizens  sanitary  housing, 

Awaakening     of  Health  under  Dr.  Edwards,    open  air  spaces,  clean  and  pleasant  streets, 

Kingsley  House  and  the  Col-  protection  from  exploitation  by  vicious  poli- 
umbian  School  and  settlement,  ticians  and  by  vicious  money  grubers,  good 
the  recently  organized  Associated  Charities,  schools,  hospitals  and  libraries.  If  Pitts- 
are  movements  of  Pittsburgh  citizens  to  cor-  burgh's  problem  is  for  many  reasons  more 
rect  evils  which  they  have  recognized  and  been  complicated  than  that  of  any  other  city,  she 
brave  enough  to  tackle.  Out  of  the  Survey  brings  to  it  more  wealth,  and  I  am  inclined 
itself  has  come  an  important  undertaking:  the  to  think,  more  sets  of  brains  used  to  dealing 
Pittsburgh  Civic  Improvement  Commission —  with  hard  problems  than  any  other  city, 
an  organization  which  sets  for  itself  the  making  What  she  needs  now  is,  as  I  have  said,  a 
of  a  New  Pittsburgh  and  a  Greater  Pittsburgh.  Vision.  She  must  see  so  clearly  what  she  is 
The  commission  has  brought  on  an  enthu-  that  she  will  hate  what  she  is.  She  must  tear 
siastic,  experienced  and  thoroughly  trained  from  her  streets  and  outskirts  the  horrible 
young  man,  Allen  T.  Burns,  of  the  Chicago  shanties  in  which  she  houses  her  laboring 
School  of  Civics  and  Philanthropy,  as  its  secre-  men  and  replace  them  with  comfortable 
tary.  It  has  already  formed  fourteen  com-  and  sanitary  tenements.  She  must  pave 
mittees  of  seven  members  each,  and  Mr.  Bums  and  clean  the  streets  of  every  working 
tells  me  that  only  one  of  the  ninety -eight  prom-  quarter.  She  must  provide  parks  in  every 
inent  citizens  appointed  to  these  committees  one.  She  must  by  force  of  public  opinion 
has  declined.  It  is  interesting  to  note  that  no  drive  her  employers  if  necessary,  to  give 
one  is  allowed  on  a  committee  who  is  holding  proper  wages  and  hours,  to  build  hospitals  and 
a  political  office.  Something  of  the  scope  of  give  indemnities  for  accidents,  to  abolish  child 
the  work  which  this  commission  proposes  is  labor.  She  must  see  to  it  that  her  schools  and 
indicated  by  the  subjects  with  which  these  school  buildings  are  brought  up  to  the 
fourteen  committees  will  deal:  Public  Hygiene  mark.  And  all  this  she  must  do  first — ^before 
and  Sanitation,  Lower  Courts  of  Justice,  City  she  builds  more  boulevards  for  the  rich, 
and  District  Housing,  City  Improvement  and  more  parks  for  those  who  have  them 
Town  Planning,  Municipal  Art  and  Design,  already. 
District    Improvements,    Charitable    Institu-        I  know  how  many  of  her  tariff-made  citizens 
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will  throw  cold  water  on  these  projects.  "It  in  three  months  after  they  were  opened  work- 
is  no  use,"  complained  a  steel  man  to  me  at  ing  men  in  the  vicinity,  who  owned  their 
these  suggestions.  "Take  bath-  homes,  began  to  put  in  bath  rooms  for  them- 
_^  tubs.  They  do  not  use  them,  selves,  though  they  never  before  had  done  so. 
Bath  t  t  '^  ^"^^  ^'^^  them  to  them.  We  The  fact  that  some  men  will  abuse  and 
/  F  Tt  f"^'  '"  balh-tubs  once  and  neglect  opportunities  to  live  cleanly  and  de- 
"  "  '  found  them  used  for  kindling  cent  lives  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  case, 
wood."  This  reply  or  some  The  Pittsburgh  employer  is  under  a  moral  and 
variety  of  it  has  done  service  social  obligation  to  furnish  the  opp>ortunity — 
asanexcuseforyears  to  landlords  of  the  poor—  and  all  experience  shows  that  the  great  pier- 
landlords  who  have  regarded  their  chief  and  centage  will  improve  it  to  the  full, 
sometimes  only  function  to  be  collecting  the  Pittsburgh  siiould  do  as  Boston  is  doing — 
rent.  It  is  threadbare  and  should  be  retired,  create  a  vision  of  what  she  might  be— set  her- 
Its  origin  in  Pittsburgh  was  traced  to  its  source  self  a  period  in  which  to  realize  it  and  then 
by  the  Survey  workers,  and  it  was  found  that  turn  all  her  forces  to  making  her  dream  come 
once  a  steel  company  did  build  a  house  in  true.  Pittsburgh's  enemies  are  not  those  who 
which  there  was  a  balh-tub — one  bath-tub  for  point  out  what  is  intolerable  and  unnecessary 
jorty  families,  it  is  a  wonder  it  was  used  inherborders — theyarethosewhoflyintoarage 
even  for  kindling  wood.  because  attention  is  called  to  her  de6lement. 
I  told  my  steel  friend  to  go  to  Chicago  and  Let  once  the  sense  of  social  justice  be 
see  what  they  were  doing  there.  On  the  edge  aroused  in  her — the  determination  that  there 
of  Packingtown  the  council  opened  two  years  shallexist  inPittsburghhealthyandcomfortable 
ago  a  park  of  twenty  acres,  beautifully  plotted  conditions  for  all  her  citizens  and  the  first  step 
and  provided  with  the  most  perfect  system  of  will  be  taken  toward  curing  the  tariff  injustices 
baths  and  swimming  pools  for  men  and  women,  which  have  helped  cause  the 
boys  and  girls,  and  even  babies  that  money  and  unequal  distribution  of  her 
taste  could  buy.  What  is  the  resuh  ?  At  the  Aifftt  wealth.  For  when  men  once 
noon  hour  through  all  the  warm  months  the  and  begin  to  recognize  frankly  the 
men  from  the  stock  yards  crowd  to  these  mwg  injustice  of  conditions  which 
baths — at  night  and  in  the  morning  they  are  they  have  been  brought  up  to 
there  again.  Many  of  them  are  the  same  and  accepted  unthinkingly, 
kind  of  foreigners  of  whom  certain  Pitts-  their  ability  to  recognize  other  varieties  of  wrong 
burghers  speak  with  such  contempt.  They  rapidly  develops.  Right  and  wrong  do  not 
may  never  have  seen  a  tub  or  shower  until  live  happily  together,  and  I  firmly  believe  that 
these  bath  houses  were  opened,  but  they  fill  when  the  day  comes  that  the  "  Pittsburgh  mil- 
them  now  to  their  full  capacity.  Moreover,  lionaire"  recognizes  his  obligations  not  to  ex- 
the  taste  for  bathing  has  been  so  awakened  ploit  even  a  despised  foreigner,  he  will  see  also 
by  the  presence  of  these  public  baths  that  that  he  has  an  obligation  not  to  exploit  the 
a  plumber  in  the  neighborhood  aHirnis  that  "ultimate  consumer." 


A  Conceprion  of  God 

By  EDMUND  VANCE  COOKE 

How  glibly,  how  greaaily  man  uy>  **  God»" 

Yet  the  wimt  uvant  ii  the  merert  clod 

Whole  mind  cannot  compa**  ihii  handful  of  tod 

From  hit  own  little  earth.     Here  it  it,  tkewly-gtaued ; 

Every  grain  o(  its  aand  ia  molecular-maaaed ; 

Every  blade  ia  an  epic,  aerene,  unaurpaaaed ; 

Every  celt  of  ita  life  holda  a  aectet  ao  vait 

That  the  mind  ataggera  back  at  the  riddle  aghast. 

Aa  >  grain  of  ihia  sand  to  its  planet,  so,  too. 

Is  OUT  earth  to  the  tangle  of  euna  in  our  view. 

And  beyond  t    And  beyond  I     Man  must  ever  despond 

To  pronounce  any  word  save  another  "  Beyond  1 " 

Aye,  we  scan  and  we  aeaich,  we  dispute  and  discuss. 

But  Infinity  still  is  Beyond,  with  a  Plus! 

Our  star,  in  the  streak  of  the  sky.  merely  floats 

Aa  a  speck  in  the  sunbeam,  a  mote  amonz  motes. 

Swarming  round  on  this  mote  is  the  inlinileuniBl 

Insect  too  small  to  eipiess  by  a  decimal. 

Myriad -ciphered.     Its  place  in  the  plan 

We  can  only  conjedlure;  we  coll  it  a  man. 

Yet  this  germ  of  humanity  crinkles  its  knee. 

And  with  orotund  voice  and  a  nominal  "  Please," 

He  cajoles  the  Omnipotent,  salving  his  views 

With  some  second-hand  praise  and  some  gossipy  news. 

And  flattered  Infinity  then  is  requested 

To  alter  His  Plan  thus  and  so.  as  suggested  I 


If  the  Infinite  Microscope  sees  him  the  while. 
Let  us  hope  that  Infinity  knows  how  to  smile. 
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Barbarous  Mexico 

A  series  of  articles  in  which  important 
facts  about  despotism  and  slavery  in 
that  unhappy  country  are  reported  for 
the  first  time  and  in  which  the  author 
narrates  thrilling  personal  experiences. 

EDITORIAL    INTRODUCTION 

This  series  of  articles  is  the  result  of  a  year  and  a 
half  of  study  and  investigation.  The  author,  Mr.  John 
Kenneth  Turner,  has  visited  nearly  every  part  of  Mexico; 
he  has  penetrated  into  regions,  such  as  the  terrible  Valle 
Nacional,  where  slavery  in  its  w^orst  form  is  to  be  found; 
he  has  talked  w^ith  important  business  men  and  politicians. 
He  has  gathered  his  material  at  first  hand,  often  from 
officials  unaw^are  of  the  nature  of  his  mission.  We  have 
some  disclosures  that  would  certainly  ruin  those  who  made 
them  if  the  persons  were  identified.  At  first  we  were  not 
inclined  to  accept  the  conclusions  forced  upon  us  by  the 
mass  of  facts.  We  had  no  knowledge  before  that  slavery 
existed  to  such  an  extent— right  at  our  doors— that  men  and 
women  were  enslaved  for  fife  by  the  thousands,  starved, 
beaten,  and  sold.  We  had  supposed  Mexico  to  be  in  some 
sense  a  republic,  and  not  as  we  find  it,  a  government  more 
absolute  and  autocratic  than  Russia.  It  has  its  Siberias— 
in  the  hot  lands  of  the  South;  its  spy  system,  its  condem- 
nations for  political  oflFenses,  and  its  terrible  prisons.  The 
constitution  is  a  dead  document.  It  is  a  government  of 
the  few  for  the  few,  with  a  big  standing  army  to  back  them. 
Those  at  the  top  have  millions  and  are  growing  richer;  the 
middle  classes  are  suppressed,  discontented  and  getting 
poorer;  the  lower  classes  are  down  near  the  starvation  limit. 
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Mexico  is  a  great  country;  rich  in  natural  resources; 
inhabited  by  fifteen  millions  of  unhappy  people.  For 
the  uplifting  of  the  people  nothing  has  been  done.  Yet 
they  have  fostered  the  democratic  idea  in  spite  of  persecu- 
tion, prison,  exile  or  death. 

These  things  cannot  be  longer  concealed,  as  they  have 
been,  by  suppression  of  individuals  and  journals.  Our  large 
commercial  interests  and  the  very  closeness  of  the  country 
itself  make  it  necessary  for  us  to  know  the  truth  about 
Mexico.  It  is  said  that  if  the  iron  hand  of  Diaz  weakens, 
the  state  of  affairs  will  be  worse  than  in  Cuba  in  '97.  We 
should  not  sit  in  ignorance,  for  we  may  have  to  step  on 
the  fuse.  The  facts  force  their  way  to  the  light— here  and 
there.  We  have  had  intimations  of  knowledge  of  the  true 
inwardness  of  Mexico  from  many  sources.  A  great  business 
man  told  us  that  we  would  find  conditions  worse  than  in 
Russia.  A  banker  of  Mexico  City  disclosed  remarkable 
personal  experiences.  A  foreign  journalist  gave  us  sidelights 
of  curious  import.  A  manufacturer  suggested  a  study  of 
graft  in  Mexico.  There  is  surely  a  spreading  notion  that 
something  is  wrong  in  Mexico. 

Why  have  we  not  known  this  before  ?  Diaz  controls 
all  sources  of  news,  and  the  means  of  transmitting  it.  Papers 
are  suppressed  or  subsidized  at  the  pleasure  of  the  govern- 
ment. We  know  some  of  the  subsidies  paid  even  to  impor- 
tant Mexican  papers  printed  in  English.  The  real  news 
of  Mexico  does  not  get  across  the  border.  Books  that  truly 
describe  the  present  state  of  things  are  suppressed  or  bought 
up  even  when  published  in  the  United  States. 

A  great  Diaz-Mexico  myth  has  been  built  up  through 
skilfully  applied  influence  upon  journalism.  It  is  the  most 
astounding  case  of  the  suppression  of  truth  and  the  dissemi- 
nation of  untruth  and  half-truth  that  recent  history  aflords. 
But  Mr.  Turner  has  by  long  and  often  hazardous  journeys 
and  investigations  got  at  the  truth.  As  you  read  the  articles 
one  after  another,  follow  the  author  in  his  adventures,  and 
see  with  his  eyes  how  things  really  are,  you  will  be  forced  to 
admit  that  Mexico  the  ''Republic"  is  a  pretense  and  a  sham. 
Diaz  is  an  able  autocrat  who  nas  policed  the  country  well,  used 
his  power  for  the  benefit  of  the  few,  and  neglected  the  welfare 
of  the  great  body  of  the  people.  In  Mexico  they  say  "after 
him  the  deluge,  if  indeed  he  is  not  swept  away  by  it. ' ' 


The  Slaves  of  Yucatan 

By  JOHN    KENNKTH  TURNER 
Illustrated  with  Photographs  and  with  Drawings  by  George  Vanan 

WHAT  is  Mexico  ?  districts  is  abolished  because  a  governor  needs 

Americans    commonly    characterize  the  money,     I  found  Mexico  to  be  a  land  where 

Mexico    as    "Our    Sister    Republic."  the   people    are   poor  because  they  have  no 

Moat  of  u^ picture  her  vaguely  as  a  republic  in  rights,  where  peonage  is  the  rule  for  the  great 

reality  much  like  our  own,  inhabited  by  people  mass  and  where  actual  chattel  slavery  obtains 

a  Uttle  diiTerent  in  temperament,  a  little  poorer  for  hundreds  of  thousands.    Finally,  I  found 

and  a  little  less  advanced,  but  still  enjoying  the  that  the  people  do  not  idolize  their  president, 

protection  of  republican  laws — a  free  jieople  in  that  the  tide  of  opposition,  dammed  and  held 

the  sense  that  we  are  free.  back  as  it  has  been  by  army  and  secret  police, 

Others  of  us,  who  have  seen  the  country  is  rising  to  a  height  where  it  must  shortly  over- 
through  a  car  window,  or  speculated  a  Uttle  in  flow  llie  dam.  Mexicans  of  all  classes  and 
Mexican  mines  or  Mexican  plantations,  paint  affiliati.;ns  agree  that  their  country  is  hurrying 
that  countiybeyond  the  Rio  Grande  as  a  benev-  tov  ird  a  general  revolution  in  favor  of  democ- 
olent  paternalism  in  which  a  great  and  good  racy:  if  not  a  revolution  in  the  time  of  Diaz, 
man  orders  all  things  well  for  his  foolish  but  for  Diaz  is  old  and  is  expected  soon  to  pass, 
adoring  people.  then  a  revolution  after  Diaz. 

I  found  Mexico  to  be  neither  of  these  two  My  special  interest  in  political  Mexico  was 

things.    The  real  Mexico  I  found  to  be  a  first  awakened  early  in  1908,  when  I  came  in 

country  with  a  written  constitution  and  written  contact  with  four  Mexican  revolutionists  who 

laws  as  fair  and  democratic  as  our  own,  but  were  at  that  time  incarcerated  in  the  county 

with  neither  constitution  nor  laws  in  operation,  jail  at  Los  Apgries,  California.    Here  were 

Mexico  is  a  country  without  political  freedom,  four  educated,  intelligent   Mexicans,   college 

without   freedom  of  speech,  without  a  free  men,  all  of  them,  who  were  being  held  by  the 

press,  without  a  free  ballot,  without  a  jury  sys-  United  States  authorities  on  a  charge  of  plan- 

tem,without  political  parties,  without  anyof  our  ning  to  invadeafriendly  nation — Mexico — with 

cherished  guarantees  of  life,  hberty  and  the  an  armed  force  from  American  soil, 

pursuit  of  happiness.     It  is  a  land  where  there  Why  should  intelligent  men  take  up  arms 

has  been  no  contest  for  the  office  of  president  against  a  republic?    Why  should  they  come 

for  more  than  a  generation,  where  the  executive  to  the  United  States  to  prepare  for  their  mili- 

rules  all  things  by  means  of  a  standing  army,  tary  maneuvers  ?    I  talked  with  those  Mexican 

where  political  offices  are  sold  for  a  fixed  price,  prisoners.    They  answered  all  my  questions. 

where  the  public  school  system  in  vast  country  They  assured  me  that  at  one  time  they  had 
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enlightened  men 
agree  are  necessary 
for  the  unfolding  of 
a  nation,  because  it 
Iiad  dispossessed 
the  common  people 
of  their  lands,  be- 
cause it  had  con- 
verted free  laborers 
into  serfs,  peons, 
and  some  of  them 
into— slaves. 

"  Slavery  ?  Do  you 
mean  to  tell  me 
that  there  is  any 
real  slavery  left  in 
the  western  hemis- 
phere?" I  scoffed. 
"Bah!  You  are 
talking  like  an 
American  socialist. 
You  mean  'wage 
slavery,'  or  slavery 
to  miserable  con- 
ditions of  livelihood. 
You  don't  mean 
chattel  slavery. 
Surely  you  don't." 
But  those  four 
Mexican  exiles  re- 
fused to  give  ground. 
"Yes,  slavery," 
they  said,  "chattel 
slavery.  Men,  wo- 
men and  children 
bought  and  sold  like 
mules — just  like 
mules — and  like 
mules  they  belong 
to  their  masters. 
They  arc  slaves." 
"Human  beings 
peacefully  agitated  in  their  own  country  for  a  bought  and  sold  tike  mules  in  Americal  And 
peaceful  and  constitutional  overthrow  of  the  in  the  twentieth  century!  Well,"  I  told  my- 
persons  in  control  of  their  government,  self,  "if  it's  true,  I'm  going  to  see  it." 

But  for  that  very  thing,  they  declared,  they  So  it  was  that  early  in  September,  1908,  I 
had  been  imprisoned  and  their  property  had  crossed  the  Rio  Grande  bound  for  a  trip 
been  destroyed.  Secret  police  had  dogged  through  the  back  yards  of  Old  Mexico. 
their  steps,  their  lives  had  been  threatened,  and  My  friends,  and  especially  my  Mexican 
countless  methods  had  been  used  to  prevent  friends,  warned  me  that  in  crossing  the  Rio 
them  from  carrying  on  their  work.  Finally,  Grande  for  the  purpose  of  finding  out  the 
hunted  as  outlaws  beyond  the  national  bound-  truth  about  political  Mexico  and  coming  back 
aries,  denied  the  rights  of  speech,  press  and  and  printing  it,  I  was  taking  my  life  in  my 
assembly,  denied  the  right  peaceably  to  organ-  hands.  They  hinted  of  Americans,  of  South 
ize  to  bring  about  political  changes,  they  had  Americans,  of  Europeans,  who,  stung  by  the 
resorted  to  the  only  alternative — arms.  Why  bee  of  investigation,  had  turned  aside  from  the 
hadthey  wished  to  overtuni  their  government?  beaten  paths  of  foreigners  only  to  disappear, 
Because  it  had  set  aside  the  constitution,  be-  to  be  swallowed  up,  to  leave  no  trace.  And 
cause  it  had  abolished  those  dvic  rights  that  all    the  impression  made  by  such  talk  was  deepened 
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very  materially  by  what  I  saw  and  heard  beyond  Though  we  left  I^s  Angeles  disguised  as 

the  line.    But  such  dangers  as  the  journey  held  tramps,  the  agents  o£  Diaz  Teamed  of  the  de- 

in  store  for  me  were  clearly  overshadowed  by  parture  of  De  Lara,  and  though  he  crossed  the 

the  dangers  for  the  man  whom  I  selected  for  a.  line  in  disguise   and  continued  to  mask  his 

travehng  companion,  L.   Gutierrez  De  Lara,  identity  under  old  clothes  and  unbarbered  face, 

himself  aMexican, not  one  of  therevolutionists,  before  we  had  been  in  Mexico  ten  days  secret 

but  a  man  who,  for  voicing  sympathy  for  the  police  surrounded  the  house  in  which  we  were 

revolutionists,  had  incurred  the  enmity  of  his  stopping.  DeLara  escaped  byjumpingthrough 

government.  a  back  window,  scrambling  over  house-tops 

"If  they  know  me  they  hang  me,"  DeLara  and  descending  into  another  street,  and  when 


OLEGAEUO    MOLINA 


told  me  in  his  slightly  imperfect  English,  "but  we  left  Mexico  City  for  Yucatan  soon  afterward, 

I  will  to  go  with  you  all  the  same."  both  of  us  got  out  of  town  singly  and  by  means 

And  DeLara  went.    A  highly  educated  man  of  the  cab  and  suburban  car.     Sure  enough 

of  famous  family,  yet  he  had  studied  the  com-  they    were    after  De  Lara.     Weeks  later  we 

mon  peopleof  Mexico  as  few  havestudied  them,  learned  that  an  important  Mexican  government 

Mexican  character  and  Mexican  history  were  official  had  offered  money  to  both  American 

his  strong  suits,  and  to  me  he  was  at  once  com-  and  Mexican  friends  of  my  companion  in  an 

panion,  guide,  friend,  and  an  easy  bridge  across  effort  to  leam  where  he  had  gone, 
the  chasm  of  reser\-e  which  naturally  separates       "De  Lara  is  a  bad  man,"  explained  the 

the  people  of  one  race  from  those  of  another,  official  to  one  of  them.     "He  is  telling  the 


"A  favoiite  pailime  of wu  to  til  on  hit  hone  and  walcl)  the  'cleaniag  up'  (ihe  puaithmeol)  of  hit  ■!•*«•. 

He  would  ttrilce  ■  match  to  light  hk  cigar.  At  the  fint  puff  ol  imoke  Aie  fint  itcolie  oi  the  wet  rope 
would  iail  on  ihe  bare  back  of  the  victim.  He  would  imoke  on,  leiiurely,  coDteoledly,  at  the  blowi 
fell,  one  after  snolher.  When  the  entenainmenl  Enally  palled  on  him  he  would  throw  away  the  cigar 
■nil  the  man  with  the  rope  would  ili^,  foi  ihe  end  of  the  agar  ww  ibe  iipi*l  for  the  end  of  ihe  bcotiDg." 
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people  that  his  government  is  not  good  and  his  out  first  blasting  a  hole  to  receive  the  shoot 

government  wishes  to  punish  him."  and  make  a  place  for  the  roots.    Yet  the  north- 

Despite  our  little  experiences  with  the  police,  em  part  of  this  naturally  barren  land  is  more 

Dc  Lara  was  courageous  enough  to  pilot  me  to  densely  populated   than  is  our  own  United 

the  houses  of  his  closest  friends  in  different  States. 

parts  of  the  "  republic."  None  of  them  were  The  secret  of  these  peculiar  conditions  is  that 
revolutionists,  some  were  tied  hand  and  foot  to  the  soil  and  climate  of  northern  Yucatan  hap- 
the  Diaz  system,  but  their  loyalty  to  a  friend  f>en  to  be  adapted  perfectly  to  the  production  of 
outweighed  their  loyalty  to  their  government,  that  hardy  species  of  century  plant  which  pro- 
Old  college  chums  most  of  them  were,  profes-  duces  henequen,  or  sisal  hemp.  Hence  we 
sional  men  usually,  and  the  best  informed  find  the  city  of  Merida,  a  beautiful  modern 
persons  in  their  particular  locality.  They  did  city  claiming  a  population  of  60,000  people,  and 
not  know  what  we  were  there  for,  and  they  surrounding  it,  supporting  it,  vast  henequen 
talked  freely  as  between  friends.  Hence  they  plantations  on  which  the  rows  of  gigantic 
were  an  appreciable  addition  to  our  sources  of  green  plants  extend  for  miles  and  miles.  The 
information.  For  the  rest,  we  visited  the  farms  are  so  large  that  each  has  a  little  city  of 
majority  of  the  states  and  cities  of  Mexico  and  its  own,  inhabited  by  from  500  to  2,500  people, 
explored  numerous  country  districts.  Such  according  to  the  size  of  the  farm.  The  owners 
little  formalities  as  a  personal  introduction  we  of  these  great  farms  are  the  chief  slave-holders 
did  not  consider — except  when  necessary —  of  Yucatan;  the  inhabitants  of  the  little  cities 
and  we  talked  with  practically  every  person  are  the  slaves.  The  annual  export  of  henequen 
with  whom  we  nibbed  elbows — with  business  from  Yucatan  is  said  to  be  about  250,000,000 
men,  with  professional  men,  with  soldiers,  with  pounds.  The  population  of  Yucatan  is 
rurales,  with  office-holders,  with  workingmen,  300,000.  The  slave-holders'  club  numbers 
with  peons,  with  slaves.  And  besides,  we  saw  250  members,  but  the  vast  majority  of  the 
the  mill  at  work.  lands  and  the  slaves  are  concentrated  in  the 

Slavery  in  America!    Yes,  1  found  it.     I  hands  of  fifty  henequen  kings.     The  slaves 

found  it  first  in  Yucatan.    The  peninsula  of  number  probably  more  than  100,000, 
Yucatan  is  an  elbow  of  Central  America  which        I  entered  Merida  not  as  one  who  wished  to 
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learn  whether  or  not  ^avery  still  exists  in  the  look  like  no  other  people  on  the  face  of  the 

western  hemisphere,  but  as  an  American  in-  earth.     They  are  not  like  other  Mexicans;  they 

vestor  with  an  itch  for  profits  his  only  spur,  are  not  like  Americans;  theyare  not  like  China- 

A  Yucatan  plantation  superintendent  whom  I  men;  they  are  not  like  East  Indians;  they  are 

had  met  in  Mexico  City  had  coolly  informed  not  like  Turks.     Yet  one  might  very  easily 

me  that  Americans  were  not  wanted  in  his  imagine  that  a  fusion  of  all  these  five  widely 

country,  not  even  Americans  who  were  pre-  different  peoples  might  produce  a  people  much 

pared  to  pay  high  prices  for  plantations.     For-  like  the  Mayas.     They  are  not  large  in  stature, 

eigners  brought  trouble,  he  said.     Besides,  the  but  their  features  are  remarkably  fmely  chiseled 

henequen  kings  were  reaping  yearly  profits  of  and  their  bodies  give  a  strong  impression  of 

one  himdred  per  cent.,  and  why  should  they  elegance  and  grace.    Their  skins  are  olive, 

sell  ?  their  foreheads  high,  their  faces  slightly  aqui- 

But  the  panic  of  1907  was  an  ill  wind  that  line.    The  women  of  all  classes  in  Merida  wear 

blew  me  good,  for  it  wiped  out  the  world's  long,  flowing  white  gowns,  unbound  at  the 

henequen  market  for  a  year.     The  planters  waist  and  embroidered  about  the  hem  and 

were  a  company  of  little  Rockefellers,  but  they  perhaps  also  about  the  bust  in  some  bright 

needed  ready  cash,  and  they  were  willing  to  color,  green,  blue  or  purple.     In  the  warm 

take  it  from  any  one-  who  came.     Hence  my  evenings  a  military  band  plays  and  hundreds 

imaginary  large  fortune  which   I  wished  to  of  comely  women  and  girls  thus  alluringly 

invest  was  the  open  sesame   to  their  club,  attired  mingle  among  the  fragrant  flowers,  the 

th6  "Camara  de  Agricola  de  Yucatan,"  and  art  objects  and  the  tropical  greenery  of  the 

to  their  farms.     I  not  only  discussed  every  city  plaza. 

phase  of  henequen  production  with  the  kings        The  planters  do  not  call  their  chattels  slaves, 

themselves,  but  I  observed  thousands  of  their  They   call   them    "people,"    or    "laborers," 

slaves  at  close  range.  especially  when  speaking  to  strangers.     But 

Chief  among  the  henequen  kings  of  Yucatan  when  speaking  confidentially  they  have  said 

is  Olegario  Molina,  governor  of  the  state  and  to  me:  "Yes,  they  are  slaves." 
secretary  of  Fomento  (mines,  lands,  etc.)  of        But  I  did  not  accept  the  word  slavery  from 

Mexico.     Molina's  holdings  of  land  in  Yuca-  the  people  of  Yucatan  any  more  than  I  did 

tan  and  Quintana  Roo  aggregate,  it  is  said,  frdm  the  revolutionists  in  an  American  jail. 

15,000,000  acres.    The  fifty  kings  live  in  costly  The  proof  of  a  fact  is  to  be  found,  not  in  the 

palaces  in  Meridaandmanyof  them  have  homes  name,  but  in  the  conditions  thereof.     Slavery 

abroad.   They  travel  a  great  deal,  usually  they  is  the  ownership  of  the  body  of  a  man,  an 

speak  several  different  languages,  and  they  are  ownership  so  absolute  that  the  body  can  be 

the  most  cultivated  people  as  a  class  that  I  met  transferred  to  another,  an  ownership  that  gives 

in  Mexico.     All  Merida  and  all  Yucatan,  even  to  the  owner  the  right  to  take  the  products  of 

all  the  peninsula  of  Yucatan,  are  dependent  that  body,  to  starve  it,  to  chastise  it  at  will,  to 

on  the  fifty  henequen  kings.    Naturally  these  kill  it  with  impunity.    Such  is  slavery  in  the 

men  are  in  control  of  the  political  machinery  of  extreme  sense.     Such  is  slavery  as  I  found  it 

their  state  and  naturally  they  operate  that  in  Yucatan. 

machinery  for  their  own  benefit.     The  slaves       The  masters  of  Yucatan  do  not  call  their 

are  8,000  Yaqui  Indians  imported  from  Sonora,  system  slavery;  they  call  it  enforced  service  for 

3,000  Chinamen,   and  between   100,000  and  debt.     "We   do   not  consider   that  we  own 

125,000  native  Mayas  who  formerly  owned  the  our  laborers;  we  consider  that  they  are  in  debt 

lands  that  the  henequen  kings  now  own.  to  us.    And  we  do  not  consider  that  we  buy  and 

The  Maya  people,  indeed,  form  about  ninety-  sell  them;  we  consider  that  we  transfer  the 

five  per  cent,  of  the  population  of  Yucatan,  debt,  and  the  man  goes  with  the  debt."    This 

Even  the  fifty  henequen  kings  are  Mayas  faindy  is  the  way  Don  Enrique  Camara  Zavala,  presi- 

crossed  with  the  blood  of  Spain.     The  Mayas  dent  of  the  "Camara  de  Agricola  de  Yucatan," 

are  Indians — ^and  yet  they  are  not  Indians,  explained  the  attitude  of  the  henequen  kings 

They  are  not  like  the  Indians  of  the  United  in  the  matter.     "Slavery  is  against  the  law; 

States  and  they  are  called  Indians  only  be-  we  do  not  call  it  slavery,"  various  planters 

cause  their  homes  were  in  the  western  hemis-  assured  me  again  and  again, 
phere  when  the  Europeans  came.    The  Mayas       But  the  fact  that  it  is  not  service  for  debt  is 

had  a  civilization  of  their  own  when  the  Euro-  proven  by  the  fact  that  the  slaves  are  trans- 

peans  "  discovered"  them  and  it  was  a  civiliza-  f erred  from  one  master  to  another,  not  on  any 

tion  admittedly  as  high  as  that  of  the  most  basis  of  debt,  but  on  the  basis  of  the  market 

advanced  Aztecs  or  of  the  Incas  of  Peru.  price  of  a  man.     In  figuring  on  the  purchase  of 

The  Mayas  are  a  peculiar  people.     They  a  plantation  I  always  had  to  figure  on  paying 
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cash  for  the  slaves,  exactly  the  same  as  for  the  freedom.     Even  some  of  our  negro  slaves  be- 

land,   the    machinery   and    the  cattle.     Four  fore  the  Civil  War  were  permitted — by  excep- 

bundred  Mexican  dollars  apiece  was  the  pre-  tionally  lenient  masters — to  do  that, 

vailing  price  and  tiiat  is  what  the  planters  But  I  found  that  such  was  not  the  custom. 


usually  asked  me. 
"If  you  buy  now 
you  buy  at  a  verj- 
good  time,"  I 
was  told  a^ain 
and  again.  "The 
panic  has  put 
the  price  down. 
One  year  ago  the 
price  of  each  man 
was  $1,000." 

The  Yaquis 
are  transferred 
on  exactly  the 
same  basis  as  the 
M  ayas  —  the 
market  price  of 
a  slave — and  yet 
all  people  of 
Yucatan  know 
that  the  planters 
pay  only  $65 
apiece  to  the 
government  for  each  Yaqui. 


leave  you.  They 
can  never  do 
that." 

The  only  man 
in  the  country 
whom  I  heard 
of  as  having  ever 
permitted  a  slave 
to  buy  his  free- 
dom, was  a  pro- 
fessional man  of 
Merida,  an  ar- 
chitect. I  talked 
withthisman.  "I 
I  was  offered    bought  a  laborer  for  $1,000,"  he  explained. 


"You  need  have 
no  fear  in  pur- 
chasing  this 
plantation,"  said 
one  planter  to 
me,  "of  the 
laborers  being 
able  to  buy  their 


freedo 


and 


Yaquis  for  $400  each  who  had  not  been  in  the  "He  was  a  good  man  and  helped  me  a  lot  about 

country  a  month  and  consequently  had  had  no  my  office.     After  I  got  to  liking  him  I  credited 

opportunity  of  rolling  up  a  debt  that  would  him  with   so  much  wages  per  week.     After 

account  for  the  difference  in  price.     Moreover,  eight  years  I  owed  him  the  full  $1,000,  so  I  let 

one  of  the  planters  told  me:  "We  don't  allow  him  go.     Bui  they  never  do  that  on  the  planta- 

the  Yaquis  to  get  in  debt  to  us."  tions — never." 

It  would  be  absurd  to  suppose  that  the  reason       Thus  I  learned  that  the  debt  feature  of  the 

the  price  was  uniform  was  because  all  the  enforced  service  is  a  matter  of  name  only.    It 

slaves  were  equally  in  debt.     I  probed  this  does  not  alleviate  the  hardships  of  the  slave  by 

matter  a  little  by  inquiring  into  the  details  of  making  it  easier  for  him  to  free  himself,  neither 

the  selling  transaction.     "You  get  the  photo-  does  it  affect  the  conditions  of  his  sale  or  his 

graph  and  identification  papers  whh  the  man,"  complete  subjection  to  his  master.    Yes,  there 

said  one,  "and  that's  all."    "You  get  the  is  one  particular  in  which  this  debt  element 

identification  papers  and  the  account  of  the  does  play  an  actual  part  in  the  destiny  of  the 

debt,"  said  another.     "We  don't  keep  much  unfortunate  of  Yucatan,  but  there,  instead  of 

account  of  the  debt,"  said  a  third,  "because  it  operating  in  his  favor,  it  militates  against  faim. 

doesn't  matter  after  you've  got  possession  of  It  is  by  means  of  debt  that  the  Yucatan  slave- 

the  man,"    "The  man  and  the  identification  driver  gets  possession  of  the  free  laborers  of  his 

papers  are  enough,"  said  another;  "if  your  realm  to  replenish  the  over-worked  and  under- 

man  runs  away,  the  papers  are  all  the  author!-  fed,  the  over-beaten,  the  dying  slaves  of  his 

ties  require  for  you  to  gel  him  back  again."  plantation. 

"Whatever  the  debt,  it  takes  the  market  price        How  are  the  slaves  recruited?     Don  Joaquin 

toget  him  free  again,"  a  fifth  told  me.  Peon  informed  me  that  the  Maya  slaves  die 

Conflicting  as  some  of  these  answers  are,  off  faster  than  they  are  bom  and  Don  Enrique 

they  all  tend  to  show  one  thing,  that  the  debt  Camara  Zavala  told  me  that  two-thirds  of  the 

counts  for  little  indeed  after  the  debtor  passes  Yaquis  die  during  the  first  year  of  their  resi- 

into  the  hands  of  the  planter.     Whatever  the  dence  in  the  country.     Hence  the  problem  of 

debt,  it  takes  the  market  price  to  get  the  debtor  recruiting  the  slaves  seemed  to  me  a  very  serious 

free  again!     Even  then,  I  thought,  it  would  not  one.     Of  course  the  Yaquis  were  coming  in  at 

be  so  bad  if  the  servant  had  an  opportunity  of  the  rate  of  500  per  month,  yet  I  hardly  thought 

working  out  the  price  and  buying  back  his  that  influx  would  be  sufficient  to  equal  the  tide 


charge.      'When   the  raea  are  uck  we  let   ihem  work   here,'  he  uid, — 'oh  hali  p>rl"* 

of  life  that  was  going  out  by  death.  I  was  right  rida  do  not  hang  out  signs  and  announce  to  the 
in  that  surmise,  so  I  was  informed,  but  I  was  world  that  they  have  slaves  to  seU.  They  do 
also  informed  that  the  problem  of  recruits  was  their  business  quietly,  as  people  who  are  coin- 
not  so  difficult,  after  all.  paratively   safe   in  their  occupation,  but   as 

"  It  is  very  easy,"  one  planter  told  me.  "  All  f>eople  who  do  not  wish  to  endanger  their  busi- 
that  is  necessary  is  that  you  get  some  free  ness  by  too  great  publicity — like  police  pro- 
laborer  in  debt  to  you  and  then  you  have  him.  tected  gambling  houses  in  an  American  city. 
Yes,  we  are  always  getting  new  laborers  in  that  for  example.  These  slave  sharks  were  men- 
way."  tioned  to  me  by  the  henequen  kings  themselves. 

The  amount  of  the  debt  does  not  matter,  so  cautiously  by  them,    as   a  rule.     Other  old 

long  as  it  is  a  debt,  and  the  little  transaction  is  residents  of  Yucatan  explained  their  methods 

arranged  by  men  who  combine  the  functions  in  detail.    I  was  curious  to  visit  one  of  these 

of  money  lender  and  slave  broker.     Some  of  brokers  and  talk  with  him  about  purchasing  a 

them  have  offices  in  Merida  and  they  get  the  lot  of  slaves,  but  I  was  advised  against  it  and 

free  laborers,  clerks  and  the  poorer  class  of  was  told  that  they  would  not  talk  to  a  foreigner 

people  generally  into  debt  just  as  professional  until  the  latter  had  established  himself  in  the 

loan  sharks  of  America  get  clerks,  mechanics  community   and   otherwise  proved    bis  good 

and  office  men  into  debt — by  playing  on  their  faith. 

needs  and  tempting  them.    Were  these  Ameri-  These  men  buy  and  sell  slaves.    And  the 

can  clerks,  mechanics  and  o£ce  men  residents  planters  buy  and  sell  slaves.    I  was  offered 

of  Yucatan,  instead  of  being  merely  hounded  slaves  in  lots  of  one  up  by  the  planters.    I 

by  a  loan  shark  they  would  be  sold  into  slavery  was  told  that  I  could  buy  a  man  or  a  woman, 

for  all  time,  they  and  their  children  and  their  a  boy  or  a  girl,  or  a  thousand  of  any  of  them, 

children's  children,  on  to  the  third  and  fourth  to  do  with  them  eiactly  as  I  wished,  that  the 

generation,  and  even  farther,  on  to  such  a  time  police  would  protect  me  in  my  possession  of 

as  some  political  change  puis  a  stop  to  the  con-  those,  my  fellow  beings.     Slaves  are  not  only 

dition  of  slavery  altogether  in  Mexico.  used  on  the  henequen  plantations,  but  in  the 

These  money-lending  slave-brokers  of  Me-  city,  as  personal  servants,  as  laborers,  as  house- 
53' 
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hold  drudges,  as  prostitutes.    How  many  of  the  constitution. "    When  a  thing  is  abolished 

these  persons  there  are  in  the  city  of  Merida  I  by  your  constitution  it  works  more  smoothly 

do  not  know,  though  I  heard  many  stories  of  if  called  by  another  name,  but  the  fact  is, 

the  absolute  power  exercised  over  them.    Prob-  service  for  debt  is  just  as  unconstitutional  in 

ably  the  number  is  between  two  and  three  Mexico  as  is  chattel  slavery.     The  plea  of  the 

thousand.  henequen  king  of  keeping  within  the  law  is 

So  we  see  that  the  debt  element  in  Yucatan  entirely  without  foundation.    A  comparison  of 

not  only  does  not  palliate  the  condition  of  the  the  following  two  clauses  from  the  Mexican 

slave,  but  rather  makes  it  harder.    It  increases  constitution  will  show  that  the  two  systems  are 

his  extremity,  for,  while  it  does  not  help  him  in  the  same  class. 

to  climb  out  of  his  pit,  it  reaches  out  its  tenta-  '*  Article  I,  Section  i — In  the  Republic  all 

cles  and  drags  down  his  brother,  too.    The  are  bom  free.    Slaves  who  set  foot  upon  the 

portion  of  the  people  of  Yucatan  who  are  born  national  territory  recover,  by  that  act  alone, 

free,  possess  no  **  inalienable  right"  to  their  their  liberty,  and  have  a  right  to  the  protection 

freedom.    They  are  free  only  by  virtue  of  their  of  the  laws. " 

being  prosperous.  Let  a  family,  however  "  Article  V,  Section  i  (Amendment) — ^Noone 
virtuous,  however  worthy,  however  cultivated,  shall  be  compelled  to  do  personal  work  without 
fall  into  misfortune,  let  the  parents  fall  into  just  compensation  and  without  his  full  consent, 
debt  and  be  unable  to  pay  the  debt,  and  the  The  state  shall  not  permit  any  contract,  cove- 
whole  family  is  liable  to  pass  into  the  nant  or  agreement  to  be  carried  out  having  for 
hands  of  a  henequen  planter.  Through  its  object  the  abridgment,  loss  or  irrevocable 
debt,  the  dying  slaves  of  the  farms  are  re-  sacrifice  of  the  liberty  of  a  man,  whether  by 
placed  by  the  unsuccessful  wage-workers  of  .reason  of  labor,  education  or  religious  vows, 
the  cities.  .    .    .    Nor  shall  any  compact  be  tolerated 

Why  do  the  henequen  kings  call  their  system  in  which  a  man  agrees  to  his  own  proscription 

enforced  service  for  debt  instead  of  by  its  right  or  exile. " 

name  ?  Probably  for  two  reasons,  because  the  So  the  slave  business  in  Yucatan,  whatever 
system  is  the  outgrowth  of  a  milder  system  of  name  may  be  applied  to  it,  is  still  unconstitu- 
actual  service  for  debt,  and  because  of  the  tional  and  illegal.  On  the  other  hand,  if  the 
prejudice  against  the  word  slavery,  both  among  policy  of  the  government  is  to  be  taken  as 
Mexicans  and  foreigners.  Service  for  debt  the  law  of  the  land  in  spite  of  written  statutes, 
in  a  milder  form  than  is  found  in  Yucatan  the  slave  business  of  Mexico  is  legal.  In  that 
exists  all  over  Mexico  and  is  called  peonage,  sense  the  henequen  kings  "obey  the  law." 
Under  this  system  police  authorities  every-  Whether  they  are  righteous  in  doing  so  I  will 
where  recognize  the  right  of  an  employer  to  leave  to  hair-splitters  in  morality.  Whatever 
take  the  body  of  a  laborer  who  is  in  debt  to  him,  the  decision  may  be,  right  or  wrong,  I  doubt 
and  to  compel  the  laborer  to  work  out  the  debt,  if  it  will  change,  for  better  or  for  worse,  the 
Of  course,  once  the  employer  can  compel  the  pitiful  misery  in  which  I  found  the  hemp  labor- 
laborer  to  work,  he  can  compel  him  to  work  at  ers  of  Yucatan. 

his  own  terms,  and  that  mean?  that  he  can  The  slaves  of  Yucatan  get  no  money.    They 

work  him  on  such  terms  as  will  never  permit  are  half  starved.    They  are  worked  almpst  to 

the  laborer  to  extricate  himself  from  his  debt,  death.    They  are  beaten.    A  large  percentage 

Such  is  peonage  as  it  exists  throughout  all  of  them  are  locked  up  every  night  in  a  house 

Mexico.     In  the  last  analysis  it  is  slavery,  but  resembling  a  jail.     If  they  are  sick  they  must 

the  employers  control  the  police  and  the  fictional  still  work,  and  if  they  are  so  sick  that  it  is 

distinction  is  kept  up  all  the  same.     Slavery  impossible  for  them  to  work,  they  are  not 

is  peonage  carried  to  its  greatest  possible  ex-  permitted  the  services  of  a  physician.    The 

treme  and  the  reason  we  find  the  extreme  in  women  are  compelled  to  marry,  compelled  to 

Yucatan  is  that,  while  in  most  other  sections  marry  men  of  their  own  plantation  only,  and 

of  Mexico  a  fraction  of  the  ruling  interests  are  sometimes  are  compelled  to  marry  certain  men 

opf>osed  to  peonage  and  consequently  exert  a  not  of  their  choice.    There  are  no  schools  for 

modifying  influence  upon  it,  in  Yucatan  all  the  the  children.     Indeed,  the  entire  lives  of  these 

ruling  interests  are  in  henequen.    The  cheaper  people  are  ordered  at  the  whim  of  a  master  and 

the  worker  the  higher  the  profits  for  all.    The  if  the  master  wishes  to  kill  them,  he  may  do 

peon  becomes  a  slave.  so  with  impunity.     I  heard  numerous  stories 

The  henequen  kings  of  Yucatan  seek  to  of  slaves  being  beaten  to  death,  but  I  never 

excuse  their  system  of  slavery  by  denominating  heard  of  an  instance  in  which  the  murderer  was 

it    enforced    service    for    debt.     "Slavery    is  punished,  or  even  arrested.    The  police,  the 

against  the  law,"  they  say.     "It  is  against  public  prosecutors  and  the  judges  know  exactly 
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what  is  expected  of  them,  for  the  men  who  carries  a  heavy  cane  with  which  he  punches  and 

appoint  them  are  the  planters  themselves.  prods  and  whaclcs  the  slaves  at  will.     I  do  not 

The  first  mention  of  corporal  punishment  remember  of  visiting  a  single  field  in  which  I 

for  the  slaves  was  made  to  me  by  one  of  the  did  not  see  some  of  this  punching  and  prodding 

members  of  the  Camara,  a  large,  portly  fellow  and  whacking  going  on. 
with  the  bearing  of  an  opera  singer  and  a  great       I  saw  no  punishment  worse  than  beating  in 

white  diamond  shining  at  me  like  a  sun  from  his  Yucatan,  but  I  heard  of  it.     I  was  told  of 

slab-like  shirt-front.    He  told  a  story,  and  as  men  being  strung  up  by  their  fingers  or  the  toes 

he  told  it  he  laughed.     I  laughed  too,  but  in  a  to  be  beaten,  of  their  being  thrust  into  black 

little  different  way.     I  could  not  help  feeling  dungeon-like  holes,  of  water  being  dropped  on 

that  the  story  was  made  to  order  to  fit  strangers,  the  hand  until  the  victim  screamed,  of  the  ex- 

"  Oh,  yes,  we  have  to  punish  them, "  said  the  tremity  of  female  punishment  being  found  in 
fat  king  of  henequen.  "We  even  are  com-  some  outrage  to  the  sense  of  modesty  in  the 
pelled  to  whip  the  house  servants  of  the  city,  woman.  I  saw  the  black  holes  and  every- 
It  is  their  nature;  they  demand  it.  A  friend  of  where  I  saw  jail  dormitories,  armed  guards  and 
mine,  a  very  mild  man,  had  a  woman  servant  night  guards  who  patroled  the  outskirts  of  the 
who  was  always  wishing  to  serve  somebody  farm  settlements  while  the  slaves  slept.  I 
else.  My  friend  finally  sold  the  woman  and  heard  also  of  planters  who  took  a  sp>ecial  de- 
some  months  later  he  met  her  on  the  street  light  in  personally  superintending  the  beating 
and  asked  her  how  she  liked  her  new  master,  of  their  chattels.  For  example,  speaking  of 
*  Finely, '  she  answered,  *  finely.  You  see,  my  one  of  the  richest  planters  in  Yucatan,  a  pro- 
master  is  a  very  rough  man  and  he  beats  me  fessional  man  of  Merida  said  to  me: 
nearly  every  day!'"  "A  favorite  pastime  of was  to  sit  on  his 

The  philosophy  of  beating  was  made  very  horse  and  watch  the  *  cleaning  up  *  (the  punish- 
clear  to  me  by  Don  Felipe  G.  Canton,  secretary  ment)  of  his  slaves.  He  would  strike  a  match 
of  the  Camara.  to  light  his  cigar.    At  the  first  puff  of  smoke 

"  It  is  necessary  to  whip  them — oh  yes,  very  the  first  stroke  of  the  wet  rope  would  fall  on  the 

necessary, "  he  told  me,  with  a  smile,  "  for  there  bare  back  of  the  victim.    He  would  smoke  on, 

is  no  other  way  to  make  them  do  what  you  leisurely,  contentedly,  as  the  blows  fell,  one 

wish.    What  other  means  is  there  of  enforcing  after  another.    When  the  entertainment  finally 

the  discipline  of  the  farm  ?  If  we  did  not  whip  palled  on  him  he  would  throw  away  his  cigar 

them  they  would  do  nothing. "  and  the  man  with  the  rope  would  stop,  for  the 

I  could  make  no  reply.     I  could  think  of  no  end  of  the  cigar  was  the  signal  for  the  end  of  the 

ground  upon  which  to  assail  Don  Felipe's  beating." 

logic.  For  what,  pray,  can  be  done  to  a  chattel  The  great  plantations  of  Yucatan  are  reached 
slave  to  make  him  work  but  to  beat  him?  by  private  mule-car  lines  built  and  operated 
With  the  wage-worker  you  have  the  fear  of  dis-  specially  for  the  business  of  the  henequen  kings, 
charge  or  the  reduction  of  wages  to  hold  over  The  first  plantation  that  we  visited  was  typical 
his  head  and  make  him  toe  the  mark,  but  the  Situated  fifteen  miles  west  of  Merida,  it  con- 
chattel  slave  would  welcome  discharge,  and  as  tains  thirty-six  square  miles  of  land,  one-fourth 
to  reducing  his  food  supply,  you  don't  dare  to  of  it  in  henequen,  part  of  the  rest  in  pasture  and 
do  that  or  you  kill  him  outright.  At  least  that  a  part  unreclaimed.  In  the  center  of  the 
is  the  case  in  Yucatan.  plantation  is  the  farm  settlement,  consisting  of 

One  of  the  first  sights  that  we  saw  on  a  bene-  a  grass-grown  pcUio,  or  yam,  surrounding 
quen  plantation  was  the  beating  of  a  slave — a  which  are  the  main  farm  buildings,  the  store, 
formal  beating  before  the  assembled  toilers  of  the  factory,  the  house  of  the  administrador,  or  • 
the  ranch  early  in  the  morning  just  after  the  general  manager,  the  house  of  the  mayardomo 
daily  roll-call.  The  slave  was  taken  on  the  primero,  or  superintendent,  the  houses  of  the 
back  of  a  huge  Chinaman  and  given  fifteen  niayordomos  secundos,  or  overseers,  and  the  lit- 
lashes  across  the  bare  back  with  a  heavy  tie  chapel.  A  little  behind  these  are  the  corrals, 
wet  rope,  lashes  so  lustily  delivered  that  the  the  drying  yard,  the  stables,  the  jail  dormitory, 
blood  ran  down  the  victim's  body.  This  Finally  surrounding  all  are  the  rows  of  one- 
method  of  beating  is  an  ancient  one  in  Yucatan  room  huts  set  in  little  patches  of  ground  in 
and  is  the  customary  one  on  all  the  plantations  which  reside  the  married  slaves  and  their 
for  boys  and   all  except  the  heaviest  men.  families. 

Women  are  required  to  kneel  to  be  beaten,  as       Here  we  found  fifteen  hundred  slaves  and 

sometimes  are  men  of  great  weight.   Men  and  about  thirty  bosses  of  various  degrees.    Thirty 

women  are  beaten  in  the  fields  as  well  as  at  the  of  the  slaves  were  Chinamen,  about  two  hun- 

mominj;  roll-call.     Each  foreman,  or  capalaz^  dred  were  Yaquis  and  the  rest  were  Mayas. 
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The  Maya  slaves  lo  my  eyes  differed  from  the  The  principal  labor  of  the  plantation  Is  har- 
free  Mayas  I  had  seen  in  the  city  principally  vesting  the  henequen  leaves  and  cleaning  the 
intheirclothingand  their  general  unkempt  and  weeds  from  between  the  plants.  Each  slave 
over-worked  appearance.  Certainly  they  were  is  given  a  certain  number  of  leaves  to  cut 
of  the  same  clay.  Their  clothing  was  poor  and  or  plants  to  clean,  and  it  is  the  policy  of  the 
ragged,  yet  generally  clean.  The  women  wore  planter  to  make  the  stint  so  hard  that  the 
calico,  the  men  the  thin,  unbleached  cotton  slave  is  compelled  to  call  out  his  wife  and  chil- 
shirt  and  trousers  of  the  tropics,  the  trousers  dren  to  help  him.  Thus  nearly  all  the  women 
being  often  rolled  to  the  knees.  Their  hats  and  children  of  the  plantation  spend  a  part  of 
were  of  coarse  straw  or  grass,  their  feet  always  the  day  in  the  field.  The  unmarried  women 
bare.  spend  all  the  day  in  the  field  and  when  a  boy 

Seven  hundred  of  the  slaves  are  able-bodied  reaches  the  age  of  twelve  he  is  considered  to  be 
men,  the  rest  women  and  children.  Three  a  man  and  is  given  a  stint  of  his  own  to  do. 
hundred  and  eighty  of  the  men  are  married  and  Sunday  the  slaves  do  not  work  for  the  master, 
live  with  their  families  in  the  one-room  huts.  They  spend  their  time  in  their  patches,  rest, 
These  huts  are  set  in  little  patches  of  ground  orvisit.  Sunday  isthedayon  which  theyouths 
one  hundred  and  forty-four  feet  square,  which,  and  maidens  meet  and  plan  to  marry.  Some- 
rocky  and  barren  as  they  are,  are  cultivated  to  times  they  are  even  permitted  to  go  off  the 
some  small  purpose  bythe  women  and  children,  farm  and  meet  theslavesof  their  neighbor,  but 
In  addition  to  the  product  of  their  barren  gar-  never  are  they  permitted  to  marry  the  people  of 
den  patch  each  family  receives  daily  credit  at  other  plantations,  for  this  would  necessitate 
the  plantation  store  for  twenly-five  cenlavos,  or  the  purchase  of  either  the  wife  or  the  husband 
twelve  and  one-half  cents,  worth  of  merchan-  by  one  or  the  other  of  the  two  owners,  and  that 
dise.  No  money  is  paid ;  it  is  all  in  credit,  and  would  be  too  much  trouble.  Such  are  the  con- 
this  same  system  prevails  on  about  half  the  ditions  in  general  that  prevail  on  ail  the  ptanta- 
plantations.     The  other  half  merely  deal  out    tions  of  Yucatan. 

rations.     It  amounts  to  the  same  thing,  but        We    spent    two    days    and    two  nights  on 
some  of  the  planters  stick  to  the  money  credit    the    plantation   called    San   Antonio  Yaxche 
system  merely  in  order  to  keep  up  the  pretense    and  became  thoroughly    acquainted  with    its 
of  paying  wages.    I  priced  some  of  the  goods    system   and    its    people.      In  the    fields  we 
at  the  store — com,  beans,  salt,  peppers,  cloth-    found  gangs  of  men  and  boys,  some  gangs 
ing  and  blankets 
were  about  alt  there 
were — and  found 
that  the  prices  were 
high.    I  could  not 
understand  how   a 
family   could   live 
on  twelve  and  one- 
half   cents   worth 
of   it   each  day,  a 
hard-working  fam- 
ily, especially. 

The  slaves  rise 
from  their  beds 
when  the  big  bell  in 
the  palio  rings  at 
3:45  o'clock  in  the 
morning  and  their 
work  begins  as  soon 
thereafter  as  they 
can  get  to  it. 
Their  work  in  the 
fields  ends  when  it 
is  too  dark  to  see 
any  more  and  about 
the  yards  it  some- 
times extends  until 
long  into  the  night. 
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hoeing  the  weeds  from  between  the  gigantic  Such  was  the  men's  hospital.     The  hospital 

plants  and  some  sawing  off  the  big  leaves  for  the  women  we  discovered  in  a  basement  of 

with  machetes.     The  harvest  of  the  leaves  one  of  the  main  buildings.     It  was  simply  a 

goes  on  unceasingly  all  the  twelve  months  of  row  of  windowless,  earthern-floor  rooms,  half- 

the  year  and  during  the  cycle  every  plant  on  dungeons,  in  each  of  which  lay  one  woman  on  a 

the  farm  is  gone  over  four  times.    Twelve  bare  board  without  a  blanket  to  soften  it. 

leaves  are  usually  clipped,  the  twelve  largest,  More  than  three  hundred  of  the  able-bodied 

the  thirty  smallest  being  left  to  mature  for  an-  slaves  spend  the  nights  in  a  large  structure  of 

other  three  months.     The  workman  chops  off  stone  and  mortar,  surrounded  by  a  solid  wall 

the  leaf  at  its  root,  trims  the  sharp  briars  off  the  twelve  feet  high  which  is  topped  with  the  sharp 

two  edges,  trims  the  spear-like  tip,  counts  the  edges  of  thousands  of  broken  glass  bottles, 

leaves  left  on  the  plant,  counts  the  leaves  he  is  To  this  inclosure  there  is  but  one  door,  and  at 

cutting,  piles  his  leaves  into  bundles  and  finally  it  stands  a  guard  armed  with  a  club,  a  sword 

carries  the  bundles  to  the  end  of  his  row,  where  and  a  pistol.    These  are  the  quarters  of  the 

they  are  carted  away  on  a  movable-track  mule-  unmarried   men   of   the   plantation,   Mayas, 

car  line.  Yaquis  and  Chinamen,  and  of  the  "half-timers," 

I  found  the  ground  uneven  and  rocky,  a  slaves  whom  the  plantation  uses  only  about 

punishment  for  the  feet,  the  henequen  leaves  half  of  the  year,  married  men,  some  of  them, 

thorny  and  treacherous  and  the  air  thick,  hot  whose  families  live  in  little  settlements  border- 

and  choking,   though  the  season   was  con-  ing  on  the  farm. 

sidered  a  cool  one.    The  ragged,  bare-footed  These  "  half-timers"  are  found  on  only  about 

harvesters  worked  steadily,  carefully,  and  with  one-third  of  the  plantations,  and  they  are  a 

the  speed  of  better  paid  laborers  who  work  class  which  has  been  created  entirely  for  the 

"by  the  piece."    They  were  working  "by  the  convenience  of  the  masters.     They  become 

piece,"  too,  the  reward  being  immunity  from  "full-timers"  at  the  option  of  the  masters,  and 

the  lash.     Here  and  there  among  them  I  saw  are  then  permitted  to  keep  their  families  on  the 

tired-looking  women-  and  children,  sometimes  plantations.     They    are   compelled   to   work 

little  girls  as  young  as  eight  or  ten.     Two  thou-  longer  than  half  the  year  if  they  are  wanted, 

sand  leaves  a  day  is  the  usual  stint  on  San  An-  and  during  the  time  when  they  are  not  working 

tonio  Yaxche.   On  other  plantations  I  was  told  they  are  not  permitted  to  go  away  on  a  hunt  for 

that  it  was  sometimes  as  high  as  three  thousand,  other  work.     Generally  their  year's  labor  is 

The  henequen  leaves,  once  cut,  are  carted  to  divided  into  two  sections,  three  months  in  the 

a  large  building  in  the  midst  of  the  farm  settle-  *  Spring  and  three  in  the  Fall,  and  during  that 

ment,  where  they  are  hoisted  in  an  elevator  period  they  cannot  go  to  visit  their  families, 

and  sent  tumbling  down  a  long  chute  and  into  they  are  always  kept  in  jail  at  night,  they  are 

the   stripping   machine.     Here   hungry   steel  fed  by  the  farm,  and  their  credit  of  twelve  and 

teeth  tear  the  tough,  thick  leaves  to  pieces  and  one-half  cents  per  day  is  kept  back  and  doled 

the  result  is  two  products — a  green  powder,  out  to  their  families  a  little  at  a  time  to  prevent 

which  is  refuse,  and  long  strands  of  greenish,  starvation.     A  little  figuring  will  show  that  the 

hair-like  fibre,  which  is  henequen.    The  fibre  yearly  credit  for  a  half-timer  who  works  six 

is  sent  on  a  tramway  to  the  drying  yard,  months  is  twenty-two  and  one-half  dollars, 

where  it  turns  the  color  of  the  sun.    Then  it  is  and  this  is  All — absolutely  all — that  the  family 

trammed  back,  pressed  into  bales  and  a  few  of  the  half-time  slave  has  to  live  on  each  year, 

days  or  weeks  later  the  observer  will  see  it  at  Inside  the  large,  one-room  building  within 

Progreso,  the  port  of  Yucatan,  twenty-five  miles  the  stone  wall  at  San  Antonio  Yaxche  we  found, 

north  of  Merida,  being  loaded  into  a  steamship  swinging  so  close  that  they  touched  one  an- 

flying  the  British  flag.    The   United  States  other,  more  than  three  hundred  rough  rope 

buys  nearly  all    the   henequen   of  Yucatan,  hammocks.     This  was  the  sleeping  house  of 

Eight  cenktvos  per  pound  was  the  1908  price  the    half-timers    and    unmarriwi    men.    We 

received   for   sisal    hemp    in    the   bale;  one  entered  the  enclosure  just  at  dusk,  as  the 

slave-dealer  told  me  that  the  production  cost  toilers,  wiping  the  sweat  from  their  foreheads, 

no  more  than  one.  came   filing   in.     Behind   the   dormitory   we 

About  the  machinery  we  found  many  small  found  half  a  dozen  women  working  over  some 
boys  working.  In  the  drying  yard  we  found  crude,  open-air  stoves.  Like  half-starved 
boys  and  men.  All  of  the  latter  impressed  me  wolves  the  ragged  workers  ringed  about  the 
by  their  listless  movements  and  their  haggard,  simple  kitchen,  grimy  hands  went  out  to  re- 
feverish  faces.  This  was  explained  by  the  ceive  their  meed  of  supper,  and  standing  there 
foreman  in  charge.  "  When  the  men  are  sick  we  the  miserable  creatures  ate. 
let  them  work  here,"  he  said, — "on  half  pay ! "  I  sampled  the  supper  of  the  slaves.     That  is, 


I  sampled  a  part  of  it  with  my  tongue,  and  the  istrador,  who  was  showing  us  about — "what 

rest,  which  my  nostrils  warned  me  not  tosample  do  they  get  at  the  other  two  meals  ?  " 

with  my  tongue,  I  sampled  with  my  nostrils.  "The  other  two  meals?"    The  adminis- 

The  meal  consisted  of  two  large  com  tortUlas,  Irador  was  puzzled.     "The  other  two  meals? 

the  bread  of  the  poor  of  Mexico,  a  cup  of  Why,  there  aren't  any  others.     This  is  the  only 

■boiled  beans  unflavored,  and  a  bowl  of  fish —  meallhey  have!" 

putrid,  stinking  hsh,  fish  that  reeked  with  an  Beans,  tortiilas,   fish,   once   a  day,   and   a 

odor  that  disgusted  me  for  days.    How  could  dozen  hours  under  the  hottest  sun  that  ever 

they  ever  eat  it  ?    Ah  well,  lo  vary  a  weary,  shone! 

unending  row  of  meals  consisting  of  only  beans  "But,  no,"  the  admimslrador  corrected  him- 

and  tortillas  a  time  must  come  when  the  moat  self,     "They  do  get  something  else,  something 

refined  palate  will  water  to  the  touch  of  some-  very  fine,  too,  something  that  they  can  carry 

thing  different,  though  that  something  is  hsh  to  the  field  with  them  and  eat  when  they  wibh. 

which  offends  the  heavens  with  its  rottenness.  Here  is  one  now." 

Beans,  tortUlas,  fish!      I  suppose  that  ihey  At  this  he  picked  from  one  of  the  tables  of 

can  at  least  keep  alive  on  it,  I  told  myself,  the  women  asomething about thesizeofhistwo 

provided  they  do  no  worse  at  the  other  two  fists,    and    handed   it    lo    me,    triumphantly. 

meals.  "By  the  way" — I  turned  tolhsadmin-  I  took  the  round,  soggy  mass  in  my  fingers, 
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pinched,  smelled  and  tasted  it.    It  proved  to  them,  to  choose  their  own  abode,  to  live  their 

be  com  dough  half  fermented  and  patted  into  a  own  life,  and  are  often  given  a  small  monthly 

ball.    This,  then,  was  the  other  two  meals,  the  stipend  on  which  to  live.    I  could  not  imagine 

rest  of  the  substance  besides  beans,  tortillas  and  Siberia  as  being  as  bad  as  Yucatan, 
decayed  fish  which  sustained  the  toilers  through-       And  I  do  not  believe  that  the  conditions  of  the 

out  the  long  day.    I  turned  to  a  young  Maya  black  slaves  of  our  South  were  nearly  as  miser- 

who  was  carefully  picking  a  fish-bone.  able  as  the  lives  of  those  people  I  saw  in  Yuca- 

" Which  would  you  rather  be?"  I  asked  of  tan.    The  black  slaves  were  usually  well-fed, 

him, "  a  half-timer  or  a  full-timer  ?  "  as  a  rule  they  were  not  over-worked,  on  many 

"A  full-timer,"  he  replied,  promptly,  and  plantations  they  were  rarely  beaten,  and  it  was 

then  in  a  lower  tone:  "They  work  us  until  we  usual  to  give  them  a  little  spending  money  now 

are  ready  to  fall,  then  they  throw  us  away  to  and  then.    Like  the  slaves  of  Yucatan  they 

get  strong  again.    If  they  worked  the  full-  were  cattle  of  the  ranch,  but  they  were  treated 

timers  like  they  work  us  they  would  die."  as  well  as  the  cattle.     In  the  South  before  the 

"We  come  to  work  gladly,"  said  another  war  it  would  have  been  necessary  to  travel  for 

young  Maya,  "because  we're  starved  to  it.  days  before  finding  a  plantation  where  the 

But  before  the  end  of  a  week  we  want  to  run  negroes  died  faster  than  they  were  bom.    The 

away.    That  is  why  they  lock  us  up  at  night."  lives  of  our  black  men  were  not  so  hard  that 

"  Why  don't  you  run  away  when  you're  free  they  could  not  laugh,  sometimes,  and  sing, 

to  do  it  ?  "  I  asked.  But  the  slaves  of  Yucatan  do  not  &mg. 

The  administrador  had   stepped   away  to       I  shall  never  forget  my  last  day  in  Merida. 

scold  a  woman.    "It's  no  use,"  answered  the  Merida  is  the  cleanest  and  most  beautiful  little 

man,  earnestly.    "They  always  get  us.    Every-  city  in  all  Mexico.    It  might  even  challenge 

body  is  against  us  and  there  is  no  place  to  hide."  comparison  in  its  white  prettiness  with  any 

"They  keep  our  faces  on  photographs,"  said  other  in  the  world.    The  municipality  has  ex- 

another.    "They  always  get  us  and  give  us  a  pended  vast  sums  on  paving,  on  parks  and  on 

cleaning-up   (beating)   besides.    When  we're  public  buildings,  and  over  and  above  this  the 

here  we  want  to  run  away,  but  when  they  turn  henequen  kings  not  long  since  made  up  a  purse 

us  out  we  know  that  it's  no  use."  of  a  quarter  of  a  million  dollars  for  improve- 

I  was  afterwards  to  learn  how  admirably  the  ments  extraordinary.  My  last  afternoon  and 
Yucatan  country  is  adapted  to  preventing  the  evening  in  Yucatan  I  spent  in  riding  and  walk- 
escape  of  runaways.  No  fruits  or  eatable  ing  about  the  rich  residence  section  of  Merida, 
herbs  grow  wild  in  that  rocky  land.  There  are  Americans  might  expect  to  find  nothing  of  art 
no  springs  and  no  place  where  a  person  can  dig  and  architecture  down  on  this  rocky  Central 
a  well  without  a  rock-drill  and  dynamite.  American  peninsula,  but  Merida  has  its  million 
So  every  mnaway  in  time  finds  his  way  to  a  dollar  palaces  like  New  York,  and  it  has  many 
plantation  or  to  the  city,  and  at  either  place  of  them  set  in  most  beautiful  gardens, 
he  is  caught  and  held  for  identification.  A  Wonderful  Mexican  palaces  I  Wonderful 
free  laborer  who  does  not  carry  papers  to  prove  Mexican  gardens!  A  wonderful  fairyland 
that  he  is  free  is  always  liable  to  be  locked  up  conjured  out  of  slavery — slavery  of  Mayas, 
and  put  to  much  trouble  to  prove  that  he  is  not  and  of  Yaquis.  Among  the  Yucatan  slaves 
a  runaway  slave.  there  are  ten  Mayas  to  one  Yaqui,  but  of  the 

The  Mexican  Liberals  compare  Yucatan  to  two  the  story  of  the  Yaquis  appealed  to  me  the 

Russia's   Siberia.    "Siberia,"   they   say,   "is  more.    The  Mayas  are  dying  in  their  own  land 

hell   frozen   over;  Yucatan   is   hell   aflame."  and  with  their  own  people.    The  Yaquis  are 

But  I  did  not  see  many  points  in  common  be-  exiles.    They  are  dying  in  a  strange  land,  they 

tween  the  two  countries.    True,  the  Yaquis  are  dying  faster,  and  they  are  dying  alone,  away 

are  exiles  in  a  sense,  and  political  exiles  at  that,  from  their  families;  for  every  Yaqui  family  sent 

but  they  are  also  slaves.    The  political  exiles  of  to  Yucatan  is  broken  up  on  the  way.   Husbands 

Russia  are  not  slaves.     According  to  Kennan,  and  wives  are  torn  apart  and  babes  are  taken 

they  are  permitted  to  take  their  families  with  from  their  mothers'  breasts. 

In  his  next  article^  which  will  appear  in  the  November  number^ 
Mr.  Turner  will  tell  the  story  of  the  Yaquis  of  Sonora. 
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By   F.    P.    DUNNE 
With  Illustrations  by  James  Montgomery  Flagg 

WELL,  ^,"  said  Mr.  Dooley,  "  I  won-  want  thim  to  be  philanthropists,  mind  ye. 
der  bow  much  it  costs  to  have  a  They've  got  to  make  a  livin'.  But  there 
pome  or  a  story  printed  in  wan  iv  ought  to  be  some  place  iv  stoppin'  half  way. 
these  pop'lar  magazines  along  with  all  th'  Th'  firat  thing  ye  know  there  won't  be  as 
good  advertisin'?  I  suppose  it  comes  high,  many  pages  in  advertisin'  as  there  are  iv 
Th'  fellows  that  runs  thim  magazines  must  lithracboor.  Then  people  will  stop  teadin' 
be  growjn'  rich  out  iv  th'  potes  an'  novelists,  magazines.  A  man  don't  want  to  dodge 
But  i  think  they're  goin'  too  far  in  their  greed  around  through  almost  impenethrable  pomes 
f'r  goold.  There  roust  be  a  limit  to  their  an'  reform  articles  to  find  a  pair  Iv  suspinders 
avarice.  I  don't  object,  mind  ye,  to  their  or  a  shavin'  soap.  Another  thing,  th'  maga- 
roakin'  a  fair  profit  out  iv  their  business  iv  zines  ought  to  be  compeljed  to  mark  all  lithra- 
'idjacatin' '  people  where  to  get  th'  best  break-  choor  plainly  so  that  th'  reader  can't  be  de- 
fast  foodorth'most  sparklin'  hairdye  orwhat  cdved.  They  ought  to  put  two  stars  on  th* 
kind  iv  revolver  to  shoot  thimsilves  with,  end  iv  it  or  mark  it  'Reading  Matther'  or 
Thai's  all  right.  But  what  I  object  to  is  whin  print  a  line  at  th'  bottom:  'Persons  answerin' 
I  pay  ten  or  fifteen  cents  f'r  a  magazine  this  pome  are  requested  to  mention  iVoftorfy'j.' 
expectin'  to  spind  me  avenin'  improvin'  me  As  it  is  now  manny  iv  these  articles  will  fool 
mind  with  th'  latest  thoughts  in  advertisin'  nine  men  out  iv  ten.  Ye  pick  up  a  magazine 
to  find  more  thin  a  quarther  iv  th'  whole  book  an'  ye  see  something  that  looks  like  an'  ad- 
devoted  to  lithrachoor.  vertisement.  It  is  almost  as  well  printed  an' 
illusthrated.  On'y  an  expert  cud  tell  th'  dif- 
SrarcMnr  TVansA  Piomm*  for  &i*p«n<hn  f'rence  at  th'  first  glance.  But  whin  ye  get 
to  th'  end  ye  find  to  ye'er  di^ust  that  ye've 
"It  ain't  fair.  It's  a  kind  iv  a  confidence  been  wastin'  ye'er  time  readin'  a  wurruk  iv 
game  they  play  on  their  readers.     I  don't  fiction.     It's  very  annoyin'. 

539 


540  The  American  Magazine 

"Still  there  are  some  magazines  that  re-  is  an  excellent  bit  iv  writin' fr  those  that  care 

spict   th'   best   thraditions  iv  th*  profession,  f'r  light  humor  in  th*  article  on  th'  use  iv 

They  keep  lithrachoor  in  its  proper  bounds,  varnish  on  th'  hair. 
It  is  not  allowed  to  encroach  on  th'  adver- 
tising space.     Both  are  in  their  proper  propor-  Shakegpeiire  Had  No  Suck  "Snap  " 
tion — eight   pages   iv   advertisin'   to   wan   iv 

lithrachoor.  This  isn't  bad,  but  I  hope  th'  "But  I  won't  go  on,  Hinnissy,  It  wud 
time  will  come  whin  there  will  be  some  pub-  take  me  all  day  to  tell  ye  iv  th*  atthractive 
lisher  bold  enough  to  publish  a  magazine  en-  features  in  these  here  pages.  There  ain't 
tirely  devoted  to  advertisin'.  Still  I  don't  anny  doubt  iv  it,  whin  it  comes  to  advertisin', 
know  that  I  ought  to  complain.  Whin  ye  that  city  iv  New  York  is  th'  modhren  Athens, 
come  to  think  iv  th'  magazines  iv  thirty  or  "Look  what  advertisin*  has  done  fr  lithra- 
forty  years  ago,  which  on'y  printed  a  few  ad-  choor,  will  ye,  Hinnissy?  I  don't  mane  on'y 
vertisements  an'  thim  iv  a  low  ordher,  an'  that  it  has  improved  th'  tone  iv  it  be  givin' 
look  at  th'  sparklin'  back  pages  iv  th'  present  Hthry  men  a  good  wumikin'  model  to  follow, 
day,  hundherds  iv  thim  brimmin'  full  an'  It  has  made  Hthrachoor  a  respictable  pro- 
overflowin'  with  th'  finest  produck  iv  this  fissyon.  In  th*  old  days,  d'ye  mind,  whin  an 
goolden  age  iv  advertisin',  I  suppose  there  is  author  wrote  annything  he  had  to  hire  some- 
much  to  be  thankful  fr.  wan  to  print  it  f r  him.     Thin  he  dedicated  it 

to  a  noble  jook  an*  wint  around  with  a  copy 

A  SplmntRd  Article  on  Pants  f  r  to  make  a  touch.     Th'  noble  jook  wud  be 

away  somewheres  at  a  chicken-fight,  but  th' 

'I've  been  lookin'  over  these  here  ready-  butler  wud  heave  th'  pote  down  th'  front 

made    clothiri'    anthologies.     Hogan    left    a  stairs.     Thin   th*   pote  wud  thravel  around 

bunch  iv  thim  on  th'  table.     Hardly  wan  iv  selHn'  his  pomes  wan  at  a  time  to  annywan 

thim  but  has  something  that  insinuates  its  that  wud  take  it.     Sometimes  his  frinds  wud 

hand    into    ye'er    pocket.     Gloomy    people,  chip  in  an'  buy  a  good  manny  iv  thim,  but 

pessimists  they're  called,  talk  about  th'  van-  there  niver  was  a  rich  author  in  thim  days, 

ished  glories  iv  American  advertisin'.     Ye'd  No  sir.     Most  iv  thim,  Hogan  tells  me,  had 

think  th'  art  died  with  Bamum  an'  Frank  to  stay  in  bed  while  their  shirt  was  bein' 

Siddall.     But  that's   all    nonsense.     They're  washed.     Willum    Shakespeare    niver    made 

thousands  now  where  there  was  wan  a  few  much   out   iv   his   plays.     He   had   to   hold 

years  ago.     Th'  wurruk  iv  th'  older  school  horses,  steal  sheep  an'  aven  become  an  actor 

was  sincere  but  it  was  crude  an'  heavy.   What  in  ordher  to  make  loose  change  enough  to 

cud  be  happier,  f  r  instance,  thin  th'  little  keep  his  wife  in  th'  very  tol'rable  temper  that 

essay  in  Somebody's  this  month  on  th'  re-  th'  poor  lady  injyed.     Old  Doctor  Johnson, 

moval  iv  freckles  be  Swanson's  hammerless  wan  iv  th'  greatest  writers,  so  I  am  informed 

revolver?    It  is  charmingly  told.     Th'  author  be  lithry  tipsters  like  Hogan,  that  iver  wrote^ 

is  a  masther  iv  English.    His  wan  hne:  *Pot  although  I  have  niver  read  his  justly  cilly- 

th'  spots'  will  not  die.    Bunchey's  fr  Sep-  brated  wumiks  on  account  iv  me  always  goin' 

tember    has    a    charmin'    cover   devoted    to  so  late  to  bed — Doctor  Johnson  was  glad  to 

Soakem's  portable  foot  bath.    A  very  beauti-  get  a  hand-out  as  he  stood  behind  a  screen  in 

ful  young  lady  is  discovered  timidly  standin'  his  publisher's  house — an'  th'  on'y  way  he 

on  th'  brink  iv  wan  iv  these  conveniences,  iver  cud  settle  his  debts  was  be  writin'  thim 

trembling  in  maidenly  simplicity.     Th'  artist  off  in  his  will.     An'  so  it  wint. 
has  depicted  doubt,  hope  an'  aven  a  thrace  iv 

terror  in  th'  model's  features.     He  has  chosen       Thm  Wasted  Space  in  "Romeo  and  JaUet  " 
as  a  title  f  r  this  delightful  pitcher  a  line  fr'm 

an  old  pome,  'StandQn'  with  reluctant  feet.'        "But  nowadays  lithrachoor  is  wan  iv  our 

In  th'  same  magazine  there's  a  very  readable  ladin'     industhries.     Authors    frequents    th' 

an'   convincin'   article   on   Schoenstein's   an'  capitals  iv  Europe  an'  may  be  seen  anny  day 

Kippleheim's    durable    pants.     It    is    called:  pluggin'  away  at  th'  siventeen  in  th'  gilded 

*VVe   fit    fr'm    th'   photygraft.'    In    spite   iv  hell  iv  Monty  Carlo.     If  ye  are  run  over  be 

siv'ral  pomes  an'  thrivyal  articles  on  th'  cure  an  autymobill  in  th'  sthreet  it  ain't  betther 

iv  mumps  an'  th'  great  movement  f  r  repairin'  thin  two  to  wan  that  it  ain't  ownded  be  an 

th'  sthreets  iv  West  Centherville  with  planks,  author.     I  won't  be  surprised  if  ye  see  th' 

th'  Monthly  Karssene  Conthrovarsy  has  many  day  whin  a  modest  financeer  startin'  a  bank 

enjoyable  back  pages.     Th'  seeries  iv  auty-  will  ast  f r  th'  privilege  iv  dedicatin*  it  to  E. 

mobill  articles  keeps  up  its  inthrest,  an'  there  Phillips  Oppenheim  an'  askin'  f  r  his  pathron- 


Hogan  apouia  a  pome  about  a  poet  Ktiin'  undhei  a  three  with  a 

book,  a  jug  iv  wine  an'  thou But  to-day  th'  pote 

cud  own  a   forest,  an'  set   with   a   hogshead   iv   th'    best   sherry 
wine,  th'  Incyctapeedja  BriUannia  an'   a   whole  chorus   iv  thous. 

age.    If  ye  want  to  find  out  anything  about  "An'  what's  made  all  th'  diff'rence.    Ad- 

an  author  ye  look  him  up  in  Bradsthreet's  vertisin',  says  I.     Nawthin'  else.     It  wasn't 

guide  to  lithrachoor.     Hogan  spouts  a  pome  ontil  some  jainius  discovered  that  be  manes 

about  a  poet  settin'  undher  a  three  with  a  iv  a  pome  or  a  short  story  somebody  cud  be 

lx>ok,  a  jug  iv  wine  an'  thou.     Thai  was  all  beguiled  into  buyin'  a  pair  iv  pants  or  a  tooth 

he  wanted,  he  said,  manin'  that  was  all  that  powdher   fr'm    him   that    lithrachoor   took   a 

was  comin'  to  him.     But  to-day  th'  pote  if  he  boom.     Shakespeare  got  nawthin'  at  all  out  iv 

leaned   that   way,  cud  own  a  forest,  an'  set  his  plays  because  he  didn't  have  sense  enough 

with  a  hogshead  iv  th'  best  sherry  wine,  th'  to  print  an  advertisement  f'r  hoop-skirts  on 

Incydopudja  BriUannia  an'  a  whole  chorus  th'  back  iv  thim.     It  he  had  he'd  've  died  a 

iv  thous:    Ye  bet  he  cud.       '  rich  man.    Think  iv  th'  thousands  iv  homes 

S4t 
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he   might've   penethrated   with   '  Romeo   an'  sings  in  th'  store.     Th'  man  fr'm  loway  goes 

Juliet'  if  he  cud've  carrid  an  advertisement  iv  in  to  hear  her.    Whin  Sophoonya  has  finished 

th'  Queen  Bess  niching,  it  saves  th'  neck, — on  her  warble  she  says:  'What  can  I  do  fr  ye 

th'  back  iv  his  play.     To-day  a  good  pome  is  to-day?     Won't    ye    look    over    our    shavin* 

as  valuable  fr  advertisin'  purposes  as  a  bill-  soaps?     We  have  a  fine  line  iv  substitutes  Tr 

boord  on  a  comer.     It  don't  make  anny  dif-  food.     This  here  is  th'  clothin'  departmint. 

f  rence  whether  th'  pome  is  good  or  bad,  th'  These  green  an'  yellow  spotted  woosteds  arc 

eager  reader  will  soon  turn  to  th'  advertise-  much  worn  this  year.    Wud  it  inthrest  ye  to 

ment.     If  th'   pome  is  rale  bad   he'll  turn  see  our  importations  in  artificyal  teeth?  Have 

quicker.      I    wondher    If    Ih'     iditors    know  ye  an  autymobitl?     If  not,  why  not?     Cash! 

this.  Sixteen  fr'm  a  dollar.    Hurry  up  there,  num- 


TTie  Modern  Pegasus 
"It  has  more  to  eat,"  said  Mr.  Dooley 

"It't  i/w  Biick  of  a  Po»m  Thai'i  Vo/ooW.  "  ber  Iwenty-two,  an'  bring  th'  gintleman  his 

change.     Yes,  it  is  lovely  weather.' 

"'Twas  a  grand  thing  whin  th'  discovery  "An' there  ye  aj-re.     Lithrachoor  an' busi- 

was  made.     'Twas  a  grand  thing  fr  hthra-  ness  are  booked  up  together,  an'  as  Hogan 

choor  an'  business.     It  raised  tbim  both  up.  says,  a  man  wandhers  into  th'  grove  iv  Apollo 

Whin  an  author  writes  annything  nowadays  an'  is  conducted  up  to  th'  bargain  counter, 

he  hof)s  at  wanst  into  th'  commercyal  wuruld.  Lulled  to  security  be  lofty  melody  he  buys  a 

He  becomes  a  financeer.     No  wan  wud  buy  safety  raaor  an'  is  contint." 

Sophoonya  Angostura  Miffles' charmin' varses  "D'ye  think  lithrachoor  is  improved  since 

in  th'  hope  iv  sellin'  thim  to  a  farmer  at  a  Shakespeare's  day  ?"  said  Mr.  Hennessy, 

profit.    It  isn't  th'  front  iv  thim  that's  valy-  "It     has     more     to     eat,"     said      Mr. 

able.     It's  th'  space  on  th'  back.    Sophoonya  Dooley,             * 
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X/  rOrn     I\,     LO      ^ ^  tough  on  the  girl— but  best  for  all 

By  SUSAN  GLASPELL 

Author  of  "The  Glory  of  the  Conquered" 

With  Illustrations  by  C.  E.   Chambers 

DURING  her  senior  year  when  people  company,  she  was  face  to  face  with  glaring  en- 
would  put  the  inevitable:  "And  what  dorsements  of  Dr.  Bunting's  Famous  Kidney 
are  you  going  to  do  when  you  leave  and  Bladder  Cure.  Taken  all  in  all  there 
college,  Miss  Willaid?"  she  would  respond  seemed  little  chance  for  Greek  tragedies  or  the 
with  any  available  inanity,  all  the  while  se-  Renaissance. 

cretly  hugging  to  her  mind  that  idea  of  getting  a  The  man  who  was  "  running  things" — she 
position  in  a  publishing  house.  Her  conception  buried  her  phraseology  with  her  dreams — ^wore 
of  her  publishing  house  was  finished  at  just  a  skull  cap,  and  his  mustache  dragged  down 
about  the  same  time  as  her  class  day  gown,  below  his  chin.  Just  at  present  he  was  en- 
She  was  to  have  a  roll-top  desk — ^probably  of  gaged  in  noisily  pulling  a  most  unliterary  pine 
mahogany — and  a  big  chair  which  whirled  table  from  a  dark  comer  to  a  place  near  the 
round  like  that  in  the  office  of  the  under-  window.  That  accomplished,  an  ostenta- 
graduate  dean.  She  was  to  have  a  little  office  tious  hunt  ensued,  resulting  in  the  triumphant 
all  by  herself,  opening  on  a  bigger  office — the  flourish  of  a  feather  duster.  Several  knocks 
little  one  marked  "  Private. "  There  were  to  at  the  table,  and  the  dust  of  many  months — ^per- 
be  beautiful  rugs — the  general  eflFect  not  unlike  haps  likewise  of  many  dreams — ascended  to 
the  library  at  the  University  Club — books  and  a  resting  place  on  the  endorsement  of  Dr. 
pictures  and  cultivated  gentlemen  who  spoke  Bunting's  Kidney  and  Bladder  Ciure.  He 
often  of  Greek  tragedies  and  the  Renaissance,  next  produced  a  short,  straight-backed  chair 
She  was  a  little  uncertain  as  to  her  duties,  but  which  she  recognized  as  brother  to  the  one 
had  a  general  idea  about  getting  down  between  which  used  to  stand  behind  their  kitchen  stove, 
nine  and  ten,  reading  the  morning  paper.  He  gave  it  a  shake,  thus  delicately  indicating 
cutting  the  latest  magazine,  and  then  "  writing  that  she  was  receiving  special  favors  in  this 
something. "  matter  of  an  able-bodied  chair,  and  then  an- 

Commencement  was  now  four  months  past,  nounced,  with  brisk  satisfaction:  "So!  Now 

and  one  of  her  professors  had  indeed  secured  we  are  ready  to  begin. "    She  murmured  a 

for  her  a  position  in  a  Chicago  "publishing  "Thank  you,"  seated  herself  and  her  buried 

house. "    This  was  her  first  morning,  and  she  hopes  in  this  chair  which  did  not  whirl  round, 

was  standing  at  the  window  looking  down  into  and  leaned  her  arms  upon  a  table  which  did 

the  uncultivation  of  Dearborn  Street,  while  not  even  dream  in  mahogany, 

the  man  who  was  to  have  her  in  charge  was  In  the  other  publishing  house,  one  pushed 

fixing  a  place  for  her  to  sit.  buttons  and  uniformed  menials  appeared — 

That  the  publishing  house  should  be  on  noiselessly,  quickly  and  deferentially.  At  this 
Dearborn  Street  had  been  the  first  blow,  for  minute  a  boy  with  sandy  hair  brushed  straight 
she  had  loiig  located  her  publishing  house  on  back  in  manner  either  statesmanlike  or  down- 
that  beautiful  stretch  of  Michigan  Avenue  like — ^things  were  much  too  involved  to  know 
which  overlooked  the  lake.  But  the  real  in-  which — ^shuffled  in  with  an  armful  of  yellow 
suit  to  the  imagination  was  that  this  publishing  paper  which  he  flopped  down  on  the  pine  table, 
house,  instead  of  having  a  building,  or  at  least  After  a  minute  he  returned  with  a  warbled 
a  floor,  all  to  itself,  simply  had  a  place  penned  "Take  Me  Back  to  New  York  Town"  and  a 
off  in  a  bleak,  dirty  building  such  as  one  who  paste-pot.  And  upon  his  third  appearance  he 
had  done  work  in  sociological  research  in-  was  practising  gymnastics  with  a  huge  pair  of 
stinctively  associated  with  a  box  factory.  And  shears,  which  he  finally  presented,  grinningly, 
the  thing  which  fairly  trailed  her  visions  in  the  There  was  a  long  pause,  broken  only  by  the 
dust  was  that  the  partition  penning  them  off  sonorous  voice  of  Dr.  Bunting  upbraiding 
did  not  extend  to  the  ceiling,  and  the  adjoining  someone  for  not  having  billed  out  that  stuff  to 
room  being  occupied  by  a  patent  medicine  Apple  Grove,  and  then  the  sandy-haired  boy 
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appeared  bearing  a  large  dictionary,  followed  Then  she  took  the  column  of  "old  Webster,'* 

by  the  man  in  the  skull  cap  behind  a  dictionary  which  had  been  handed  her  pasted  on  a  piece 

of  equal  unwieldiness.    These  were  set  down  of  yellow  paper,  and  set  about  attempting  to 

on  either  side  of  the  yellow  paper,  and  he  who  commit  it  to  memory.    She  looked  up  to  be 

was  filling  the  position  of  cultivated  gentleman  met  with  the  statement  that  Mrs.  Marjory  Van 

pulled  up  a  chair,  briskly.  Luce  De  Vane,  after  spending  years  under  the 

"  Has  Professor  Lee  explained  to  you  the  so  called  best  surgeons  of  the  country  had  been 

nature  of  our  work  ? "  he  wanted  to  know.  cured  in  six  weeks  by  Dr.  Bunting's  Famous 

"No,"  she  replied,  half  grimly,  a  little  hu-  Kidney  and  Bladder  Cure.    She  pushed  the 

morously,   and  not  far  from  tearfully,   "  he  dictionaries  petulantly  from  her,  and  leaning 

didn't — explain. "  her  very  red  cheek  upon  her  hand,  her  hazel 

"Then  it  is  my  pleasure  to  inform  you,"  eyes  blurred  with  tears  of  perplexity  and  re- 
blinking  at  her  importantly,  "that  we  are  en-  sentment,  her  mouth  drawn  in  pathetic  lit- 
gaged  here  in  the  making  of  a  dictionary. "  tie  lines  of  uncertainty,  looked  over  at  the 

"  A — die —  ?  "  but  she  swallowed  the  gasp  in  sprawling  warehouse  on  the  opposite  side  of 

the  laugh  coming  up  to  meet  it,  and  of  their  Dearborn  Street.    She  was  just  considering 

union  was  bom  a  saving  cough.  the  direct  manner  of  writing  one's  resignation 

"  Quite  an  overpowering  thought,  is  it  not  ?  "  — not  knowing  how  to  infringe  the  copyright 

he  agreed,  pleasantly.    "Now  you  see  you  — when  a  voice  said:  "I  beg  pardon,  but  I 

have  before  you  the  two  dictionaries  you  will  wonder  if  I  can  help  you  any  ? " 

use  most,  and  over  in  that  case  you  will  find  She   had   never  heard   a  voice   like   that 

other    references.     The     main    thing" — his  before.    Or  had  she  heard  it? — and  where? 

voice  sinking  to  an  impressive  whisper — "is  She   looked   at   him,  a   long,  startled  gaze. 

noi  to  infringe  the  copyright.    The  publisher  Something  made  her  think  of  the  voice  the 

was  in  yesterday  and  made  a  little  talk  to  the  prince  used  to  have  in  long-ago  dreams.    She 

force,  and  he  said  that  any  one  who  handed  in  looked  into  a  face  that  was  dark  and  thin  and — 

a  piece  of  copy  imringing  the  copyright  simply  different.    Two  very  dark  eyes  were  looking 

employed  that  means  of  writing  his  own  resig-  at  her  kindly,  and  a  mouth  which  was  a  bafiling 

nation.    Neat  way  of  putting  it,  was  it  not  ?  "  combination  of  things  to  be  loved  and  things  to 

"  Yes,  wasnH  it — neat  ?  "  she  agreed,  wildly,  be  deplored  was  twitching  a  little,  as  though  it 

She  was  conscious  of  a  man's  having  stepped  would  like  to  join  the  eyes  in  a  smile,  if  it  dared, 

in  behind  her  and  taken  a  seat  at  the  table  Because  he  saw  both  how  funny  and  how 

next  hers.     She  heard  him  opening  his  die-  hard  it  was,  she  liked  him.     It  would  have 

tionaries  and  getting  out  his  paper.     Then  the  been  quite  diflferent  had  he  seen  either  one 

man  in  the  skull  cap  had  risen  and  was  saying  without  the  other. 

genially:  "Well,  here  is  a  piece  of  old  Webster,  "You  can  tell  me  how  not  to  infringe  the 

your  first '  take ' — no  copyright  on  this,  you  see,  copyright, "  she  laughed.    "  I'm  not  sure  that  I 

but  you  must  modernize  and  expand.    Don't  know  what  a  cop3rright  is. " 

miss  any  of  the  good  words  in  either  of  these  He  laughed — a  laugh  which  belonged  with 

dictionaries.    Here    you    have    dictionaries,  his  voice.    "I  don't  think  Mr,  Littletree  is 

copy-paper,  paste,  and  Professor  Lee  assures  heavily   endowed    with    lucidity.     I've   been 

me  you   have  brains — all  the  necessary  in-  here  a  week  or  so,  and  I've  picked  up  a  few 

gredients  for  successful  lexicography.    We  are  things  you  might  like  to  know. " 

to  have  some  rules  printed  to-morrow,  and  in  He  pulled  his  chair  closer  to  her  table  then 

the  meantime  I  trust  I've  made  myself  clear,  and  gave  her  a  lesson  in  the  making  of  copy. 

The  main  thing" — he  bent  down  and  spoke  it  Now,  Edna  Willard  was  never  one  half  so 

awesomely — "  is  not  to  infringe  the  copyright. "  attractive  as  when  absorbed  in  a  thing  which 

With  a  cheerful  nod  he  was  gone,  and  she  some  one  was  showing  her  how  to  do.    Her 

heard  him  saying  to  the  man  at  the  next  table:  hazel  eyes  would  widen  and  glisten  with  the 

"Mr.  CliflFord,  I  shall  have  to  ask  you  to  be  joy  of  comprehending;  her  cheeks  would  flush 

more  careful  about  getting  in  promptly  at  a  deeper  pink  with  the  coming  of  new  light, 

eight. "  her  mouth  would  part  in  a  childlike  way  it  had 

She  removed  the  cover  from  her  paste-pot  forgotten  to  outgrow,  her  head  would .  nod 

and  dabbled  a  little  on  a  piece  of  paper.  Then  gleefully  in  token  that  she  understood,  and  she 

she  tried  the  unwieldy  shears  on  another  piece  had  a  way  of  pulling  at  her  wavy  hair  and 

of  paper.     She  then  opened  one  of  her  diction-  making  it  just  a  little  more  wavy   than  it  had 

aries  and  read  studiously  for  fifteen  minutes,  been  before.     Whether  because  of  all  that,  or 

That  accomplished,  she  opened  the  other  die-  because  it  was  indeed  an  intricate  subject,  the 

tionary  and  pursued  it  for  twelve  minutes,  man  at  the  next  table  was  a  long  time  in  ex- 


From  A  to  Z — By  Susan  Glaspell 


plaining    the    making   of    a    dictionary.     He 
spoke  in  low  tones,  often  looking  at  the  figure 
of  the  man  in  the  skull  cap,  who  was  sitting  with 
his  back  to  them,  looking  over  copy.     Once 
she  cried,  excitedly;   "Oh — I  see!"  and   he 
warned,  "S — h!"  explaining:  "Let  him  think 
you  got  it  all  from  him.     It  will  give  you  a 
belter    stand-in," — and    she    nodded 
appreciatively,    and    felt    very    well 
acquainted  with  this  kind  man  whose 
voice  made  her  think  of  soi     "  ' 
called  to  something — she 
know  just  what. 

After  that  she  became  so 
in  lexicography  that  when 
began  putting  away  their 
was  hard  to  realize  that  the  i 
had  gone.  It  was  like  soi 
and  difficult  game,  the  evs 
the  copyright  furnishir 
stimulus  of  a  hazanJ. 

The  man  at  the  next 
table  had  been  watch- 
ing her  with  an  amused 
admiration.  Her  chlld- 
hke  absorption,  the 
way  every  emotion 
from  perplexity  to  sat- 
isfaction expressed 
itself  in  the  poise  of  her 
head  and  the  pucker 
of  her  face,  took  him 
hack  over  years  emo- 
tionally barren  to  the 
time  when  he  too  had 
those  easily  stirred  en- 
thusiasms of  youth. 
For  the  man  at  the 
next  table  was  far  from 

young    now.      His  Noinly    pulling  a  mo 

mouth  had  never  quite  from  ^  ''*''''  romcr  to  ; 
parted  with  boyishness, 

but  there  was  more  white  than  black  in  his 
hair,  and  the  lines  about  bis  mouth  told  that 
time,  as  well  as  forces  more  aging  than  time, 
had  laid  heavy  hand  upon  him.  But  when  he 
looked  at  the  girl  and  told  her  with  a  smile  (hat 
it  was  time  to  stop  work  now,  it  was  a  smile 
and  a  voice  to  defy  the  most  teU-tale  face  in  all 
the  world. 

During  her  luncheon,  as  she  watched  the 
strange  people  coming  and  going,  she  did 
much  wondering.  She  wondered  why  it  was 
that  so  many  of  the  men  at  the  dictionary 
place  were  very  old  men;  she  wondered  if  it 
would  be  a  good  dictionary— -one  that  would  be 
used  in  the  schools;  she  wondered  if  Dr.  Bunt- 
ing had  made  a  great  deal  of  money,  and  most 
of  all  she  wondered  about  the  man  at  the  next 
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table  whose  voice  was  hke — like  a  dream  which 
she  did  not  know  that  she  had  dreamed. 

When  she  had  returned  lo  the  straggling  old 
building,  had  stumbled  down  the  narrow,  dark 
hall  and  opened  the  door  of  the  big  bleak  room, 
she  saw  that  the  man  at  the  next  table  was  the 
only  one  who   had  returned  from  luncheon. 
Something  in  his  profile  made  her 
stand  there  very  still.      He  had 
not  heard  her  come  in,  and  he 
'ling  straight  ahead,  eyes 
«d,   mouth  set — no  un- 
:red boyishness  therenow. 
jnconsciously  she  took  an 
e  step  forwajd.    But  she 
for  she  saw,  and  under- 
I   without   really    under- 
ling, that  it  was  not  just 
■noment's  pain,  but   the 
lied  pain  of  years.     Just 
he  began  to  cough,  and 
;  the  cough  was   awful, 
o  was  more  than  of  the 
leiit.  And  then  he  turned 
around  and   saw   her, 
and    smiled,  and    the 
smile  changed  all. 

As  the  afternoon 
wore  on  the  man  stop- 
ped working  and  turn- 
ing; a  little  in  his  chair 
sat    there  covertly 
watching  the  girl.    She 
was  just  typically  girl. 
It    was    written    that 
she  had  spent  her  days 
ill  the  happy  ways  of 
healthful  girlhood.  He 
siip{X)sed   that  a  great 
!t  uiiliwrary  pine  ublc       many    voung   fellows 
I  place  near  the  wicidow       hud  fallen  in  love  with 
her — nice,  clean  young 
fellows,  the  kind  she  would   naturally  meet. 
And    then   his  eyes  closed  for  a  minute  and 
he  pi[t  up  his  hand  and  brushed   back  his 
hair — there  was  weariness — weariness   weary 
of  itself,    in   ihc  gesture.      He  looked  about 
the  room  and  scanned  the  faces  of  the  men, 
most  of  them  older  than  he,  many  of  them 
men  whose   histories    were    well    known    to 
him.     They  were  the  usual  hangers  on  about 
newspaper  offices;  men  who,  for  one  reason  or 
other — age,  dissipation,  antiquated  methods — 
had  been  pitched  over,  men  for  whom  such 
work  as  this  came  as  a  godsend.     They  were 
the  men  of  yesterday— men  whom  the  world 
had  rushed  past.     She  was  the  only  one  there, 
this  girl  who  would  probably  sit  here  beside 
him  for  many  months — with  whom  the  future 
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had    anything  to  do.     Youth ! — Goodness! —  She  was  sure  that  he  could  tell  many  interesting 

Joy! — Hope! — strange  things  to  bring  to  a  place  things  about  himself,  if  he  cared  to. 
like  this.    And  as  if  their  alienism  disturbed       As  the  days  went  on  he  did  tell  some  of  those 

him,  he  moved  restlessly,  almost  resentfully,  things — out  of  the  way  places  where  he  had 

bit  his  lips  nervously,  moistened  them  signifi-  worked,  queer  people  whom  he  had  known.     It 

cantly,  and  began  putting  away  his  things.  seemed  that  words  came  to  him  as  gifts,  came 

As  the  girl  was  starting  home  along  Dear-  freely,  happily,  pleased,  perhaps,  to  be  borne 
born  Street  a  few  minutes  later,  she  chanced  to  by  so  sympathetic  a  voice.  And  there  was 
look  in  a  window.  She  saw  that  it  was  a  sa-  another  thing  about  him.  He  seemed  always 
loon,  but  before  she  could  turn  away  she  saw  a  to  know  just  what  it  was  she  was  trying  to  say; 
man  with  a  white  face — white  with  the  peculiar  he  never  missed  the  unexpressed.  That  made 
whiteness  of  a  dark  face — standing  before  the  it  very  easy  to  say  things  to  him;  there  seemed 
bar  drinking  from  a  very  small  glass.  She  a  certain  at-homeness  between  his  thought  and 
stood  still,  arrested  by  a  look  such  as  she  had  hers.  She  accounted  for  her  interest  in  him 
never  seen  before — a  glimmer  of  a  panting  by  telling  herself  she  had  never  known  any  one 
human  soul  sobbingly  fluttering  down  into  hke  that  before.  Now  Harold,  the  boy  whom 
something  from  which  it  had  spent  all  of  its  she  knew  best  out  at  the  university,  why  one 
force  in  trying  to  rise.  When  she  recalled  had  to  say  things  to  Harold  to  make  him  un- 
herself  and  passed  on,  a  mist  which  she  could  derstand !  And  Harold  never  left  one  wonder- 
neither  account  for  nor  banish  was  dimming  ing — wondering  what  he  had  meant  by  that 
the  clear  hazel  of  her  eyes.  smile,  wondering  what  he  had  been  going  to 

The  next  day  was  a  hard  one  at  the  dictionary  say  when   he  started  to  say  something  and 

place.     She  told   herself  it  was  because  the  stopped,  wondering  what  it  was  about  his  face 

novelty  of  it  was  wearing  away,  because  her  that  one  could  not  just  understand.    Harold 

fingers  ached,  because  it  tired  her  back  to  sit  in  never  could  claim  as  his  the  hour  after  he  had 

that  horrid  chair.     She  did  not  admit  of  any  left  her,  and  was  one  ever  close  to  any  one  with 

connection  between  her  flagging  interest  and  whom  one  did  not  spend  some  of  the  hours  of 

the  fact  that  the  place  at  the  next  table  was  absence?    She  began  to  see  that  hours  spent 

vacant.  together  when  absent  were  the  most  intimate 

The  following  day  he  was  still  absent.     She  hours  of  all. 
thought  that  it  was  nervousness  occasioned  by       And  as  Harold  did  not  make  one  wonder,  so 

her  queer  surroundings  that  made  her  start  to  he  did  not  make  one  worry.    Never  in  all  her 

look  around  whenever  she  heard  a  step  behind  life  had  there  been  a  lump  in  her  throat  when 

her. — Where  was  he  ?  Where  had  that  look  car-  she  thought  of  Harold.     But  there  was  often  a 

ried  him  ?  If  he  were  in  trouble,  was  there  no  lump  in  her  throat  when  the  man  at  the  next 

one  to  help  him  ?  table  was  coughing. 

The  third  day  she  did  an  unpremeditated        One  day,  she  had  been  there  about  two 

thing.     The  man  in  the  skull  cap  had  been  months,  she  said  something  to  him  about  it. 

showing  her  something  about  the  copy.     When  It  was  hard ;  it  seemed  forcing  one's  way  into  a 

he  was  leaving  she  asked :  **  Is  the  gentleman  room  that  had  never  been  opened  to  one, — 

who  sits  at  the  next  table  coming  back  ? "  there    were    several    doors    he    always  kept 

"Oh,   yes,"   he   replied   grimly,   "he'll  be  closed, 
back."  "Mr.   Ch'fTord," — turning  to  him  impetu- 

" Because, " — very  calmly — "if  he  wasn't,  I  ously  as  they  were  putting  away  their  things 

thought  I  would  take  his  shears.     These  hurt  that  night — "  will  you  mind  if  I  say  something 

my  fingers  so. "  to  you  ?  " 

He  made  the  exchange  for  her, — and  after       He  was  covering  his  paste-pot.    He  looked 

that  things  went  better.  up  at   her  very  strangely.    The  closed  door 

He  did  return  late  the  next  morning.    After  seemed  to  open  a  little  way.     "  I  can't  conceive 

he  had  taken  his  place  he  looked  over  at  her  of  ^minding'  anything  you  might  say  to  me, 

and  smiled.     He  looked  sick  and  shaken,  as  Miss  Noah, " — he  had  called  her  Miss  Noah 

though  something  had  taken  hold  of  him  and  ever  since  she,  by  mistake,  had  one  day  called 

wrung  body  and  soul.  him  Mr.  Webster. 

"You  have  been  ill?"  she  asked,  with  timid        "You  see,"  she  hurried  on,  very  timid,  now 

solicitation.  that  the  door  had  opened  a  little, — "  you  have 

"  Oh,  no, "  he  replied,  rather  shortly.  been  so  good  to  me.     Because  you  have  been 

He  was  very  quiet  all  that  day,  but  the  next  so  good  to  me  it  seems  that  I  have  some  right 

day  they  talked  some  about  the  work,  laughed  to — to " 

together  over  funny  definitions  they  found.        His  head  was  resting  upon  his  hand,  and  he 
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leaned  just  a  little  closer  as  though  listening  ''in-Ti-ta-tioii,  n.    that    which   Miss   Noah 

for  something  he  wanted  to  hear.  extends  to  Mr.  Webster  for  Friday  evening, 

'*  I  had  a  cousin  who  had  a  cough  like  yours,"  December  second,  at  the  house  where  she  lives 

— ^resolutely  brave,  now  that  she  could  not  go  — hasn't  she  already  told  him  where  that  is  ?    It 

bade — "  and  he  went  down  to  New  Mexico  is  the  wish  of  Miss  Noah  to  present  Mr.  Web- 

and  stayed  for  a  year,  and  when  he  came  back  ster  to  various  other  Miss  Noahs,  all  of  whom 

— when  he  came  back  he  was  as  Well  as  any  of  are  desirous  of  making  his  acquaintance. " 

us.     It  seems  so  foolish  not  to" — her  voice  She  was  absurdly  nervous  at  luncheon  that 

breaking,  now  that  it  had  so  valiantly  carried  day,  and  kept  telling  herself  with  severity  not 

it — "  not  to "  to  act  like  a  silly  high-school  girl.     He  was  late 

He  looked  at  her,  and  that  was  all.  But  she  in  returning  that  noon,  and  though  there 
was  never  wholly  the  same  again  after  that  look,  seemed  a  new  something  in  his  voice  when  he 
It  enveloped  her  being  in  a  something  which  left  asked  if  he  hadn't  better  sharpen  her  lead 
her  richer, — different.  It  was  a  look  to  light  pencils,  he  said  nothing  at  all  about  her  new 
the  dark  place  between  two  human  souls.  It  definition  of  invitation.  It  was  almost  five 
seemed  for  the  moment  that  words  would  o'clock  when  he  threw  this  over  on  her  desk : 
follow  it,  but  as  if  feeling  their  helplessness —  *' ap-pre-ci-a-tionr  n.  that  sentiment  in- 
perhaps  needlessness — they  sank  back  unut-  spired  in  Mr.  Webster  by  the  kind  invitation 
tered,  and  at  the  last  he  got  up,  abruptly,  and  of  Miss  Noah  for  Friday  evening, 
walked  away.  "rc-gret,  n.  that  which  Mr.  Webster  ex- 
He  had  said  nothing, — and  yet  the  volume  of  periences  because,  for  reasons  into  which  he 
it  overwhelmed  her.  cannot  go  in  detail,  it  is  impossible  for  him  to 

One  night,  while  waiting  for  the  elevator,  she  accept  Miss  Noah's  invitation, 

heard  two  of  the   men  talking  about  him.  "re-sent-ment,  n.     that  which  is  inspired  in 

When  she  went  out  on  the  street  it  was  with  Mr.  Webster  by  the  insinuation  that  there  are 

head  high,   cheeks  hot.     For  nothing  is  so  other  Miss  Noahs  in  the  world. " 

hard  to  hear  as  that  which  one  has  half  known.  Then  below  he  had  written :  "  Three  hours 

and  evaded.     One  never  denies  so  hotly  as  in  later.     Miss  Noah,  the  world  is  queer.    Some 

denying  to  one's  self  what  one  fears  is  true,  and  day  you  may  find  out — though  I  hope  you 

one  never  resents  so  bitterly  as  in  resenting  that  never  will — that  it  is  frequently  the  things  we 

which  one  cannot  say  one  has  the  right  to  resent,  want  to  do   most  that  we  must    leave  un- 

That  night  she  lay  in  her  bed  with  wide-  done.  Miss  Noah,  won't  you  go  on  bringing 
open  eyes,  going  over  and  over  the  things  they  me  as  much  of  yourself  as  you  can  to  Dear- 
had  said.  ''Cure?^^ — one  of  them  had  bom  Street,  and  try  not  to  think  much  about 
scoffed,  after  telling  of  how  brilliant  he  had  my  not  being  able  to  know  the  Miss  Noah  of 
been  before  he  "  went  to  pieces  " — **  why  all  the  Hyde  Park  ?  And  little  Miss  Noah — I  thank 
cures  on  earth  couldn't  help  him!  He  can  go  you.  Let  me  say  that  again — all  by  itself.  I 
just  so  far,  and  then  he  can  no  more  stop  him-  thank  you.  There  aren't  words  enough  in  this 
self — oh,  just  about  as  much  as  an  ant  could  old  book  of  ours  to  tell  you  how  much — or 
stop  a  prairie  fire!"  why." 

She  finally  turned  over  on  her  pillow  and  That  night  he  hurried  away  with  never  a 

sobbed;  and  she  wondered  why, — wondered,  joke  about  how  many  words  she  had  written 

yet  knew  that  day.     She  did  not  look  up  as  he  stood  there 

But  it  resulted,  oddly  enough  perhaps,  in  putting  on  his  coat, 
the  flowering  of  her  tenderness  for  him.     In- 
terest mounted  to  defiance.     It  ended  in  blind,  It  was  spring  now,  and  the  dictionary  staff 
passionate  desire  to  "make  it  up"  to  him.  had  begun  on  W. 

And  again  he  was  so  different  from  Harold;  They  had  written  of  Joy  and  Hope  and  Life 

Harold  did  not  impress  himself  up)on  one  by  and    Love,    and    many    other    things.     Life 

upsetting  all  one's  preconceived  ideas.  seemed  pressing  just  behind  some  of  those  defi- 

She  felt  now  that  she  understood  better, —  nitions,  pressing  the  harder,  perhaps,  because 

understood  the  closed  doors.     He  was — she  it  could  not  break  through  the  surface, 

could  think  of  no  better  word  than  sensitive.  For  it  did  not  break  through;  it  flooded  just 

And  that  is  why,  several  mornings  later  she  beneath, 

very  courageously — for  it  did  take  courage —  How  did  she  know  that  he  cared  for  her? 

threw  this  little  note  over  on  his  desk — they  She  could  not  possibly  have  told.     Perhaps 

had  formed  a  funny  little  habit  of  writing  notes  the  nearest  to  actual  proof  she  could  bring  was 

to  each  other,   sometimes  about  the  words,  that  he  always  saw  that  her  overshoes  were  put 

sometimes  about  other  things.  in  a  warm  place.    And  when  one  came  down 
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to  facts,  the  putting  of  a  girPs  rubbers  near  the  Because,  way  beyond  the  voice  of  Dr  Bunt- 
radiator  did  not  necessarily  mean  love.  ing  she  heard  the  songs  of  far-away  birds,  and 

Perhaps  then  it  was  because  there  was  no  because  beneath  the  rumble  of  a  printing  press 

proof  of  it  that  she  was  most  sure.     For  the  she  could  get  the  babble  of  a  brook,  because  Z 

only  sure  things  in  the  world  are  the  things  was  near  and  life  was  strong,  the  woman  van- 

which  cannot  be  proven.  quished  the  girl,  and  she  threw  this  over  to  his 

It  was  only  that  they  worked  together,  and  desk: 

were  friends;  that  they  laughed  together  over  "chafing-dish,  n.    that  out  of  which  Miss 

funny  definitions  they  found,  that  he  was  kind  Noah  asks  Mr.  Webster  to  eat  his  Sunday  night 

to  her,  and  that  they  seemed  rather  remarkably  lunch  to-morrow.    All  the  other  Miss  Noahs 

close  together.  are  going  to  be  away,  and  if  Mr.  Webster  does 

That  is  as  far  as  facts  can  take  it.  not  come  Miss  Noah  will  be  quite  alone.     Miss 

And  just  there, — it  begins.  Noah  does  not  like  to  be  lonely. " 

For  the  force  which  rushes  beneath  the  facts  She  ate  no  lunch  that  day;  she  only  drank  a 

of  life,  caring  nothing  for  conditions,  not  ask-  cup  of  coffee,  and  walked  around, 

ing  what  one  desires  or  what  one  thinks  best,  He  did  not  come  back  that  afternoon.     It 

caring  as  little  about  a  past  as  about  a  future —  passed  from  one  to  two,  from  two  to  three,  and 

save  its  own  future — the  force  which  can  laugh  then  very,  very  slowly  from  three  to  four,  and 

at  man's  institutions  and  batter  over  in  one  still  he  had  not  come. 

sweep  what  he  likes  to  call  his  wisdom,  was  He  too  was  walking  about.  He  had  walked 
sweeping  them  on.  And  because  it  could  get  down  to  the  lake,  and  was  standing  there  look- 
no  other  recognition  it  forced  its  way  into  the  ing  out  across  it. 

moments  when  he  asked  her  for  an  eraser.  Why   not? — he  was  saying   to   himself, — 

when  she  wanted  to  know  how  to  spell  a  word,  fiercely,  doggedly.     Over  and  over  again — 

He  could  not  so  much  as  ask  her  if  she  needed  Well,  why  not? 

more  copy  paper  without  seeming  to  be  lavish-  A  hundred  nights,  alone  in  his  room,  he  had 

ing  ujx)n  her  all  the  love  of  all  the  ages.  gone  over  it,  trying  to  reconcile  honor — right — 

And  so  the  winter  had  worn  on,  and  there  was  pride — decency,   with   desire.    Had   not   life 

really  nothing  whatever  to  tell  about  it.  used  him  hard  enough  to  give  him  a  little  now? 

She  was  quiet  this  morning,  and  kept  her  head  — ^longing  had  pleaded.     And  now  there  was  a 

bent  low  over  her  work.  For  she  had  estimated  new  voice — more  prevailing  voice — the  voice 

the  number  of  pages  there  were  between  W  of  her  happiness.    His  face  softened  to  an 

and  Z.     Soon  they  would  beatZ; — and  then?  almost  maternal  tenderness  as  he  listened  to 

Then — ?    Shyly  she  turned   and   looked  at  that  voice. 

him;  he  too  was  bent  over  his  work.  When  Too  worn  to  fight  any  longer,  he  gave  him- 
she  came  in  she  had  said  something  about  its  self  up  to  it,  and  sat  there  dreaming.  Won- 
being  spring,  and  that  there  must  be  wild  derful  dreams! — dreams  of  joy  rushing  in  after 
flowers  in  the  woods  now.  Since  then  he  had  lonely  years,  dreams  of  stepping  into  the  sun- 
not  looked  up.  light  after  long  days  in  the  fog  and  the  cold, 

Suddenly  it  came  to  her — tenderly,  hotly,  dreams  of  a  woman  before  a  fireplace — her  arms 

fearfully  yet  bravely,  that  it  was  she  who  must  about  him,  her  cheer  and  her  tenderness,  her 

meet  Z,  comradeship  and  her  passion — all  his  to  takel 

She  looked  at  him  again,  covertly.    And  she  Ah,  dreams  which  even  thoughts  must  not 

felt  that  she  understood.     It  was  the  lines  in  touch — so  wonderful  and  sacred  they  were, 

his  face  made  it  clearest.     Years,  and  things  A  long  time  he  sat  there,  dreaming  dreams 

blacker,  less  easily  surmounted  than  years —  and  seeing  visions.    The  force  that  rules  the 

oh  yes,  that  too  she  faced,  fearlessly — were  race  was  telling  him  that  the  one  crime  was 

piled  in  between.     It  was  she — ^not  he — who  the  denial  of  happiness — his  happiness — her 

could  push  them  aside.  happiness — and  when  at  last  his  fight  seemed 

It  was  all  very  unmaidenly,  of  course;  but  but    a    puerile    fight    against    forces    worlds 

maidenly  is  a  word  love  and  life  and  desire  may  mightier  than  he,  he  rose,  and  as  one  who  sees 

crowd  so  easily  from  the  page.  a  great  light  started  back  toward  Dearborn 

Perhaps  she  would  not  have  thrown  it  at  all —  Street, 

the  little  note  she  had  written — had  it  not  been  When  he  had  gone  about  half  way  be  began 

that  when  she  went  over  for  more  copy  paper  to  cough.    The  coughing  was  violent,  and  he 

she  stood  for  a  minute  looking  out  the  window,  stepped  into  a  doorway  to  gain  breath.    And 

Even  on  Dearborn  Street  the  seductiveness  of  after  he  had  gone  in  there  he  realized  that  he 

spring  was  in  the  air.     Spring,  and  all  that  was  standing  before  the  building  of  Chicago's 

spring  meant)  filled  her.  greatest  newspaper. 
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It  was  a  strange  change  which  came  over  had  been  dififerent  since  that  day.    They  made 

him.    Something  seemed  to  slip  from  him,  small  effort  to  cover  their  raw  souls  with  the 

leaving  him  stripped.  mantle  of  commonplace  words. 

He  had  been  dty  editor  of  that  paper  once; —  Both  of  them  had  tried  to  stay  away  that  last 

yes,  in  line  for  speedy  promotion  to  managing  day.    But  both  were  in  their  usual  places, 

editorship.    Facts — the  things  he  knew  about  The  day  wore  on  eventlessly.    Those  men 

himself — conditions — ^talked  to  him  then.  And  with  whom  she  had  worked,  the  men  of  yester- 

there  was  no  answer.  day  who  had  been  kind  to  her,  came  up  at 

The  suddenness  and  the  rudeness  and  the  various  times  for  little  farewell  chats.    The 

completeness  of  it  staggered  him.  man  in  the  skull  cap  told  her  that  she  had  done 

It  left  him  weak  and  dizzy  and  crazy  for  a  excellent  work.  She  was  surprised  at  the  ease 
drink.  He  walked  on  slowly — ^fairly  totter-  with  which  she  could  make  decent  reply.  It 
ingly,  his  white  face  set.  For  he  had  vowed  was  queer — ^what  one  could  do. 
that  if  it  took  the  last  nerve  in  his  body  there  He  was  moving.  She  saw  him  lay  some 
€hould  be  no  more  of  that  until  after  they  had  sheets  of  yellow  paper  on  the  desk  in  front- 
finished  with  Z.  He  knew  himself  too  well  to  He  had  finished  with  his  "  take. "  There 
vow  more.    He  was  not  even  sure  of  that.  would  not  be  another  to  give  him.    He  would 

He  did  not  turn  in  where  he  wanted  to  go.  go  now. 

But  resistance  took  the  last  bit  of  force  that  was  He  came  back  to  his  desk.    She  could  hear 

in  him.    He  was  trembling  like  a  sick  man  him  putting  away  his  things.    And  then  for 

when  he  stepped  into  the  elevator.  a  long  time  there  was  no  sound.     She  knew 

She  was  just  leaving.    She  was  in  the  little  that  he  was  just  sitting  there  in  his  chair, 

cloak  room  putting  on  her  things.     She  was  Then  she  heard  him  get  up.     She  heard  him 

all  alone  in  there.  push  his  chair  up  to  the  table,  and  then  for  a 

He  stepped  in.    He  pushed  the  door  shut,  minute  he  stood  there.    She  wanted  to  turn 

and  stood  there  leaning  against  it,  looking  at  toward  him;  she  wanted  to  say  something — do 

her,  saying  nothing.  something.    But  she  had  no  power. 

"  Oh — ^you  are  ill  ?  "  she  gasped,  and  laid  a  She  saw  him  lay  an  envelope  upon  her  desk, 

frightened  hand  upon  him.  She   heard   him  walking  away.    She  knew, 

The  touch  crazed  him.    All  resistance  gone,  numbly,  that  his  footsteps  were  not  steady, 

he  swept  her  into  his  arms;  he  held  her  fiercely.  She  knew  that  he  had  stopped;  she  was  sure 

and  between  sobs  kissed  her  again  and  again,  that  he  was  looking  back.    But  still  she  had 

He  could  not  let  her  go.    He  frightened  her.  no  power. 

He  hurt  her.    And  he  did  not  care — he  did  not  And  then  she  heard  him  go. 

know.  Even  then  she  went  on  with  her  work;  she 

Then  he  held  her  off  and  looked  at  her.  And  finished  her  "  take  "  and  laid  down  her  pendL 
as  he  looked  into  her  eyes,  passion  melted  to  It  was  finished  now, — and  he  had  gone.  Fin- 
tenderness.  It  was  she  now — not  he;  love —  ished? — Gone?  Quite  wildly  she  was  tearing 
not  hunger.  Holding  her  face  in  his  two  open  the  envelope  of  the  letter, 
hands,  looking  at  her  as  if  getting  something  to  This  was  what  she  read: 
take  away,  his  white  lips  murmured  something  "Little  dictionary  sprite,  sunshine  vender, 
too  inarticulate  for  her  to  hear.  And  then  and  girl  to  be  loved,  if  I  were  a  free  man,  I 
again  he  put  his  arms  around  her — ^all  differ-  would  say  to  you — Come,  little  one,  and  let 
ently.  Reverently,  sobbingly,  he  kissed  her  us  learn  of  love.  Let  us  learn  of  it,  not  as  one 
hair.    And  then  he  was  gone.  learns  from  dictionaries,  but  let  us  learn  from 

the  morning  glow  and  the  evening  shades.  But 

He  did  not  come  out  that  Sunday  afternoon,  Miss  Noah,  maker  of  dictionaries  and  creeper 

but  Harold  dropped  in  instead,  and  talked  of  into  hearts,  the  bound  must  not  call  to  the  free, 

some  athletic  affairs  over  at  the  university.  They  might  fittingly  have  used  my  name  as 

She  wondered  why  she  did  not  go  crazy  in  one  of  the  s3monyms  under  that  word  Failure, 

listening  to  him,  and  yet  she  could  answer  but  I  trust  not  under  Coward, 

almost  intelligently.     It  was  queer — ^what  one  **And  now,  you  funny  little  Miss  Noah  from 

could  do.  the  University  of  Chicago,  don't  I  know  that 

your  heart  is  blazing  forth  the  assurance  that 

They  had  come  at  last  to  Z.    There  would  you  don't  care  for  any  of  those  things — the 

be  no  more  work  up)on  the  dictionary  after  that  world,  people,  common  sense — ^that  you  want 

day.    And  it  was  raining — raining  as  in  Chi-  just  love?  They  made  a  grand  failure  of  you 

cago  alone  it  knows  how  to  rain.  out  at  your  university;  they  taught  you  phi- 

They  wrote  no  notes  to  each  other  now.    It  losophyand  they  taught  you  Greek,  and  they've 


He  pushed  the  door  shut,  and  stood  there  leaning  against  it,  looking  at  her,  mying  nothing 
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left  you  just  as  much  the  woman  as  women  It  simplified  itself  to  such  an  extent  that  she 

were  five  thousand  years  ago.     Oh  I  know  all  grew  very  calm.     It  would  be  easy  to  find  him, 

about  you — ^you  little  girl  whose  hair  tried  so  easy  to  make  him  see — for  it  was  so  very 

hard  to  be  red.    Your  soul  touched  mine  as  we    simple — and  then 

sat  there  writing  words — words — ^words,  the  She  turned  in  her  copy.  She  said  good- 
very  words  in  which  men  try  to  tell  things,  and  by — quietly,  naturally,  rode  down  in  the  lumber- 
can't — and  I  know  all  about  what  you  would  ing  old  elevator  and  started  out  into  the  now 
do.  But  you  shall  not  do  it.  Dear  little  copy  drenching  rain  toward  the  elevated  trains 
maker,  would  a  man  standing  out  on  the  end  of  which  would  take  her  to  the  West  Side, — ^it  was 
a  slippery  plank  have  any  right  to  cry  to  some  so  fortunate  that  she  had  heard  him  telling  one 
one  on  the  shore — *  Come  out  here  on  this  day  where  he  lived. 

plank  with  me  ?  *  If  he  loved  the  some  one  on  When  she  reached  the  station  she  saw  that 

the  shore,  would  he  not  say  instead — *  Don't  more  people  were  coming  down  the  stairs  than 

get  on  this  plank?*    Me  get  oflF  the  plank —  were   going   up.     They   were   saying   things 

come  with  you  to  the  shore — ^you  are  saying?  about  the  trains,  but  she  did  not  heed  them. 

But  you  see,  dear,  you  only  know  slippery  But  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  a  man  in  uniform 

planks  as  viewed  from  the  shore — God  grant  said:   "Blockade,  Miss.     You'll  have  to  take 

you  may  never  know  them  any  other  way!  the  surface  cars." 

"  It  was  you,  was  it  not,  who  wrote  our  defi-  She  was  sorry,  for  it  would  delay  her,  and  it 

nition  of  happiness  ?   Yes,  I  remember  the  day  seemed  there  was  not  a  minute  to  lose.     She 

you  did   it.     You  were  so   interested;  your  was  dismayed,  upon  reaching  the  surface  cars, 

cheeks  grew  so  very  red,  and  you  pulled  and  to  find  she  could  not  get  near  them;  the  rain, 

pulled  at  your  wavy  hair.     You  said  it  was  the  blockade  on  the  "  L, "  had  caused  a  grea. 

iuch  an  important  definition.    And  so  it  is,  crowd  to  congregate  there.     She  waited  a  long 

Miss  Noah,  the  very  most  important  of  all.  time,  getting  more  and  more  wet,  but  it  was 

And  on  the  page  of  life.  Miss  Noah,  may  hap-  impossible  to  get  near  the  cars.     She  thought  of 

piness  be  written  large  and  unblurred  for  you.  a  cab,  but  could  see  none,  they  too  having  all 

It  is  because  I  cannot  help  you  write  it  that  I  been  pressed  into  service, 

turn  away.     I  want  at  least  to  leave  the  page  She  determined,  desperately,  to  start  and 

unblurred.  walk.     Soon  she  would  surely  get  either  a  cab 

"I  carry  a  picture  of  you.     I  shall  carry  it  or   a   car.    And   so   she   started,   staunchly, 

always.     You  are  sitting  before  a  fireplace,  though  she  was  wet  through  now,  and  trem- 

and  I  think  of  that  fireplace  as  symbolizing  bling  with  cold  and  nervousness, 

the  warmth  and  the  care  and  the  tenderness  As  she  hurried  through  the  driving  rain  she 

and  the  safety  that  will  surround  you.    And  faced  things  fearlessly.     Oh  yes,  she  under- 

sometimes  as  you  sit  there  let  a  thought  of  me  stood — everything.     But  if  he  were  not  well — 

come  to  you  for  just  a  minute.  Miss  Noah — not  should  he  not  have  her  with  him  ?  If  he  had — 

long  enough  nor  deep  enough  to  bring  you  that  thing  to  fight,  did  he  not  need  her  help  ? 

any  pain.     But  only  think — I  brought  him  What  did  men  think  women  were  like?    Did 

happiness  after  he  believed  all  happiness  had  he  think  she  was  one  to  sit  down  and  reason 

gone.     He  was  so  grateful  for  that  light  which  out  what  would  be  advantageous  ?    Did  he 

came  after  he  thought  the  darkness  had  set-    think 

tied  down.     It  will  light  his  way  to  the  end.  She  never  questioned  her  going — ^the  right- 

"  We've  come  to  Z,  and  it's  good-by.   There  ness  or  the  dignity  of  it.     She  saw  only  its  sim- 

is  one  thing  I  can  give  you  without  hurting  plicity  and  inevitability.     For  were  not  life  and 

you, — the  hope,  the  prayer,  that  life  may  be  love  too  great  to  be  lost  through  that  which 

very,  very  good  to  you. "  could  be  so  easily  put  right? 

The  sheets  of  paper  fell  from  her  hands.  But  the  girl,  unknowingly,  was  coming  to 

She  sat  staring  out  into  Dearborn  Street.   She  the  point  of  exhaustion.    The  buildings  were 

began  to  see.    After  all,  he  had  not  understood  reeling,  the  streets  moving  up  and  down — that 

her.     Perhaps  men  never  understood  women,  awful  rain,  she  thought,  was  making  her  dizzy. 

— certainly  he  had  not  understood  her.     What  Laboriously  she   walked   on   and   on — ^more 

he  did  not  know  was  that  she  was  willing  to  slowly,  less  steadily,  a  pain  in  her  side,  that 

pay  for  her  happiness — pay — pay  any  price  awful  reeling  in  her  head, 

that   might   be   exacted.    And   anyway — she  Carriages  returning  to  the  city  were  passing 

had  no  choice.     Strange  that  he  could  not  see  her  now,  but  she  had  not  strength  to  call  to 

that!   Strange  that  he  could  not  see  the  irony  them,  and  it  seemed  if  she  walked  to  the  curb- 

and  cruelty  of  bidding  her  good-by  and  then  ing  she  would  surely  fall.     She  was  not  think- 

telling  her  to  be  happy!  ing  so  clearly  now.    The  thing  which  took  all 
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of  her  force  was  the  lifting  of  her  feet  and  the       "  Not  to-night, " — decisively^"  the  place  for 

putting  them  down  in  the  right  place.    Her  you  to-night  is  home.    I'm  taking  you  to  where 

throat  seemed  to  be  closing  up — and  her  side —  you  belong."     She  reached  over  wildly,  try- 

and  her  head ing   to    open    the   door,   but   he   held    her 

Some  one  had  her  by  the  arm.    Some  one  back,  she  began  to  cry.  and  he  talked  to  her, 

wasspeakinghername;speakingitinsurprise —  gently    but   unbendingly.      "But  you  don't 

consternation— alarm.  understand!"    she    whispered,    passionately. 

It  was  Harold.  "  I've  got  to  go!" 

It  was  all  vague  then.     She  knew  that  she        "Not  to-night," — and  something  in  the  way 

was  in  a  carriage,  and  that  Harold  was  talking  he  said  it  made  her  finally  huddle  back  in  the 

to  her  kindly.     "You're  taking  me  there?"  corner  of  the  carriage. 

she    murmured.     "  Yes — ^yes    Edna,    every-        Block  after  block,  mile  after  mile,  they  rode 

thing's    all    right,"    he    replied     soothingly,  on   in  silence.     She   felt   overpowered.     And 

"Everything's  all  right,"  she   repeated,  in  a  with  submission  she  knew  that  it  was  Z.     For 

whisper,  and  leaned  her  head  back  against  the  the  whole  city  was  piled  in  between.     Great 

cushions.  buildings  were  in  between,  and  thousands  of 

They  stopped  after  a  while,  and  Harold  was  men  running  to  and  fro  on  the  streets;  man, 

standing  at  tlie  open  door  of  the  cab  with  some-  and  all  man  had  builded  up,  were  in  between. 

thing  steaming  hut  which  he  told  her  to  drink.  And  then  Harold — Harold   who  had  always 

"  Vou  need  it,"  he  said,  decisively,  and  think-  seemed  to  count  for  so  little,  and  now  counted 

ing  it  would  help  her  to  tell  it,  she  drank  it  for  so  much — had  come  and  taken  her  away, 
down.  Dully,  wretchedly — knowing  that  her  heart 

The  world  was.  a  little  more  defined  after  would  ache  far  worse  to-morrow  than  it  did 

that,  and  she  saw  things  which  puzzled  her.  to-night— she   wondered   about   things.    Did 

"  Why  it  looks  like  the  city, "  she  whispered,  things  like  rain  and  street  cars  and  wet  feet  and 

her  throat  too  sore  now  to  speak  aloud.  a  sore  throat  determine  life?  Was  it  that  way 

"Why    sure," — banteringly — "don't    you  with  other  people,  too  ?  Did  other  people  have 

know  we  have  to  go  through  the  city  to  get  out  barriers — whole  cities  full  of  them — piled  in 

to  the  South  Side?"  between?  And  then  did  the  Harolds  come  a4d 

"Oh,  but  you  see," — excitedly,  and  holding  take  them  where  they  said  they  belonged  ?-t— 

her  throat,  it  was  so  hard  to  say  it — "but  you  Were  there  not  some  people  strong  enough  to 

see  it's  the  other  way!"  go  where  they  wanted  to  go? 


DR.  WILLIAM  OSLER,  The  Greatest  English  Speaking  Physician  in  the  World 

Bora  in  Canada  tixty  yeari  ago,  Dr.  Osier  fived  in  the  United  States  twenty-one  yean.  Since  1 905 
he  hai  been  Regius  Professor  of  Medicine  in  Oxford  Univertily,  Elngland.  Two  of  his  hrothen 
were  great  lawyers  in  Canada,  and  another  brother  was  a  great  raikoad  man.  Thu  photograph, 
never  before  published,  ii  considered  by  his  friends  as  a  rare  likeness.  It  was  taken  in  Dr.  Osier's 
residence  in  Baltimore  by  £)c.  W.  G.    MacaUum,   who    was   one   of  his    ho^ital     assistanli. 


Interesting  People 

DR.  WILLIAM  OSLER  ment,  with  leisure  unlimited,  at  Oxford.    .    .  . 

,  ,          ,  .                       „  Baltimore  is  mourning  yet. — H.  L.  Mencken, 
A  handicap  of  crushmg  weight  rests  upon  all 

the  ambitious  young  medical  gentlemen  who  SENATOR  AND  MRS.  GORE 
swarm  in  clinic-studded  Baltimore.    It  is  their 

evil  fate  to  be  measured  with  a  colossus.  Say  of  Most  interested  of  all  the  statesmen  watch- 
one  of  them  that  he  used  to  sit  under  Dr.  Osier  ing  the  summer  flights  of  the  Wright  Brothers, 
at  the  Johns  Hopkins,  and  you  are  giving  him  near  Washington,  was  blind  Senator  Gore,  of 
high  praise.  Say  of  him,  going  further,  that  he  Oklahoma.  "Watching"  was  the  word  he 
promises,  some  day,  to  be  worthy  of  his  master,  used.  He  complained,  too,  that  the  flights 
and  you  are  at  the  limit  of  lawful  eulogy.  conflicted  with  the  baseball  games  which  he 

Dr.  Osier,  of  course,  was  not  snatched  up  to  wanted  to  "see." 

Olympus  the  moment  of  his  arrival.     Like  the  This  sort  of  thing  is  not  affectation.    It  il- 

new  Johns  Hopkins  Medical  School,  which  he  lustrates  the  extent  to  which  this  blind  man  has 

came  to  nurse  and  glorify,  he  was  received,  at  developed  a  sixth  sense.    A  word  in  his  ear 

the  start,  with  something  not  unlike  polite  sus-  enables  him  to  reconstruct  the  picture  or  scene 

picion.     Saving  only  Dr.  William  H.  Welch —  before  him  as  a  scientist  builds  an  extinct  ani- 

that  father  of  genius — no  one  quite  appreci-  mal  from  a  fossil  tooth.  Mrs.  Gore,  the  senator's 

ated  his  true  stature.  devoted  wife,  is  usually  at  his  side  to  supply 

But  before  long  interesting  news  began  to  the  word.  Through  her  eyes  he  "saw  "the  aero- 
filter  from  the  Hopkins.  Dr.  Osier  was  solv-  plane.  Through  her  eyes  he  "  reads  "  the  news- 
ing  problems  that  the  text-books  put  down  as  papers,  law,  literature,  and  political  economy, 
insoluble;  he  was  ridding  the  art  of  medicine  But  do  not  picture  Senator  Gore  in  any  help- 
of  cobwebs  and  barnacles;  he  was  sending  out  less,  clinging  fashion.  He  is  the  youngest 
parties  of  enthusiastic  young  men  to  explore  the  member  of  the  United  States  Senate  and  one  of 
medical  Farthest  North  and  Darkest  Africa,  its  prominent  members  and  ablest  debaters 
He  observed  things  that  no  one  else  noticed,  while  still  in  his  thirty-ninth  year.  He  achieved 
and  he  drew  conclusions  that  violated  the  this  himself.  His  affliction  brings  him  some 
league  rules.  One  day  the  newspapers  became  helpful  consideration,  some  unusual  atten- 
aware  of  him,  and  the  next  day  the  public.  By  tion,  doubtless,  but  he  neither  needs  nor  asks 
and  by,  the  doctors  followed.  for  favors  on  account  of  it. 

During  the  last  few  years  of  his  residence  in  Bom  in  Mississippi,  in  a  family  of  moderate 

Baltimore,  Dr.  Osier  might  have  used  Druid  circumstances.  Senator  Gore  lost  his  eyesight 

Hill  Park  as  a  waiting-room.     People  came  through  a  boyhood   accident.     As  the  light 

from  all  over  the  country  to  consult  him,  ac-  gradually  faded  he  called  up  every  bit  of  grit 

companied  by  their  attendant  physicians,  sur-  in  his  system  to  meet  the  appalling  situation, 

geons,  spiritual  advisers  and  nurses;  and  no  He  did  not  let  his  affliction  interrupt  his  school 

Baltimorean  of  position  felt  it  decent  to  sur-  work  for  a  day.     In  school  his  fellow  stu- 

render  his  appendix  without  first  seeking  the  dents  read  the  text-book  pages  to  him  once, 

advice  of  the  great  diagnostician.  and  he  listened  to  the  lectures.     One  hearing 

In  the  end  the  doctors  themselves  drove  him  was  sufficient.  At  twenty-six  he  was  practicing 
out  of  Baltimore.  By  the  rules  of  the  healing  law  in  Texas.  He  was  able,  at  thirty,  to 
art,  be  it  known,  a  physician  is  forbidden  to  marry  Miss  Nina  Kay,  a  Texas  girl.  His  ex- 
accept  a  fee  from  a  fellow-practitioner.  Under  perience  had  been  that  of  the  average  young 
this  rule,  the  sick  doctors  of  America  paid  glo-  lawyer.  When,  at  thirty-one,  he  moved  to 
rious  but  embarrassing  tribute  to  Osier.  They  Oklahoma,  the  young  man  found  his  element, 
arrived  on  every  train,  eager  to  hear  medicine's  The  territory  was  in  process  of  becoming  a 
last  word.  They  were  welcome,  and  it  was  a  State  and  politics  fairly  hummed.  One  night 
pleasure  and  privilege  to  see  them — ^but  there  William  Jennings  Bryan  was  late  for  a  speech 
were  classes  to  teach,  books  to  read  and  write,  at  Muskogee  and  a  man  named  Gore  was  put 
clinics  to  look  after,  problems  to  ponder.  The  up  at  eight  o'clock  to  hold  the  crowd.  At  mid- 
day brought  a  hundred  hours'  work,  and  but  night  Gore  was  still  holding  that  crowd,  which 
twenty-four  hours  of  time.  had  all  but  forgotten  Bryan. 

Unexpectedly  a  message  came  from  the  King  In  person  Senator  Gore  is  of  medium  height, 

of  England,  offering  Dr.  Osier  a  royal  appoint-  broad  shouldered  and  well  built,  with  a  plump, 
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T.  P.  GORE,  The  Blind  Senator  from  Oklahoma 
Senator  Gore  is  one  ai  the  grealett  debalere  in  Congreu — effective, 
able  ami  influentiaL      He  ii   the  youngeit  man  in  the  Senate 

youthful  face  and  yellow  hair.  When  he  train.  The  engineer  beheld  him  there,  and 
speaks  he  has  a  trick  of  holding  a  bit  of  paper  took  a  minute  off  to  swear;  he  pulled  some 
in  his  hand,  which  he  seems  to  consult.  "  Glad  ding-dongs  from  his  bell,  and  made  his  big 
to  see  you,"  is  his  greeting.— If.  S.  Couch,  steam  whistle  yell.  Joe  Bristow  waved  an 
answer   back,  and  came  hot-footing   up  the 

SENATOR  BRISTOW",  OF  KANSAS    t'"^''-    ^^  "i^"  ^^^y  ""^^  ^''^  ^^^"1  "a^hl 

The  train  of  cars  was  ground  to  hashi  The 

Joe  Bristow,  ten  or  twelve  years  back,  was    engine,  with  a  loud  kerplunk,  went  in  the  ditch, 

walking  on  the  railway  track  that  runs  across    a  pile  of  junki   O  dismal  scene!  Alas!  Alackl 

the  Kansas  plain,  and  pretty  soon  he  met  a    And  Joe  kept  hiking  up  the  track! 
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MRS.  GORE,  "The  Eyes  of  the  Senator" 

"  Throu^  her  eyes  the  bEad  Senatot  '  taw  '  the  aeioptaQe,  thiou^  her 
eyes  he  'reads'  the  newqiapers,  law,  literature,  and  political  economy" 


All  human  affairs  present  their  serious  aspect 
to  the  junior  senator  from  Kansas,  His  ear- 
nestness is  almost  tra^c;  and  humor  is  to  him  a 
mere  theorj-,  unsupported  by  Facts,  and  con- 
sequently unworthy  of  consideration.  When 
he  attempts  to  assume  the  hght  and  jovial  man- 
ner, as  when  campaigning,  he  becomes  un- 
speakably pathetic.  He  has  a  passion  for 
Facts.  When  he  considers  a  Fact  necessary 
to  a  case,  no  journey  is  too  loi^,  no  labor  too 


arduous  for  him.  If  he  needed  an  old  horse- 
shoe to  demonstrate  an  argument,  he  would 
cheerfully  clean  out  an  augean  stable  to  find  it. 
He  doesn't  recognize  obstacles  until  after  he 
has  climbed  over  them.  Having  no  conception 
of  humor,  he  is  impervious  to  ridicule  or  sarcasm, 
and  the  glittering  shafts  of  the  plumed  knights 
of  debate  slide  oS  him  and  leave  no  mark.  He 
has  a  peculiarly  active  and  healthy  conscience, 
and  consults  it  frequently;  his  ideas  of  morality. 


JOSEPH  L  BRISTOW,  The  Insurgent  United  States  Senator  from  Kansas 

One  of  the  Republicant  who  itood  out  against  Aldrich  on  the  tari?  question  until  the  end 

political  and  otherwise,  are  inflexible.  Abovtall  old  place,  the  same  old  Brislow;  six  feet  of 

things,  Brislow  is  distinguished  for  his  zeal  and  protest;  one  hundred  and   sixty   pounds   of 

hisindustry.    As thecterltof  acounlycommit-  defiance.  — IValt  Mason. 

tee  he  shamed  liis  fellows  bv  his  diligence;  as  a 

United    States   Senator   he   spends   sleepless  CYRUS    H.   K.  CURTIS 

nights,  and  tears  the  bowels  from  entire  lib- 
raries to  overpower  some  Fact  that  will  be       Cyrus  Curtis,  of  Philadelphia,  is  a  plunger, 

useful  in  debate.     He  will  become  a  nightmare  Now  that  statement   must  not  be  interpreted 

to  those  whom  he  opposes  in  the  Senate;  they  with  a  John-W.-Gates  twist,  for  Mr.  Curtis 

may  think  that  they  have  him  expunged  to-  does    not    plunge    in   grain   or   stocks.    He 

day,  but  to-morrow  he  will  be  in  the  same  plunges  in  advertising. 


CYRUS  H.  K.  CURTIS.  PubUsher  of  the  Most 
Widely    Orculated    Periodicals    in     the    World 

President  and  principal  owner  of  The  Curtis  Publishing  Company,  which 
publishes  The  Ladies'  Home  Journal  and  The  Saturday  Evening  Post 

He  is  one  of  the  country's  most  remarkable  tising  is  of  value,  preseining  Ihe  proof,  not  only 
examples  of  the  take-your-own-medicine  in-  in  the  test  of  the  advertising,  but  in  the  amount 
junction.  His  creed  is  that  if  advertising  of  space  he  buys.  When  he  starts  on  an  ad- 
is  a  good  thing  for  his  patrons,  as  he  can  vertising  campaign  the  detail  of  cost  is  the  last 
show  it  is,  it  is  a  good  thing  for  him,  and  to  be  considered.  It  may  be  fifty  thousand  or 
nothing  gives  him  greater  joy  than  to  come  to  a  hundred,  or  more.  That  is  all  one  with  him. 
bat  in  all  parts  of  the  country  with  clear  and  He  plunges, 
convincing  statements  of  why  he  knows  adver-        iforeover,  in  addition  to  being  one  of  the 


WILUAM  J.  LOCKE,  Creator  of  a  New  World  of  Romance 

Author  ol  '-Simple  Septimiu"  and  d  "  Simon  the  Jetter,"  the  Utter  being  the 
title  of  the  new  tetial  ttoiy  which  will  begin  in  the  next  number  of  this  n 
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country's  greatest  advertisers,  he  is  one  of  the  soft  speech  and  the  mild  manners  there  is  a 

greatest  purveyors  of  advertising.     Mr.  Curtis  cold  chilled  nerve,  the  nerve  of  the  man  who, 

has  few  equals  as  a  writer  of  advertising.  When  knowing  his  plan   is  sound,  will  force  it  to 

the  mood  is  on  him,  he  prepares  his  own  copy —  victory  regardless  of   the  cost. — Sarmiel  G. 

and  what  brilliant  copy  it  is! — directs  its  dis-  Blythe. 

tribution  with  the  keenest  sagacity,  and  gets  his 

tremendous  results.  WILLIAxM   J^  LOCKE 

Mr.  Curtis  was  bom«in  Maine,  and  went  to 
Boston  when  a  lad.  He  moved  from  Boston  to  William  J.  Locke  was  born  in  British  Gui- 
Philadelphia  when  he  needed  a  wider  field,  not  ana  of  English  parents  in  1863.  I^  1881  he  en- 
even  hesitating  in  New  York,  and  in  twenty-five  tered  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  and  as 
years  he  has  built  up  in  that  city  The  Curtis  one  of  his  friends  says,  **He  there  laid  the  fdun- 
Publishing  Company,  of  which  he  is  President  dation  of  his  future  career  by  studiously  neg- 
and  principal  owner,  which  publishes  The  lecting  his  studies."  At  any  rate,  he  estab- 
Saturday  Evening  Post,  with  more  than  a  mil-  lished  the  record  of  having  attended  but  one 
lion  a  week  circulation,  and  The  Ladies*  Home  solitary  lecture  during  the  whole  of  his  three 
/oMrmi/ with  more  than  a  million  a  month.  He  years'  course.  At  Cambridge  a  man  going  in 
started  with  a  small  publication  called  the  for  an  Honor  Degree  is  supposed  to  confine 
Farmer  and  Tribune,  in  which  there  was  a  himself  entirely  to  his  subject.  Locke's  was 
woman's  department.  When  he  and  his  part-  mathematics.  He  read  very  little  mathe- 
ners  separated,  Curtis  took  the  woman's  de-  matics,  but  had  a  three  years'  orgie  on  English 
partment  for  his  share  and  from  that  evolved  and  French  literature.  He  could  always  be 
the  Ladies*  Home  Journal,  as  a  monthly.  Al-  found  in  some  remote  corner  of  the  library 
ways,  in  his  heart,  he  had  believed  in  the  high-  reading  some  old  book  no  one  else  had  ever 
class  weekly,  although  it  was  the  nearly-unani-  gotten  hold  of.  He  got  his  degree  in  1884. 
mous  opinion  of  other  publishers  that  the  He  began  writing  at  Cambridge.  His  first 
weekly  had  had  its  day,  he  bought  a  mori-  short  story  was  published. in  1882.  Having 
l)und  publication  called  The  Saturday  Evening  finished  his  University  course,  however,  he 
Post,  and  backed  it  with  an  advertising  cam-  was  face  to  face  with  the  necessity  of  earn- 
paign  that  was  a  wonder,  combined  with  an  ing  a  living  and,  like  hundreds  of  other  Uni- 
editorial  policy  that  demanded  the  best.  versity  men  who  have  been  trained   for  no 

This  enterprise  cost  great  sums.  Every-  profession,  he  drifted  into  teaching,  which 
body  advised  him  to  quit  and  be  content  with  he  followed  for  thirteen  years.  The  advan- 
his  very  profitable  monthly.  He  listened,  said  tage  of  this  life,  which  otherwise  he  de- 
nothing,  and  went  to  the  banks  next  morning  tested,  was  his  long  vacation — nearly  four 
and  borrowed  $150,000,  which  he  immediately  months  of  the  year,  which  enabled  him  to 
spent  in  further  advertising,  to  the  horror  travel  and  write  a  great  deal, 
of  his  advisers,  who  prophesied  ruin.  That  In  189  7  came  the  long  looked  for  release  from 
took  the  kind  of  nerve  Cjtus  Curtis  has.  He  school-work.  He  took  the  position  of  Sec- 
plunged  and  he  won.  retary   to    the    Royal    Institute    of    British 

Combined  with  his  business  ability  is  a  keen  Architects,  which  he  held  for  eleven  years, 
editorial  judgment  and  an  unerring  facility  of  During  these  years  he  published  six  books,  in- 
picking  the  right  men  for  his  executives,  not  eluding  "The  Morals  of  Marcus"  and  "The 
only  in  the  business  ends,  but  for  the  editorial  Beloved  Vagabond, "  and  produced  two  plays, 
rooms.  Once  he  has  the  right  man  he  gives  On  Christmas  day,  1907,  Locke  found  that 
him  full  sway.  He  has  the  right  men  ever}*-  he  had  led  the  strenuous  life  as  long  as  was  good 
where,  it  may  be  said.  for  him  and  resigned  his  position  as  Secretary 

Mr.  Curtis  is  in  the  late  fifties,   a  quiet,  of  the  Royal  Institute  of  British  Architects. 

modest,  unassuming  man,  many  times  a  mil-  Since  then  he  has  written  two  novels  and  pro- 

lionaire.     He  lives  at  Wyncote,  Pennsylvania,  duced  two  plays. 

and  gets  his  subsidiary  fun  out  of  life  by  travel-  He  spends  his  time  partly  in  London  in  a 

ing  abroad  and  in  cruising  in  Atlantic  Waters  in  flat,  and  partly  in  a  little  Thames-side  house  in 

his  steam  yacht,  and  his  real  fun  in  planning  Berkshire.     It  is  here  that  he  wrote  "Septi- 

and  carrying  out  advertising  campaigns.     He  mus"  and  it  is  here  that  he  wrote  his  new  novel, 

is  a  courteous,  considerate  employer  and  a  "Simon  the  Jester,"  which  will  begin  serial 

charming  companion,  soft-spoken,  mild-man-  publication  in  The  American  Magazine  next 

nered,    widely-informed;    but    back    of    the  month. 
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HEN    Victor    Ken-  ReaJizing  ihe  additional  asset  which   an  ac- 
nard    of     Harvard  curate  drop   kicker  would   be   to  ihe   team, 
kicked  the  drop  which  asset  so  many  Harvard  teams  have  been 
kick  which  won    the    Har-  without,  Kennard  went  lo  Captain  "Hooks" 
vard-Yale  game  of  last  year.  Burr  before  college  closed  in  June,  and  talked 
many  people  called  it  luck.  over  this  particular  feature  of  the  game.     He 
Had    these   same   people,  told  Burr  that  he  would  agree  lo  practise  daily 
however,  spent  the  first  part  during  the  summer  months,  and  Burr  agreed 
of   their    summer    vacation  to  allow  him  ten  minutes  a  day  for  special 
at  Squam  Lake,  New  Hamp-  work  during  the  playing  season,  together  with 
shire,  they  would  long  since  a   reasonable  amount   of  additional   practise 
have  recalled  the  many  hours  behind  the  line  of  scrimmage. 
of  careful  work  which  Ihey        Kennard  then  went  to  work.  All  during  July, 
had  seen  him  spend  with  a  August  and  Sciitember,  he  practised,  studying 
football  and  concluded  that  the  detail  of  the  kick,  and  perfecting  the  funda- 
after  all  hard  work  and  not  mentals.    He  had  someone  pass  the  ball  to 
luck  was  really  the  cause  of  him,  so  as  to  increase  his  speed  and  accuracy 
his  success.  in  handling  it,  and  in  quickening  up  his  foot- 
That  drop  kick  was  really  work,  for  speed  is  essential  in  drop  kicking. 
started  early  in  the  spring  Then  in  the  evenings  he  took  his  ball  home 
of  1908,  when   Kennard,  in  with  him  and  made  a  detailed  study  of  the  art  of 
anticipation    of    just    some  dropping  it  so  that  it  would  rebound  accurately 
such  Ktualion  as  this,  began  and  at  the  right  distance  from  his  foot.      He 
aDd*laitf"u''hud      '"    school     himself     into    a  spent   periods  of  twenty  minutes  at  a  time 
coach  •■  Harv*rd      master     of     drop     kicking,  standing  against  a  wall  and  swinging  his  leg 
562 
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alongside  of  it  in  an  effort  to  develop  an  abso-  told  Kennard  that  it  had  been  decided  that  in 

lutely  straight  and  accurate  leg  drive.     He  case  Harvard  got  the  ball  inside  of  Yale's 

experimented    with    different    types   of   shoes  25-yard  line  with  third  down  .and  more  than 

until  be  bad  determined  which  brought  the  2  to  gain,  that  he  was  to  be  given  a  chance  lo 

best  results,  and  so  it  went  all  summer.     When  try  a  drop  kick. 

he  returned  to  college  he  had  so  far  mastered  On  the  Thursday  before  the  game  the  Har- 
these  details  that  on  one  occasion  he  kicked  vard  backs  and  ends  were  taken  to  Yale  field 
sixty  successive  goals  from  within  his  limils,  in  order  that  they  might  have  an  opportunity 
and  at  another  fifty-five.  To  be  sure  this  was  to  look  over  the  ground  before  the  game.  On 
not  done  under  pressure.  There  were  no  this  trip  Kennard  noticed  that  Yale  field  had 
opponents  rushing  through  on  him  and  he  been  thoroughly  gone  over  with  a  steam  roller, 
took  his  time;  nevertheless,  it  was  indicative  and  that  its  surface  was  as  flat  and  even  as  a 
of  the  hard  work  that  had  been  done.  From  billiard  table.  Reasoning  that  if  he  were 
then  on  Kennard's  efforts  were  directed  to-  called  on  for  a  kick  it  would  in  all  probability 
ward  the  perfection  of  his  kicking  under  the  develop  in  a  portion  of  the  field  thai  had  not 
actual  stress  of  playing  conditions.  He  worked  been  played  on  to  any  e.\tenl  he  decided  that 
daily  on  the  field  with  Nounse,  the  Varsity  it  would  not  be  necessary  to  jiick  any  special 
centre  and,  being  his  room-mate,  talked  s)>6l  to  kick  from,  as  he  had  always  had  to  do 
matters  over  with  him  until  finally  each  under-  on  the  tufted  surface  of  the  Stadium,  but  that 
stood  the  other  perfectly.  Nourse  knew  where  he  could  kick  from  any  spot.  Carrying  this 
Kennard  wanted  the  ball,  and  Kennard  knew  reasoning  still  further,  he  made  up  his  mind 
that  he  could  rely  absolutely  upon  getting  it  that  there  was  no  reason  why  there  should 
there,  thus  freeing  him  from  the  worr>-  of  un-  be  any  great  delay  in  getting  his  kick  off,  but 
certain  passing.  Meanwhile  Kennard  was  on  the  other  hand  that  there  was  every  reason 
given  three  opportunities  to  try  for  goals  in  why  he  should  hurry  it.  Would  not  Yale 
regular  games.  The  first  chance  came  in  the  know  the  moment  he  was  sent  in  that  a  drop 
opening  game  of  the  season — that  with  Bow-  kick  was  intended?  So  Kennard  told  Nourse 
doin,  in  which  he  failed  of  an  easy  goal.  His  that  if  he  were  called  on  for  a  kick  he  did 
second  Kry  was  in  the  Springfield  Training  not  wish  the  pass  delayed  any  longer  than 
School  game,  at  a  distance  of  thirty-five  yards,  was  absolutely  necessar)'  for  him  to  get  his 
and  he  made  it.  His  third  try,  which  came  in  position  and  allow  the  protective  hacks  to 
the  Indian  game,  at  a  distance  of  forty-five  get  theirs.  Nothing  was  said  to  the  rest  of 
yards,  and  from  a  point  close  to  the  side  lines,  the  team  about  it  but  every  detail  was  care- 
was  a  failure,  only,  however,  because  the  ball  fully  worked  out,  rehearsed  and  perfected, 
didnot  havethenecessary"carry."  Thedirec-  It  was  decided  that  in  order  to  save  every 
tion  was  good,  but  the  kick  fell  five  yards  fraction  of  a  second  and  thereby  to  make 
short.  Nothing  further  developed  until  the  the  surprise  of  the  Vale  team  the  greater, 
team  went  to  Farmington,  and  then  Haughlon  -  upon  going  on  to  the  field  Kennard  should 


Ver  Wdbe'i  lui  nm  wbicb  nude  Keniuud'i  drop  kick  posble 


564 


TTie  American  Magazine 


walk  backward  into  his  kicking  position  in  positions  when  tne  pass  was  made,  and  one 

order  that  he  might  keep  Nourse  always  in  at  least  of  the  Harvard  linemen  was  in  the 

line  with  the  qiiddle  point  of  the  cross  bar,  same  predicament.     One  VaJe  man  and  only 

thus  keeping  his  line  of  direction  accurate  and  one  came  through  with  the  ball,  but  Kennard 

making  unnecessary  any  further  adjustment  had  seen  that  his  protective  backs  were  in 

except    that   of   distance.     Then,    tliat    there  position  before  calling  for  the  pass,  and  the 

might  be  no  visi-  '           "" 


ble  sign  by  which 
any  vigilant  Kli 

might  surmise 
what  was  about 
to  happen,  Ken- 
nard and  Nourse 
agreed  upon  a 
private  signal  for 
the  passing  of  the 
•  ball.  A  slight 
movement  of  two 


fing 


3  it  V 


and  the  prepara- 
tion was  com- 

Then  came  the 
Yale  game.  Ken- 
nardi  sitting  on 
the  side  lines,  saw 
Yale  carry  the 
ball  down  to  Har- 
vard's 15  vard 
line;  he 'saw 
Harvard  rally, 
take  the  ball 
away  from  Vale 
and  then  start  on 
a  steady  rapid 
advance  towards 
Yale  goal  line,  now  75,  now  50, 
away.     The  teams  line  up  ;  it 


effectually  shoul- 
dered out  of  the 
way. 

Another  story 
of  hard  and  pains- 
taking work  lies 
behind  the  long 
runs  which  Chad- 
wick  and  Metcalf 
of  Yale  made  in 
the  Vale -Prince- 
ton and  Vale- 
Har\ard  games 
of  190?.  These 
runs,  which  won 
for  Vale  the 
championship  of 
the  year,  were 
really  worked  out 
in  the  last  two 
wetks  of  the 
preceding  season, 
that  of  1901, 
when  Harvard 
defeated  Vale  by 
a  score  of  22-0. 

It  seems  that 
during  the  latter 
part  of  this  sea- 
low  30  yards  son,  the  Vale  roaches  came  to  the  conclusion 
first  down —    that  as  matters  then  stood  Harvard  was  practi- 


Vidoc  Kennud  ptkctiuDg  kicking.  In  Ate  badcpound 
ii  Nourie,  ihe  Harvard  cmler  and  Kennard'i  room- 
mUe.  I(  wu  Nourie'i  ileKly  pauing  that  made  k 
powibte  for  Kennard  (o  get  o9  hit  kick  m   iwihljr 


the  signal  is  given,  the  play  is  off,  and  Harvard  cally  a  sure  winner  and  that  Vale's  only  chance 

has  made  no  gain.     The  second  play  brings  lay  in  the  development  of  some  good  nick  play, 

four  yards,  and  it  is  third  down  with  six  to  go  which,  if  successful,  might  enable  Yale  to  win 

on  Vale's  15  yard  line,  and  with  the  ball  just  or   at   least   prevent    her  from   being   over- 

a  few  yards  outbide  of  the  left-hand  goal  post,  whelmingly  beaten. 

Cutler  starts  to  give  his  signal;  e\-er)-one  is  Naturally  enough  the  responsibility  for  this 

anxious — Han'ard    men    for   fear   that    their  very  important  piece  of  work  fell  t<i  Waller 

team   cannot  make  the  distance,  Yale  men.  Camp,  the  man  who  has  made  Yule  football 

for  fear  that  they  will.     There  is  a  momentary  what   it   is  and   the  acknowledged   leader  in 

pause,  a  slight  commotion  on  the  side  lines,  football  pn>gress  the  country  over. 

something   is   about    to    happen.     Kennard's  Mr.  Camp  attacked  the  problem  in  a  very 

opportunity  has  come.     Out  he  trots,  glad  of  different  way  from  what  most  coaches  would 

the  chance,  rea<iy  for  it  in  every  detail,  confi-  have  done  for,  instead  of  planning  his  play 

dent    and    cool.     He    backs    carefully    into  from  the  [mint  of  view  of  his  own  team,  he 

position,  two  fingers  on  his  right  hand  twitch,  planned  it  from  that  of  his  opponents.      In- 

and  before  the  astonished  Yale  players  realize  stead  of  basing  it  upon  the  strength  of  his 

what  has  happened,  the  ball  has  been  sent  own  team,  he  based  it  upon  the  weakness  of 

straight  and  true  between  the  cross  bars,  and  Han'ard. 

Kennard's  year's  work  is  done.     So  smoothly.  Knowing  what  every  player  on  the  Harvard 

so  quickly  did  it  all  happen  that  several  of  the  team  had  been   coached    to  do  under  given 

Yale  line  men  were  not  even  in  their  regular  conditions  Camp  began  with  those  conditions 
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and  worked  backward.  For  example,  he  knew 
that  ill  case  Vale  were  to  send  a  play 
just  outside  of  tackle  on  the  right  side  of 
Harvard's  line,  the  Harvard  right  tackle 
would  come  through  on  the  outside  of  Yale's 
offensive  end,  that  the  Harvard  right  half  back 
would  at  least  start  to  the  right  and  that  the 
guard  would  attempt  to  come  through  low  and 
straight.  This  being  the  case,  Camp  reasoned 
that  what  he  wanted  was  a  play  which  should 
start  just  as  this  very  ordinary  play  did  hut 
should  develop  into  one  where  the  runner 
really  made  his  effort  at  the  spot  which  some 
one  of  these  three  men  had  momentarily 
vacated  or  was  in  the  act  of  vacating. 

He  finally  selected  the  opening  between 
right  guard  and  right  tackle  as  the  outlet  to 
his  play  and  then  worked  out  the  details  of  the 
false  attack,  the  concealment  of  the  runner, 
and  the  disposition  of  any  Harvard  man  who 
might  fail  to  do  as  cx|>ected.  With  this  Mr. 
Camp  took  the  play  to  Vale  field- and  gave  it  a 
thorough  trying  out  in  secret  practise.  It 
worked,  and  after  some  discussion,  the  coaches 
decided  to  use  it  in  the  Harvard  game.  On 
the  way  to  Boston,  however,  this  decision  was 
reconsidered  and  the  play  abandoned  on  the 
ground  that  the  team  had  already  more 
signals  than  it  could  carry  and  would  be  better 
off  without  this  additional  one. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  play  was  temporarily 
shelved  ;  but  not  for  long,  for  Mr,  Camp 
had  seen  the  play 
tested  under  the 
very  best  circum- 
stances and  he 
knew  that  it  was 
a  good  one.  He 
had  seen  it  played 
by  a  well-trained 
'Varsity  against 
a  strong  and  ex- 
perienced second 
team,  a  team  that 
could  not  be 
fooled  by  any  or- 
dinary trick,  and 


the  coaches  felt  that  they  were  running  no 
risk  of  discovery. 

Then  came  ihe  Princeton  game,  and  with  it 
the  first  public  trial  of  the  play.  The  game 
is  less  than  ten  minutes  old  and  Princeton  is 
leading  5-0.  The  ball  is  in  Yale's  possession 
on  Princeton's  49  yard  line,  Rockwell  gives 
his  signal,  the  signal  for  Ihe  play.  Camp  on 
the  side  lines  hears  it  and,  during  the  momen- 
tary pause  which  follows  before  the  play 
starts,  wonders  what  will  happen.  It  is  the 
crucial  moment  of  the  game  to  him  and  he 
centers  his  attention  at  the  selected  outlet.  At 
the  next  instjint  he  sees  Chadwick  dash  at  top 
speed  through  a  hole  in  the  Princeton  line  that 
is  big  enough  for  a  coach  and  four,  and  Yale 
has  taken  the  lead. 

A  little  later  Yale  tries  the  play  again  with 
a  similar  result. 

On  this  second  try  a  most  peculiar  thing 
happens.  Chadwick  again  takes  the  ball, 
and,  making  a  very  quick  start  reaches  his 
outlet  befi)re  the  hole  is  fully  developed.  Never- 
theless, he  breaks  through  the  line  and  is 
appearing  on  the  other  side  when  he  is  cut 
down  in  his  rear  leg  by  Fouike,  the  Princeton 
right  half  back,  who  entirely  deceived  by  the 
false  attack  and  doing  his  utmost  to  get  com- 
pletely past  the  spot  is  just  slow  enough  to 
trip  up  his  man.  Chadwick  stumbles  and 
falls  on  one  knee  and  for  a  moment  a  most 
ludicrous  menial  picture  presents  itself.  Here 
are  two  players 
struggling  as  hard 


he-  kn 


that 


it  would  succeed 
against  Princeton 
and  Harvard. 

Nothing  more 
was  heard  of  the 
play  until  the 
next  season  and 
then  it  was  tried 
only  in  secret 
practise  or  on 
occasions    where 


;  the 


■  kno 


free 
themselves  from 
an  unwilling 
tangle,  the  man 
with  the  ball  that 
he  may  continue 
down  the  field, 
the  other  that 
he  may  release 
the  very  man 
whom  he  wishes 


but 


St    t<J 


atch 


i  not 
recognize.  Each 
lends  the  other 
every  possible 
assistance  and 
in  a  moment 
Chadwick  is  up 
again  and  on  his 
way.  The  final 
score  is  Yale  23, 
Princeton  5. 
The    Harvard 


game  arrives  and  the  Harvard  players  having  Yale  team  there  were  many  of  the  coaches 

heard  of    the  Chadwick    run    keep  a  close  and   players   who  declared   that   while   they 

watch   on   this    particular  player.     But  Yale  would  probably  succeed  against  minor  teams 

has    foreseen     this     probability     and     when  they  would  never  work  against  the  bigger  ones, 

finally  the   runner  breaks  loose  it    is   Met-  The  plays  were  too  slow  and  heavy,  they  said, 

calf   instead   of   Chadwick   and   the   play  is  This  feeling  grew  and  grew,  until  just  before 

again  a  success.    Yale  wins  and  Waller  Camp's  the   Indian  game  there  was  strong  talk   of 

brains  have  mode  a  reputation  for  another  Yale  abandoning  the  formation  altogether.       Mr. 

learn  and  landed  another  championship.  Camp,  howcier,  held  out  for  it  and  to  show 

A  second  very  interesting  page  from  the  his  faith  promised  thai  if  Yale  did  not  defeat 

Yale  football  annals  is  that  which  deals  with  the  Indian  team  by  30  points  he  would  himself 

the  development  of  the  famous  "tackle-back"  agree  to  a  change.     The  Indian  game  came 

formation  which  in  1900  enabled  Yale  to  defeat  and  Yale  won  it  36-0.     From  that  time  on  all 

Princeton  29-0  and  Han'ard  28-0.  criticism  slopped  and  the  "lackle-back"  be- 

This   formation   was  the  work  of  Walter  came  a  permanent  part  of  Yale's  offense. 

Camp  and,  like  the  play  just  described,  was  These  instances  are  very  fair  illustrations 

based  wholly  upon  the  defensive  play  of  Yale's  of  one  of  the  three  main  ways  by  which  football 

opponents.  games  are  won,  that  is  to  say  by  long  pains- 

When  Mr.  Camp  first  gave  the  plays  lo  the  taking  preparations  on  the  part  of  the  coaches 
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for  every  emergency  that  may  arise.  They 
show  how  carefully  the  coaches  search  through 
their  squads  for  any  unusual  ability  that  may 
be  hidden  in  some  new  candidate  and  then  how 
they  plan  in  order  to  utilize  this  ability  to  the 
best  advantage  in  the  most  important  contests. 
Besides  this  they  show  how  much  careful 
thinking  frequently  lies  behind  a  play  which 
when  on  the  field  requires  but  a  moment  for 
its  successful  execution. 

A  second  way  in  which  games  are  won  is 
through  the  individual  brilliancy  of  a  captain 
or  quarter  back  in  first  recognizing  an  un- 
expected weakness  in  the  defense  of  an  oppo- 
nent (which  the  regular  plays  of  the  team 
cannot  reach)  and  then  of  inventing  a  play 
or  altering  one  that  is  in  use,  while  the  game 
is  actually  in  progress,  which  shall  take  the 
most  etTective  advantage  of  that  weakness. 
When  this  happens  the  resuUs  are  often  quite 
as  much  of  a  surprise  to  the  coaches  as  to  the 
spectators. 

Such  a  play  occurred  in  the  Harvard-West 
Point  game  of  '01.  The  game  was  a  close 
one,  neither  side  had  scored,  and  with  the  ball 
in  Harvard's  possession  on  West  Point's  65 
yard  line,  and  but  four  minutes  to  play, 
a  tie  game  seemed  inevitable.  Three  minutes 
elapsed,  and  Harvard  had  made  but  five  yards. 
The  spectators  began  to  leave  their  seats, 
when  suddenly  a  frantic  cheer  broke  out  from 
the  Harvard  section,  and  Bob  Kernan  was 
seen  running  down  the  field  with  no  one  but 


the  back  field  man  between  him  and  the  goal 
line.  As  the  players  met,  Kernan's  left  hand 
shot  out,  the  West  Pointer  was  straight  armed, 
and  Kernan  had  scored  with  but  30  seconds  to 
spare.  The  whole  thing  looked  like  the 
biggest  piece  of  luck,  and  yet  it  was  really  a 
tribute  to  the  shrewdness  of  Captain  Dave 
Campbell. 

The  Har\'ard  team  had  come  to  West  Point 
with  a  very  hmited  repertoire  of  plays,  com- 
prising six  from  the  ordinary  simple  formation 
and  two  from  a  very  primitive  tackle-back. 
West  Point  soon  solved  the  simple  attack  and 
the  Harvard  gains  grew  shorter  and  shorter. 
Finding  that  the  simple  plays  were  practically 
worthless,  quarter  back  Matthews  fell  back 
upon  his  tackle-back  plays  and  calling  upon 
the  powerful  Cutis  to  head  them,  sent  him 
crashing  time  after  time  into  the  guard  and 
tackle  hole  on  the  right  hand  side  of  the  line, 
where  for  a  time  some  progress  was  made. 
Finally  West  Point  succeeded  in  slopping  this 
play  too,  and  Harv'ard  was  apparently  at  the 
end  of  her  rope.  But  right  here  was  where 
Captain  Campbell  came  in.  Playing  as  he  was 
just  outside  of  the  point  of  attack,  he  noticed 
that  on  each  rush  the  West  Point  guard,  tackle 
and  rush  line  half-back  were  diving  in  under 
the  plays,  and  in  consequence,  leaving  the 
opening  between  tackle  and  end  practically 
unguarded.  The  end  to  be  sure  was  free,  but 
he  was  playing  wide  and  because  no  plays  had 
been  attempted  In  his  direction  for  some  time, 


Coy,  tbe  Yale  full-back,  {Vkctbing  goal  lucking.     Coy  a  unquet- 
lioiubly  the  greatcit  all  alound  (ootball  player  now  on  die  field 
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had  grown  careless.     If,   thougtit   Campbell,  fasi  as   he   can,    but    is  soon  distanced,  and 

we  can  only  devise  some  variation  to  this  play  Kernan    races    on     alone.      The     ..Aijcctant 

which  shall  start  off  just  as  this  one  does  and  figure   in   the  back   field  moves  over  into  a 

yet  develop  into  a  j)lay  between  tackle  and  end,  position  where   Kernan  in  passing   must  ex- 

I  bclie^'e  that  we  can  get  Bob  Kernan  loose.  ]K>se  his  left  side.     The  big  half-bacic  readies 

Accordingly,  he  called  the  team  together  and  this  point,  the  opponent  crouches  and  dives 

explained  his  plan.     Cutts  was  to  be  sent  into  for  his  man.    The  tackle  seems  lo  be  perfect, 

the  line  in  the  usual  way  fi)r  two  or  three  plays  but  Kenian  has  one  more  card  to  play.    His 

in  order    lo    confirm    the    habit    which   the  left  hand  shoots  out  and  at  the  same  moment 

Cadets    had    developed    of  diving  under  the  that  it  meets  the  head  of  the  tackier  he  swer\'es 

play  at  the  suspected  point  of  attack,  and  thus  to  the  right.     The  tackier,   h(iwever,    is  not 

putting  themselves  completely  out  of  it  in  case  wholly  to  be  denied,  and  manages  to  get  a 

the  play  happened  to  go  elsewhere.     Fo|]<)wing  partial  hold  on  the  runner's  left  leg  ;    but 

this  series  of  plays  was  to  come  the  stn)kc  m>on  Kernan  is  equal  to  the  situation  and  with  a 

which  so  much  depended.     Cutts  was  lo  be  wriggling  twist  of  his  body  tears  himself  free 

brought  back  as  usual,  and  to  all  intents  and  and  plants  the  ball  squarely  between  the  posts, 

purposes,  sent  again  into  the  guard-tackle  hole.  Campbell's  head  work  has  saved  the  day. 

Instead  of  carrying  the  ball,  however,  he  was  Another  instance  of  this  kind  occurred  in 

to  go  in  without  it,  making  nevertheless,  as  the  Harvard-Pennsylvania  game  of  1900,  when 

much  of  a  demonstration  as  he  could  in  order  Captain  Hare  of  the  Pennsylvania  team  re- 

to  mislead  the  opponents  and  thus  give  the  vived  a  discarded  play  which  enabled  him  to 

real  play  as  much  time  as  possible  in  which  score  the  only  five  points  which  Pennsylvania 

to  form  and  get  under  way.     The  halt  back  made  in  that  contest. 

and  full  back  were  to  take  the  end,   while  It  was  about  the  middle  of  the  second  half 

Campbell  himself  was  to  look  after  the  rush  and  Hanard  with  a  lead  of  17  points  seemed 

line  half  back  or  any  other  free  man  who  practically  certain  of  preventing  her  opponents 

might  unexpectedly  appear.     Kernan  was  to  from  scoring.     Just  at  this  juncture,  however, 

take  the  ball  between  tackle  and  end  with  Pennsylvania,  securing  possession  of  a  fumble 

quarter-back  Matthews  as  a  free  interferer.  on  the  Hanard   33  yard  line,   took  an  un- 

These  arrangements,  which  it  takes  so  long  e.\[»ected  brace,  and  by  superb  effort  carried 

to  explain  on  paper,  were  made  in  a  little  over  "the  ball  to  Harvard's  8  yard  line.     Here  the 

half  a  minute,  and  the  men  rcturnctl  to  their  Hanard  defense  stiffened  again  and  after  two 

places.       The     foundation     plays     went     off  rushes  it  was  third  down  with  two  to  gain. 


smoothly  and  the 
ball    is   passed, 


Cutts 


ith   a 


"hard 
his  lips,  plunges 
into  the  line.  The 
two  Harvard 
backs  drive  the 
end  well  out, 
Campbell  crowds 
the  rush  line  half 
in  towards  the 
centre,  and  in  an 
instant  Kernan  is 
through  and  go- 
ing faster  and 
faster.  In  a  mo- 
ment he  has 
cleared  the  dan- 
ger zone  of 
struggling  play- 
ers, and  only  one 
man  stands  be- 
tween him  and 
victory.  Mat- 
thews has  run  as 


had  arrived.  The  Captain  Hare  was  in  a  quandary  as  to  what 
signal  to  give. 
Harvard  had 
stopped  the 
three  previous 
plays  with  so 
little  gain  that  he 
did  not  feel  war- 
ranted in  run- 
ning the  risk  of 
losing  the  ball  by 
tr)-ing  to  buck 
the  line  any  fur- 
ther, and  yet .  he 
wanted  to  score. 
It  was  a  situation 
which  warranted 
the  taking  of  big 
chances  and  he 
was  ready  for 
them. 

Studying  the 
position  of  the 
Harvard  men 
carefully,  and 
pretty  well    in- 


formed  by  this  time  as  to  what  each  man 
would  probably  do  under  given  conditions, 
he  saw  that  Harvard  was  ready  for  any 
regular  play  that  Pennsylvania  might  try ; 
indeed,  she  seemed  to  know  just  where 
every  play  was  expected  to  go  and  to  have 
men  stationed  at  every  outlet.  Analyzing 
the  situation  still  further,  he  saw  that  while 
this  disposition  of  the  Harvard  team  made 
it  very  strong  at  the  ordinary  points  of 
attack,  it  left  it  proportionately  weak  at  other 
points,  but  .unfortunately  for  him  at  points 
where  he  could  not  bring  a  single  one  of  his 
plays  to  bear. 

Finally,  he  concluded  that  a  goal  from  place- 
ment was  the  best  alternative,  but  before  call- 
ing for  it,  he  decided  to  consult  McCracken, 


the  other  guard.  The  latter  suggested  that 
they  try  an  end  nm  which  Woodruff  had  given 
them  early  in  the  season,  but  which  had  been 
discarded  in  the  later  games  because  it  had 
proven  too  slow  and  too  much  of  a  lax  on 
Hare's  strength.  Hare  saw  at  once  that  this 
play  was  peculiarly  suited  to  the  Han-ard 
defense  of  the  moment  and  so  he  called  the 
team  together  and  impressed  upon  ihem  their 
individual  duties. 

They  were  to  assume  the  regular  guards- 
back  formation  on  the  right  of  center  as  though 
planning  again  to  buck  the  line.  The  play, 
however,  was  to  be  a  simple,  wide  end-run  to 
the  left,  though  rendered  more  effecti\e  than  (he 
common  one  by  having  five  interierers,  the  three 
backs,  the  quarter-back  and  the  other  guard. 
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The  teams  lined  up,  the  ball  was  passed  see  this  through.     I  shall  not  be  captain,  and 

and  the  eager  Harvard  players  closed  in  on  it  I  may  not  make  the  team,  but  I  am  coming 

from  all  sides.     So  eager  were  they  and  so  back  for  another  chance. "     The  coach  tugged 

certain  that  the  play  would  be  a  buck  that  they  at  his  arm  and  the  two  moved  silently  on. 
dove  into  the  line  without  reserve  and  did  not        A  year  has  passed  and  the  Harvard-Prince- 

notice  Hare  until  he  had  broken  well  away  ton  game  has  arrived.     The  two  teams  have 

from  his  interference  and  was  running  alone  wrestled  with  each  other  for  one  full  half  and 

toward    the   goal.     Several   Harvard   players  part  of  the  second.     Neither  team  has  scored, 

started  after  him,  but  he  had  too  much  of  a  and  neither  seems  to  have  gained  any  advan- 

start,  and  easily  outdistanced  them.  tage.     It  appears  to  be  a  stand  oflf  and  there 

Another  great  player  had  met  and  overcome  is  nothing  to  indicate  that  a  crisis  is  at  hand, 

a  seemingly  imp>ossible  situation.  The  long  line  of  Harvard  substitutes  fringing 

A  third  way  in  which  big  games  are  won  or  the  field  is  in  a  high  state  of  excitement,  each 
the  tide  of  victory  turned  is  through  the  skill  man  is  struggling  hard  to  down  the  ever  in- 
and  fine  discrimination  of  the  quarter-back  in  creasing  desire  to  get  into  the  play,  for  to  these 
selecting  from  the  many,  the  one  play  which  loyal  fellows  even  the  thought  of  playing,  in- 
exactly suits  the  conditions  of  the  moment.  volving  as  it  does  an  injury  to  one  of  the  first 

Of  such  a  nature  was  the  play  that  developed  string,  is  treason.     To  one  man  in  particular, 

during  a  Harvard-Princeton  game  of  ninety-  the  situation  seems  absolutely  unbearable.     It 

six.     To  give  this  play  a  proper  setting  it  will  is  the  Harvard  captain  of  the  previous  season, 

be  necessary  to  mention  briefly  one  or  two  now  substitute  end.     He  cannot  sit  still.     The 

circumstances  connected  with  the  correspond-  game  is  slipping  by,  and  with  it  the  chance  for 

ing  game  of  the  year  before.     Harvard  and  which  he  has  waited  a  year.     He  is  mentally 

Princeton  had  made  an  agreement  to  play  each  beside  himself.     Suddenly  a  Harvard  player 

other  for  two  consecutive  years.     The  time  is  hurt.     It  is  an  end,  and  while  the  doctor  is 

for  the  first  game  arrived  and  Harvard  was  trying   to   get   him   in  shape,  the  substitute 

looked  upon  as  a  sure  winner.     The  game  is   told   to   warm  up.     He  needs  no  second 

began  and  Harvard,  as  was  expected,  forced  call.     Up  he  jumps,  and  up  and  down  the 

the  ball  steadily  down  the  field  until  it  rested  field  he  trots,  close  to  the  waiting  teams.  He 

on  the  very  threshold  of  the  Princeton  goal,  is  the  happiest  man  on  the  field. 
Every  one  expected  that  the  next  play  would        The  wait  is  a  fairly  long  one  and  the  players, 

bring  a  touch  down.     The  play  was  started  with  one  exception,  have  relaxed  and  are  taking 

and  all  seemed  well  until,  to  the  dismay  of  the  things   easy.     This   one   man   is   Smith,    the 

Harvard  rooters,  the  ball  was  seen  to  shoot  Princeton  quarter-back,  the  man,  who  in  a  few 

out  of  the  pile.     It  was  a  fumble.     Like  a  moments  must  give  the  signal  for  the  next 

flash  Sutor,  of  the  Princeton  team,  was  upon  it,  play.     His  eyes  follow  the  substitute.       He 

and  before  the  Harvard  players  realized  what  notes  his  unusual  impatience  and  his  mind  is 

had  happened,  was  racing  off  in  that  aggra-  busy. 

vating   Princeton   way   toward    the   Harvard        Meanwhile,  up  in  the  stands  a  group  of  three 

goal  line.     He  was  eventually  overhauled  on  men  are  holding  a  most  interesting  conversa- 

the    ten    yard    line,    but    a    Princeton    score  tion.     They    are    Caspar    Whitney,    Walter 

soon  followed.     This  score  seemed  to  throw  Camp  and  Lorin  Deland,  all  students  of  the 

the   Harvard   team  off   its   balance,  and  the  game.     At  this  particular  instance  they  are 

game  finally  went  to  Princeton  by  the  score  discussing    the    strategy    of    the    game,    and 

of  12  to  4.  attempting  from  a  Princeton  standpoint   to 

The  Harvard  team  returned  to  Cambridge  settle  upon  the  proper  play  with  which  to  re- 

that  night  and  it  so  happened  that  the  road  to  open  the  game.     Mr.  Camp  suggests  that  he 

the  depot  passed  very  close  to  the  Princeton  would  send  the  first  play  at  the  substitute,  and 

field.     As  the  disconsolate  players  arrived  at  that  he  would  select  such  a  play  as  should 

this  point,  one  small  group  of  two  men  stopped  start  between  tackle  and  end  in  order  to  draw 

and  looked  in.     It  was  the  Harvard  captain,  the  end  in  (for  it  was  a  part  of  the  Harvard 

and  a  coach.     It  was  dark,  but  the  outline  defense  at  that  time  to  send  her  ends  in  sharply) 

of  the  field  was  plainly  visible.     Papers  and  but  that  should  finally  develop  into  a  wide  end 

other  litter  strewed   the  ground.      To  these  run.     The  others  agree  that  this  is  the  proper 

two  men  the  field  seemed  desolation  itself,  play,  and  the  conversation  stops  as  the  teams 

For   a   moment    or    two     they    stood    there  line  up.     Mr.  Camp  has  been  watching  the 

in  silence,   then    the   captain's  head  moved  two  teams  during  the  interval  and  has  seen 

slowly  up  and  down  and  he  said,  "  I  graduate  Smith  eyeing  the  substitute.     The  signal  is 

this  year,  but  I  am  coming  back  next  year  to  given  and  the  ball  is  about  to  be  passed,  when 


Mr.  Camp,  without  taking  his  eyes  off  the 
play,  nudges  Mr.  Deland  and  says,  "Lorin, 
Lorin,  watch  this  play,  it  will  be  a  louch-down 
for  Princeton."  And  sure  enough  the  play 
develops  as  Mr.  Camp  had  predicted — Prince- 
ton scores,  and  on  the  very  play  which  has 
previously  been  chosen  by  all  three  as  ihc 
slrategicd  one  of  the  moment.  The  play 
starts  for  a  point  just  outside  oE  tackle;  the 
eager  end  rushes  in,  Is  smothered  in  the  inter- 
ference, and  the  half  back  running  wide, 
crosses  the  Harvard  goal  line  forty  yards  away 
for  the  first  score.  Smith  had  sized  up  the 
situation  and  from  the  forty  or  fifty  plays  at 
his  command,  had  chosen  the  one  and  the 
only  one  which  was  exactly  suited  to  the 
emei^ency.     Smith  had  seen  his  opportunity 


and  Camp  had  realized  that  he  saw  it.     Such 
are  the  tragedies  of  the  football  field. 

Stories  like  these  are  common  to  football; 
every  year  has  its  Chadwicks,  Kennards,  and 
Hares.  Told  as  I  have  told  them,  from  the 
standjioint  of  the  players  who  figured  most 
prominently  in  them,  these  stories  sound  like 
accounts  of  purely  individual  pwrformances, 
and  yet  not  one  of  them  would  ha\e  been  pos- 
sible without  the  highest  degree  of  team  play 
back  of  it.  Team  work  is  absolutely  essential 
to  success  in  football.  Indeed,  it  is  team  work 
in  its  broadest  sense,  implying  as  it  does  the 
qualities  of  courage,  self-denial,  self-control, 
determination,  discipline  and  resourcefulness 
that  has  made  football  the  great  American 
college  sport. 
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A  I  AHE  New  Lady's  house  was  marked  by  a  through  the  lush  grass  of  a  fenceless  meadow, 

I       row  of  poplars  outside  the  fence,  as  if  and  she  had  almost  nm  him  down,  lying  on  his 

the   very   road   changed   its   character  face  in  the  green  under  a  cottonwood. 

when  it  passed  her  house.     As  for  Nicholas,  *'0h,   what  is  the  matter?"  she  had  de- 

when  he  went  by  that  house  he  became  another  manded  in  some  alarm. 

being.     This  night — the  first  time  that  he  had  And:  ^'Nothing.     I  just  like  it, "  he  had  been 

ever  entered  her  gate — the  protection  of  the  surprised  into  saying. 

twilight  alone  kept  him  from  running  away.  "So  do  I,  "she  had  told  him  heartily.   "So  do 

Once  under  the  poplars  he  did  not  know  what  L     What, "  she  had  asked,  ''  do  you  like  about 

way  to  look.     To  seem  to  look  straight  along  it,  best?^* 

the  road  was  unnatural.  To  seem  to  look  out  "  I  guess — I  guess  I  like  it  just  on  account  of 
across  the  opp)osite  fields  was  hypocrisy.  To  its  being  the  way  it  is,"  he  had  answered  un- 
lock at  her  house  was  unthinkable.     So,  as  he  certainly. 

went  in  at  the  gate  and  up  the  aster-bordered  "That  is  a  very,  very  nice  reason,"  she  had 

walk,  he  examined  the  back  of  his  hand — near,  commented.    *'  Again,  so  do  L  "    And  she  had 

and  then  a  little  farther  away.     As  he  reached  left  him,  she  remembered,  looking  about  as  if 

the   steps    he    was   absorbedly  studying    his  he  saw  it  all  for  the  first  time, 

thumb.  After\vard,  at  a  supper  in  the  village  church 

From  a  place  of  soft  light,  shed  through  a  "lecture-room, "  she  had  seen  him  again,  bring- 

pink  box  shade  on  the  table,  and  of  scattered  ing  in  a  great  freezer  of  ice-cream.     She  had 

willow  chairs  and  the  big  leaves  of  plants,,  she  greeted  him  and  he  had  all  but  dropped  the 

came  toward  him.  freezer.     Then  a  certain  big,  obvious  deacon, 

"  You  did  come  I "  she  said.   "  I  thought  you  whose  garden  adjoined  her  own,  had  come  and 

wouldn't,  really. "  snatched  the  burden  away,  as  importantly  as  if 

With  the  utmost  effort  Nicholas  detached  one  he  had  made  himself  at  the  very  least;  and  the 
hand  from  his  hat  brim  and  gave  it  her.  From  boy  had  stood,  shamefaced,  trying  to  say  some- 
head  to  foot  he  was  conscious,  not  of  the  touch  thing.  She  had  greeted  him  very  gently,  and 
of  her  hand,  little  and  soft,  but  of  the  bigness  though  he  had  answered  almost  nothing,  his 
and  coarseness  of  his  own  hand.  face  had  lighted  as  at  a  summons.     So  she  had 

"  I  hated  to  come  like  everything,"  he  said,  divined  his  tragedy — the  loneliness  which  his 

At    this  of    course   she  laughed,  and  she  shyness  masked  as  some  constant  plight  of 

went  back  to  her  willow  chair  and  motioned  confusion. 

him  to   his.     He  got   upon   it,   crimson  and  "  Come  and  see  me  sometimes, "  she  had  im- 

wretched.  pulsively  bidden  him.     "  Do  you  know  where  I 

"  As  much  as  that ! "  she  observed.  live  ?  " 

"  You  know  I  wanted  to  come  awfully,  too, "  Did  he  know  that!    Since  that  day  in  the 

he  modified  it,  "but  I  dreaded  it — like  sixty,  meadow  had  he  known  anything  else.''    And 

I — I  can't  explain.     .     .     . "  he  stumbled.  now,  after  a  fortnight  of  hard  trying,  he  was 

"  Don't, "  saicj  the  New  Lady  lightly,  and  come.     He  sat  staring  at  her,  trying  to  realize 

took  pity  on  him  and  rang  a  little  bell.  that  he  was  on  her  veranda,  hearing  the  sound 

She  thought  again  how  fine  and  distinguished  of  the  little  bell  she  had  rung.     He  had  wanted 

he  was,  as  he  had  seemed  to  her  on  the  day,  something   like    this,    wistfully,    passionately, 

soon  after  her  coming  to  the  village,  when  she  Miserable  as  he  was,  he  rested  in  the  moment 

had  first  spoken  to  him.     She  had  driven  out  as  within  arms.     And  the  time  seemed  dis- 

alone  and  at  a  fancy  had  crossed  right  away  tilled  in  that  little  silver  bell-sound  and  the 
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intimacy  of  waiting  with  her  for  some  one  to 
come. 

He  knew  that  some  one  with  a  light  foot- 
fall did  come  to  the  veranda.  He  heard  the 
New  Lady  call  her  Elfa.  But  he  saw  only  her 
hands,  plump  and  capable  and  shaped  like  his 
own,  moving  among  the  glasses.  After  which 
his  whole  being  became  absorbed  in  creditably 
receiving  the  tall,  cool  tumbler  on  the  tray 
which  the  capable  hands  held  uut  lo  him.  A 
period  of  suspended  intelligence  ensued,  until 
he  set  the  empty  glass  on  the  table.  Then  the 
little  maid  had  gone,  and  the  New  Lady,  sipping 
her  own  glass,  was  talking  to  him. 

"  You  were  lying  on  the  grass  that  day, "  she 
said,  "as  if  you  understood  grass.  Not  many 
do  understand  about  grass,  and  almost  nobody 
understands  the  country.  People  say,  'Come, 
let  us  go  into  the  country,'  and  when  we  get 
there  is  it  the  country  they  want  at  all?  No,  it 
is  the  country  sports,  the  country  home,  every- 
thing but  the  real  country.  They  play  match 
games.  They  make  expeditions,  climb  things 
in  a  stated  time,  put  in  a  day  at  a  stated  place. 
I  often  think  that  they  must  go  home  leaving 
the  country  quite  aghast  that  they  could  ha^'e 
come  and  gone  and 
paid  so  little  heed  to  it. 
Presently  I  am  going 
to  have  some  charihing 
people  out  here  at  my 
house  who  will  do  the 
same  thing. " 

So  she  talked,  asking 
him  nothing,  even  her 
eyes  leaving  him  free. 
It  seemed  to  him.  tense 
and  alert  and  ill  at  ease 
as  he  listened,  that  he, 
too,  was  talking  lo 
her.  From  the  pressing 
practicalities,  the  self- 
important  deacon,  the 
people  who  did  not 
trouble  to  talk  to  him, 
his  world  abruptly  escap- 
ed, and  in  that  world  he 
walked,  an  escaped 
thing,  too. 

Yet  when  she  paused, 
he  looked  out  at  her 
shrinkingly  from  under 
his  need  to  reply.  He 
did  not  look  at  her  face, 
but  he  looked  at  her 
hands,  so  little  that 
each  time  he  saw  Ihem 
they  were  a  new  sur- 
prise and,  somehow, 


alien  to  him.  He  looked  away  from  ihem  to  the 
friendliness  of  her  smile.  And  when  he  heard 
himself  saying  detached,  irrelevant  things,  he 
again  fell  to  studying  one  of  his  own  hands,  big 
and  coarse  and  brown.  Oh,  he  thought,  the 
difference  between  her  and  him  was  so  hope- 
lessly the  difference  in  their  hands! 

In  an  absurdly  short  time  the  need  to  be 
gone  was  upon  him;  but  of  this  he  could  not 
speak,  and  he  sat  half  unconscious  of  what  she 
was  saying,  because  of  his  groping  for  the 
means  to  get  away.  Clearly,  he  must  not  in- 
terrupt her  to  say  that  he  must  go.  Neither 
could  he  reply  to  what  she  said  by  announcing 
his  intention.  And  yet  when  he  answered  what 
she  said,  straightway  her  exquisite  voire  went 
on  with  its  speech  to  him.  How,  he  wondered, 
does  anybody  ever  get  away  from  an)'where? 
If  only  something  would  happen,  so  that  he 
could  slip  within  it  as  within  doors,  and  take 
his  leaie. 

Something  did  happen.  By  way  of  the  New 
Lady's  garden,  and  so  to  her  side  door,  there 
arrived  those  whose  garden  adjoined  her  own 
— the  big,  obvious,  self-important  deacon,  and 
behind  htm  Three  Light  Gowns.  The  little 
maid  Elfa  came  show- 
ing them  through  the 
house,  in  the  pleasant 
custom  of  the  village. 
And  when  the  New 
Lady,  with  pretty,  ex- 
pected murmurings, 
rose  to  meet  them, 
Nicholas  got  to  his  feet 
confronting  the  crisis  of 
saying  gmid-by,  and  the 
moment  closed  upon 
him  like  a  vise.  He 
heard  his  voice  falter 
among  the  other  voices, 
he  saw  himself  under 
the  necessity  to  take  her 
hand  and  the  deacon's 
hand,  and  the  hands,  so 
lo  speak,  of  the  Three 
Light  Gowns;  and  this 
he  did  as  in  a  kind  of 
unpractised,  bewildering 
minuet. 

And  then  he  found 
his  eyes  on  a  level  with 
eyes  that  he  had  not 
seen  before — blue  eyes, 
gentle,  watching,  wide 
— and  a  fresh,  friendly 
little  face  under  soft  hair. 
It  was  Eifa,  taking  away 
the  empty  glasses.    And 
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the  boy,  in  his  dire  need  to  ease  the  instant,  "No,"  he  admitted,  "no — I  don't  suppose 

abruptly  and  inexplicably — held  out  his  hand    they  do.     I  didn't  think " 

to  her,  too.   She  blushed,  sent  a  frightened  look  But  he  had  not  thought  of  her  at  all. 

to  her  mistress,  and  took  the  hand  in  hers  that  "By  the  door  all  day  I  let  in  hand-shakes," 

was  plump  and  capable,  with  its  strong,  round  she  said,  "  an'  then  I  let  'em  out  again.     But  I 

wrist.     And,  the  little  maid  being  now  in  an  shouldn't  get  any  of  'em  for  me. " 

embarrassment   like  his  own,  the  two  hands  That,  Nicholas  saw,  was  true  enough.  Even 

clung  for  a  moment,  as  if  they  had  each  the  he  had  been  mortified  because  he  had  taken 

need.  her  hand. 

"Good  night,"  she  said,  trembling.  "Once,"  Elfa  said,  "I  fed  a  woman  by  the 

"Good  night,"  said  the  New  Lady,  very  backdoor.    An' when  she  went  she  took  a-hold 

gently.  o'  my  hand,  thankful.    An'  then  you  done  it 

"  Oh,  good  nighlf"  burst  from  the  boy  as  he  too — like  it  was  a  mistake.     That's  all,  since  I 

fled  away.  worked    out.     I    don't    know    folks    outside 

much,   only  some   that   don't   shake   hands, 

It  was  Elfa  who  admitted  him  at  his  next  'count  o'  seemin'  ashamed  to. " 

coming.     The  screened  porch  was  once  more  in  "  I  know, "  said  Nicholas, 

soft  light  from  the  square  rose  shade,   and  "Sometimes,"  she  went  on,   "folks  come 

the  place  had  the  usual  pleasant,  haunted  air  here  an'  walk  in  to  see  her,  an'  they  don't  shake, 

of  the  settings  of  potentialities.    As  if  poten-  Ain't  it  funny — when  folks  can  an'  don't? 

tiality  were  a  gift  of  enchantment  to  human  When  they  come  from  the  city  next  week,  the 

folk.  whole  house'll  shake  hands,  but  me.     Once  I 

The  New  Lady  was  not  at  home,  Elfa  told  went  to  prayer-meetin'  an'   I   hung  around 

him,  in  her  motherly  little  heart  pitying  him.  waitin'  to  see  if  somebody  wouldn't.     But  they 

And  at  the  news  he  sat  down,  quite  simply,  in  didn't — any  of  'em.    It  was  rainin'  outside  an'  I 

the  chair  in  which  he  had  sat  before.     He  must  guess  they  thought  I  come  with  somebody's 

see  her.     It  was  unthinkable  that  she  should  rubbers." 

be  away.  Nicholas  looked  at  her  a  little  fearfully.     It 

On  the  willow  table  lay  her  needlework.  It  had  seemed  to  him  that,  in  a  great  world  of 
was' soft  and  white  beyond  the  texture  of  most  light,  he  had  always  moved  in  a  little  hollow  of 
clouds,  and  she  had  wrought  on  it  a  pattern  like  darkness  and  detachment.  Were  there,  then, 
the  lines  on  a  river.  As  his  eyes  rested  on  it,  other  hollows  like  thit  ?  Places  to  which  out- 
Nicholas  could  fancy  it  lying  against  her  white  stretched  hands  never  penetrate  ?  A  great  un- 
gown  and  upon  it  her  incomparable  hands,  derstanding  and  wistfulness  possessed  him  and 
Someway,  she  seemed  nearer  to  him  when  he  he  burst  out  in  an  effort  to  express  it. 
was  not  with  her  than  when,  with  her  incom-  "  You're  a  funny  girl, "  he  said, 
parable  hands  and  her  fluent  speech,  she  was  She  flushed,  and  suddenly  lifted  one  hand  and 
in  his  presence.  When  she  was  not  with  him  looked  at  it.  Nicholas  watched  her  now  in- 
he  could  think  what  to  say  to  her.  When  he  tently.  She  studied  the  back  of  her  hand, 
stood  before  her — the  thought  of  his  leave-  turned  it,  and  sat  absorbedly  examining  her 
taking  on  that  veranda  seized  upon  him,  so  that  little  thumb.  And  Nicholas  felt  a  sudden 
he  caught  his  breath  in  the  sharp  thrust  of  sense  of  understanding,  of  gladness  that  he 
mortified  recollection,  and  looked  away  and  up.  understood.    As  he  felt  when  he  was  afraid 

His  eyes  met  those  of  Elfa,  who  was  quietly  and  wretched,  so  Elfa  was  feeling  now. 

sitting  opposite.  He  leanect  toxrard  her. 

"How  they  must  all   'a'  laughed  at  me.  "Don't  feel  afraid,"  he  said  gently. 

You  too!"  he  said.  She  shook  her  head. 

"  Why  ?  "  she  asked.  "  I  don't, "  she  said ;  "  I  don't,  truly.     I  guess 

"  That  last  time  I  was  here.     Shaking  hands  that's  why  I  stayed  here  now.     She  won't  be 

that  way, "  he  explained.  back  till  ten — I  ought  to  'a'  said  so  before. 

"  I  didn't   laugh, "   she  unexpectedly  pro-  You — you  won't  want  to  wait  so  long. " 

tested;  "I  cried."  He  rose  at  once.     And  now,  being  at  his 

He  looked  at  her.     And  this  was  as  if  he  ease,  his  head  was  erect,  his  arms  naturally 

were  seeing  her  for  the  first  time.  fallen,  his  face  as  confident  and  as  occupied  by 

"  Cried?"  he  repeated.  his  spirit  as  when  he  lay  alone  in  the  meadows. 

" Nobody  ever  shakes  hands  with  me, "  Elfa  "Well,  sir,"  he  said,   "let's  shake  hands 

told  him.  again!" 

He  stared  at  her  as  she  sat  on  the  edge  of  her  She  gave  him  her  hand  and,  in  their  pecu- 

chair,  her  plump  hands  idle  on  her  crisp  apron,  liarly  winning  upward  look,  her  eyes — blue, 
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wide,   watchful,   with   that  brooding  mother  "I  couldn't!   I  came  for  a  book — I'll  get  it 

watchfulness  of  some  women,  even  in  youth,  some    other    time.     Pve    got    to    go    now!" 

And  her  hand  met  his  in  the  clasp  which  is  born  Nicholas  said, 

of  the  simple,  human  longing  of  kind  for  kind.  Then,  "  Bettina — Bettina! "  some  one  called 

"  Good-by, "  she  answered  his  good-by,  and  from  within,  and  a  man  appeared  in  the  hall- 

they  both  laughed  a  little  in  a  shyness  which  way,  smiled  at  sight  of  the  New  Lady,  dropped 

was  in  a  way  a  delight.  his  glass  at  sight  of  Nicholas,  bowed,  turned 

In  the  days  to  follow  there  flowed  in  the  boy's  away — oh,  how  should  he  know  that  her  name 
veins  a  tide  of  novel  sweetness.  And  now  his  was  Bettina  when  Nicholas  had  not  known! 
thoughts  eluded  one  another  and  made  no  This  time  he  did  not  say  good  night  at  all. 
chain,  so  that  when  he  tried  to  remember  what.  This  time  he  did  not  look  at  his  great  hand, 
on  that  first  evening,  the  New  Lady  and  he  had  which  was  trembling,  but  he  got  away,  mum- 
talked  about,  there  came  only  a  kind  of  pleas-  bling  something,  his  retreat  graciously  covered 
ure,  but  it  had  no  name.  Everything  that  he  bythe  New  Lady 'slight  words.  And,  the  sooner 
had  to  do  pressed  upon  him,  and  when  he  could  to  be  gone  and  out  of  the  moonlight  that 
get  time  he  was  away  to  the  meadow,  looking  would  let  them  see  him  go,  he  struck  blindly 
down  on  the  chimneys  of  that  house,  and  swept  into  the  path  that  led  to  the  little  side  gate  of 
by  a  current  that  was  like  a  singing.  And  al-  the  garden.  The  mortification  that  chains 
ways,  always  it  was  as  if  some  one  were  with  him.  spirit  to  flesh  and  tortures  both  held  him  and 

There  came  a  night  when  he  could  no  longer  tortured  him.  For  a  flash  he  imagined  him- 
bear  it,  when  his  wish  took  him  to  itself  and  self  up  there  among  them  all,  his  hands  holding 
carried  him  with  it.  Those  autumn  dusks,  warm  his  hat,  imagined  having  to  shake  hands  with 
yellow  with  their  moon  and  stiU  odorous  of  them — and  somehow  this  way  of  fellowship, 
summer,  were  hard  to  endure  alone.  Since  the  this  meeting  of  hands  outstretched  for  hands, 
evening  with  her,  Nicholas  had  not  seen  the  seemed,  with  them,  the  supreme  ordeal,  the  true 
New  Lady  save  when,  not  seeing  him,  she  had  symbol  of  his  alien  state  from  them  and  from 
driven  past  in  her  phaeton.  At  the  sight  of  her,  the  New  Lady.  No  doubt  she  understood 
and  once  at  the  sight  of  Elfa  from  her  home,  a  him,  but  for  the  first  time  Nicholas  saw  that 
faintness  had  seized  him,  so  that  he  had  won-  this  is  not  enough.  For  the  first  time  he  saw 
dered  at  himself  for  some  one  else,  and  then  that  she  was  as  far  away  from  him  as  were 
with  a  poignancy  that  was  new  pain,  new  joy,  the  others.  How  easy,  Nicholas  thought  pite- 
new  life,  had  rejoiced  that  he  was  himseft.  ously,  those  people  in  her  house  all  found  it  to 
And  so,  when  he  could  no  longer  bear  it,  he  act  the  way  they  wanted  to!  Their  hands  must 
took  his  evening  way  toward  the  row  of  poplars,  be  like  her  hands.  .  .  . 
regretting  the  moonlight  lest  by  it  they  should  He  got  through  the  garden  and  to  the  side 
see  him  coming.  gate.  And  now  the  old  loneliness  was  two- 
He  had  no  intimation  of  her  guests,  for  the  fold  upon  him  because  he  had  known  what  it 
New  Lady's  windows  were  always  brightly  is  to  reach  from  the  dark  toward  the  light;  yet 
lighted,  and  until  he  was  within  the  screened  when  he  saw  that  at  the  gate  some  one  was 
veranda  the  sound  of  voices  did  not  reach  him.  standing,  he  halted  in  his  old  impulse  to  be  on 
Then  from  the  rooms  there  came  a  babel  of  soft  guard,  hunted  by  the  fear  that  this  would  be 
speech  and  laughter,  and  a  touch  of  chords;  somebody  alien  to  him.  Then  he  saw  that  it 
and  when  he  would  incontinently  have  re-  was  no  one  from  another  star,  but  Elfa. 
treated,  the  New  Lady  crossed  the  hall  and  saw  "  Oh  .  .  .  "  he  said,  and  that,  too,  was 
him.  what  she  said,  but  he  did  not  hear.     Not  from 

She  came  to  the  doorway  and  greeted  him,  another  star  she  came,  but  from  the  deep  of 

and  Nicholas  looked  up  in  the  choking  dis-  the  world  where  Nicholas  felt  himself  alone, 

comfort  of  sudden  fear.     She  was  in  a  gown  "  I — was  just  going  away, "  he  explained, 

that  was  like  her  needlework,   mysteriously  For  assent  she  stepped  a  little  back,  saying 

fashioned   and   intricate  with   shining   things  nothing.     But    when    Nicholas    would    have 

which  made  her  infinitely  remote.     The  in-  passed  her  it  was  as  if  the  immemorial  loneli- 

comparable  little   hands  were  quite  covered  ness  and  the  seeking  of  forgotten  men  innumer- 

with  jewels.     It  was  as  if  he  had  come  to  see  a  able  stirred  within  him  in  the  ache  of  his  heart, 

spirit  and  had  met  a  woman.  in  the  mere  desperate  wish  to  go  to  somebody, 

*'  How  good  of  you  to  come  again, "  she  said,  to  be  with  somebody,  to  have  somebody  by  the 

"  Come,  I  want  my  friends  to  meet  you. "  hand. 

Her  friends!   That  quick  crossing  of  words  He  turned  upon  Elfa  almost  savagely, 

within  there,  then,  meant  the  presence  of  her  "Shake  hands!"  he  said, 

friends  from  the  city.  Obediently  she  put  out  her  hand,  which  of 
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itself  stayed,  ever  so  briefly,  within  his.    He  And  at  this  she  laughed  a  little,  so  that  he 

held  it,  feeling  himself  crushing  it,  clinging  to  joined  her;  and  their  laughter  together  was  a 

it,  being  possessed  by  it.    Her  hand  was,  like  new  delight. 

his,  rough  from  its  work  and  it  was  something  Across  the  adjoining  lawn  Nicholas  could  see 

alive,     something     human,     something    that  in  the  moonlight  the  moving  figure  of  the  big 

answered.     And  instantly  it  was  not  Elf  a  alone  deacon,  a  Light  Gown  or  two  attending.    A 

who  was  there  companioning  him,  but  the  dark  sudden  surprising  sense  of  safety  from  them 

was    quick    with    presences,    besieging    him,  overswept  the  boy.     What  if  they  did  come 

letting  him  know  that  no  one  alive  is  alone,  that  way!    What,  he  even  thought,  if  those 

that  he  was  somehow  one  of  a  comrade  com-  people  in  the  house  were  to  come  by?  Some- 

pany,   within,   without,   encompassing.    And  how,  the  little  hollow  of  dark  in  which  he  had 

the  boy  was  caught  up  by  the  sweet  will  outside  always  walked  in  the  midst  of  light  was  now  as 

his  own  will  and  he  never  knew  how  it  was  that  light  as  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  he  was  not 

he  had  Elf  a  in  his  arms.  afraid.    And  all  this  because  Elfa  did  not  stir 

"  Come  here.    Come  here.    .    .    .  "  he  said,  in  his  arms,  but  was  still,  as  if  they  were  her 

To  Elfa,  in  her  loneliness  threaded  by  its  harbor.    And  then  Nicholas  knew  what  they 

own  dream,  the  moment,  exquisite  and  welcome  both  meant. 

as  it  was,  was  yet  as  natural  as  her  own  single  **Elfa!"  he  cried,  "do  you     .     .     .  ?" 
being.     But  to  the  boy  it  was  not  yet  the  old  "  I  guess  I  must     ..."  she  said,  and 
miracle  of  one  world  built  from  another.     It  knew  no  way  to  finish  that, 
was  only  the  answer  to  the  groping  of  hands  "Love  me?"  said  Nicholas,  bold  as  a  lion, 
for  hands,  the  mere  human  call  to  be  com-  "  I  meant  that  too, "  Elfa  said, 
panioned.    And  yet  the  need  to  reassure  her  Between  the  New  Lady's  house  and  the 
came  upon  him  like  the  mantle  of  an  elder  big,   obvious  deacon's  lawn  the  boy  stood, 
time.  silent,  his  arms  about  the  girl.     So  this  was  the 
"  Don't  feel  afraid, "  he  said.  way  the  world  is,  people  bound,  together,  need- 
Her  eyes  gave  him  their  peculiarly  winning  ing  one  another,  wanting  one  another,  stretch- 
upward  look,  and  it  was  as  if  their  mother  ing  out  their  hands.     .     .     . 
watchfulness  answered  him  gravely:  "  Why,  it  was  you  I  wanted  I"  Nicholas  said, 
"  I  don't.    I  don't,  truly. "  wonderingly. 
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By  MARGARET  ERSKINE 

The  Grandfather  Clock,  it  tocks  away ; 

"  Slo^y.     Slowly."     It  seems  to  say ; 

"  Take  your  time.     Take  your  time.     Don't  hurry-scurry. 

Upset  the  world  with  your  senseless  flurry. 

Tock,  tock.     Tock,  tock.     You  know.     You  know. 

Life  is  young.     Love  is  young.    Go  slow.     Go  slow.** 

The  little  French  Clock,  it  ticks  away ; 

"  Faster,  faster/*  it  seems  to  say ; 

"  Life  is  fleeting,  and  Love  is,  too. 

Hurry.     Hurry.     Time  won't  wait  for  you. 

Tick,  tick.     Tick,  tick.     Spring  won't  last, 

"Twill  be  Autumn  soon.     Go  fast.     Go  fast." 
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In  which  the  author,  after  twenty-five  years  of  "dab- 
bling'' in  ''Psychics/'  states  his  conclusions,  goes  on  record, 
and  describes  the  field  wherein  he  thinks  the  greatest  scien- 
tific conquests  of  the  coming  generation  will   be  achieved 

By  WILLIAM  JAMES 

Author  of  "The  Powers  of  Men,"  etc. 
Illustrated  with  Crayon  Portraits  by  William  Oberhardt 

THE  late  Professor  Henry  Sidgwick  was  touch  with  the  literature  of  psychical  research, 
celebrated  for  the  rare  mixture  of  ardor  and  have  had  acquaintance  with  numerous 
and  critical  judgment  which  his  char-  "researchers."  I  have  also  spent  a  good  many 
acter  exhibited.  The  liberal  heart  which  he  hours  (though  far  fewer  than  I  ought  to  have 
possessed  had  to  work  with  an  intellect  which  spent)  in  witnessing  (or  trying  to  witness) 
acted  destructively  on  almost  every  particular  phenomena.  Yet  I  am  theoretically  no  "fur- 
object  of  belief  that  was  offered  to  its  accept-  ther"  than  I  was  at  the  beginning;  and  I  confess 
ance.  A  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  sca^ndalized  that  at  times  I  have  been  tempted  to  believe 
by  the  chaotic  state  of  opinion  regarding  the  that  the  Creator  has  eternally  intended  this 
phenomena  now  called  by  the  rather  ridiculous  department  of  nature  to  remain  baffling,  to 
name  of  "psychic" — phenomena  of  which  the  prompt  our  curiosities  and  hopes  and  suspicions 
supply  reported  seems  inexhaustible,  but  which  all  in  equal  measure,  so  that,  although  ghosts 
scientifically  trained  minds  mostly  refuse  to  and  clairvoyances,  and  raps  and  messages  from 
look  at — he  established,  along  with  Professor  spirits,  are  always  seeming  to  exist  and  can 
Barrett,  Frederic  Myers  and  Edmund  Gurney,  never  be  fully  explained  away,  they  also  can 
the  Society  for  Psychical  Research.  These  never  be  susceptible  of  full  corroboration, 
men  hoped  that  if  the  material  were  treated  The  peculiarity  of  the  case  is  just  that  there 
rigorously  and,  as  far  as  possible,  experi-  are  so  many  sources  of  possible  deception  in 
mentally,  objective  truth  would  be  elicited,  most  of  the  observations  that  the  whole  lot  of 
and  the  subject  rescued  from  sentimentalism  themwaybe  worthless,  and  yet  that  in  compara- 
on  the  one  side  and  dogmatizing  ignorance  on  tively  few  cases  can  aught  more  fatal  than  this 
the  other.  Like  all  founders,  Sidgwick  hoped  vague  general  possibility  of  error  be  pleaded 
for  a  certain  promptitude  of  result;  and  I  against  the  record.  Science  meanwhile  needs 
heard  him  say,  the  year  before  his  death,  that  something  more  than  bare  possibilities  to  build 
if  anyone  had  told  him  at  the  outset  that  after  upon ;  so  your  genuinely  scientific  inquirer — I 
twenty  years  he  would  be  in  the  same  identical  don't  mean  your  ignoramus  "scientist" — has 
state  of  doubt  and  balance  that  he  started  with,  to  remain  unsatisfied.  It  is  hard  to  believe, 
he  would  have  deemed  the  prophecy  incredible,  however,  that  the  Creator  has  really  put  any 
It  appeared  impossible  that  that  amount  of  big  array  of  phenomena  into  the  world  merely 
handling  evidence  should  bring  so  little  finality  to  defy  and  mock  our  scientific  tendencies;  so 
of  decision.  my  deeper  belief  is  that  we  psychical  re- 
searchers have  been  too  precipitate  with  our 
Can  We  "Communicate  With  Spirita?"  hopt»s,  and  that  we  must  expect  to  mark  prog- 
ress not  by  quarter-centuries,  but  by  half- 
My  own  experience  has  been  similar  to  Sidg-  centuries  or  whole  centuries, 
wick's.     For  twenty-five  years  I  have  been  in        I  am  strengthened  in  this  })elief  by  my  im- 
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pression  that  just  at  this  moment  a  faint  but  most  barefaced  manner  whenever  she  gets  an 

distinct  step  forward  is  being  taken  by  com-  opportunity.   The  Cambridge  experts,  with  the 

petent    opinion   in  these  matters.     "Physical  Sidgwicks  and  Richard  Hodgson  at  their  head, 

phenomena"  (movements  of  matter  without  rejected  her  in  toto  on  that  account.    Yet  her 

contact,  lights,  hands  and  faces  "materialized,"  credit  has  steadily  risen,  and  now  her  last  con- 

etc.)  have  been  one  of  the  most  baffling  regions  verts  are  the  eminent  psychiatrist,  Morselli,  the 

of  the  general  field  (or  perhaps  one  of  the  least  eminent  physiologist,  Botazzi,  and   our  own 

bafHing  prima  facte,  so  certain  and  great  has  psychical  researcher,  Carrington,  whose  book 

been  the  part  played  by  fraud  in  their  produc-  on  "The  Physical  Phenomena  of  Spiritualism" 

tion);  yet  even  here  the  balance  of  testimony  (against   them    rather!)-  makes   his  conquest 

seems  slowly  to  be  inclining  towards  admitting  strategically  important.     If  Mr.  Podmore,  hith- 

the supernatural ist  view.  EusapiaPaladino,  the  erto  the  prosecuting  attorney  of  the  S.  P.  R. 

Neapolitan  medium,  has  been  under  observa-  so  far  as  physical  phenomena  are  concerned, 

tion  for  twenty  years  or  more.   Schiaparelli,  the  becomes  converted  also,  we  may  indeed  sit  up 

astronomer,  and  Lombroso  were  the  first  scien-  and  look  around  us.    Getting  a  good  health  bill 

tific  men  to  be  converted  by  her  performances,  from  "Science,"  Eusapia  will  then  throw  retro- 

Since  then  innumerable  men  of  scientific  stand-  spective  credit  on  Home  and  Stainton  Moses, 

inghaveseen  her,  including  many  "psychic"  ex-  Florence  Cook  (Prof,  Crookes's  medium),  and 

perts.    Every  one  agrees  that  she  cheats  in  the  all  similar  wonder-workers.     The  balance  of 
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presumptions  will  be  changed  in  favor  of  gen- 
uineness being  possible  at  least,  in  all  reports 
of  this  particularly  crass  and  low  type  of  super- 
natural phenomenon. 

Scicntuf*   Who  Chaat 

Not  long  after  Darwin's  "Origin  of  Species" 
appeared  I  was  studying  with  that  excellent 
anatomist  and  man,  Jeffries  Wyman,  at  Har- 
vard. He  was  a  convert,  yet  so  far  a  half- 
hesitating  one,  to  Darwin's  views;  but  1  heard 
him  make  a  remark  that  applies  well  to  the  sub- 
ject I  now  write  about.  When,  he  said,  a 
theory  gets  propounded  over  and  over  again, 
coming  up  afresh  after  each  time  orthodox 
criticism  has  buried  it,  and  each  time  seeming 
solider  and  harder  to  abolish,  you  may  l>e  sure 
that  there  is  truth  in  it.  Oken  and  Lamarck 
and  Chambers  had  been  triumphantly  des- 
patched and  buried,  but  here  was  Darwin  mak- 
ing the  very  same  heresy  seem  only  more  plausi- 
ble. How  often  has  "Science"  killed  off  all  spook 
philosophy,  and  laid  ghosts  and  raps  and 
"telepathy"  away  underground  as  so  much  pop- 
ular delusion.  Yet  never  before  were  these 
things  offered  us  so  voluminously,  and  never 
in  such  authentic -seeming  shape  or  with  such 
good  credentiab.  The  tide  seems  steadily  to 
be  rising,  in  spite  of  all  the  expedients  of  scien- 
tific orthodoxy.     It  is  hard  not  to  suspect  that 
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here  may  be  something  different  from  a  mere 
chapter  in  human  gullibility.  It  may  be  a 
genuine  realm  of  natural  phenomena. 

Fatsus  in  uno,  jalsus  in  omnibus,  once  a 
cheat,  always  a  cheat,  such  has  been  the  motto 
of  the  English  psychical  researchers  in  dealing 
with  mediums.  I  am  disposed  to  think  that,  as 
a  matter  of  policy,  it  has  been  wise.  Tactically 
it  is  far  better  to  believe  much  too  little  than 
a  little  too  much;  and  the  exceptional  credit 
attaching  to  the  rowof  volumes  of  the  S.  P.  R.'s 
Proceedings,  is  due  to  the  fixed  intention  of 
the  editors  to  proceed  very  slowly.  Better 
a  little  belief  tied  fast,  better  a  small  invest- 
ment saJud  down,  than  a  mass  of  comparative 
insecurity. 

But,  however  wise  as  a  policy  the  S.  P.  R.'s 
maxim  may  have  been,  as  a  test  of  truth  I 
believe  it  to  be  almost  irrelevant.  In  most 
things  human  the  accusation  of  deliberate 
fraud  and  falsehood  is  grossly  superficial. 
Man's  character  is  loo  suphistically  mixed  for 
the  alternative  of  "honest  or  dishonest"  to  be 
a  sharp  one.  Scientific  men  themselves  will 
cheat— at  public  lectures — rather  than  let 
experiments  obey  their  well-known  tendency  to- 
wards failure.  I  have  heard  of  a  lecturer  on 
physics,  who  had  taken  over  the  apparatus 
of  the  previous  incumbent,  consulting  him 
about  a  certain  machine  intended  to  show  thai, 
however  the  peripheral  parts  of  it  might  be 
agitated,  its  center  of  gravity  remained  im- 
movable.    "  It  vHU  wobble,"  he  complained. 
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"Well,"  said  the  predecessor,  apologetically,  the  turtle)  from  a  humiliation  that  but  for 
"to  tell  the  truth,  whenever /used  that  machine  my  presence  of  mind  would  have  been  their 
I  found  it  advisable  to  drive  a  nail  through  the  lot,  but  I  established  in  the  audience  the  true 
center  of  gravity."  I  once  saw  a  distinguished  view  of  the  subject.  The  lecturer  was  stating 
physiologist,  now  dead,  cheat  most  shamelessly  this;  and  the  misconduct  of  one  half-dead  speci- 
at  a  public  lecture,  at  the  expense  of  a  poor  men  of  heart  ought  not  to  destroy  the  impression 
rabbit,  and  all  for  the  sake  of  being  able  to  of  his  words.  "There  is  no  worse  lie  than  a 
make  a  cheap  joke  about  its  being  an  "Amcri-  truth  misunderstood,"  is  a  maxim  which  1  have 
can  rabbit" — for 
no  other,  he  said, 
could  survive 
such  a  wound  as 
he  pretended  to 
have  given  it. , 

A  C«nf*»tion  B^ 


To  compare 
small  men  with 
great,  I  have 
myself  cheated 
shamelessly.  In 
the  early  days  of 
the  Sanders 
Theater  at  Har- 
vard, I  once  had 
charge  of  a  heart 
on  the  physiol- 
ogy of  which 
Prof.  Newell 
Martin  was  giv- 
ing a  popular 
lecture.  This 
heart,  which 
belonged  to  a 
turtle,  supported 
an  index-straw 
which  threw  a 
moving  shadow. 
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oin  criminolagiit  who  otigiiuted  the  theon  lliU 
>  debute  criminal  lype,  (he  bora  aimintl.  ihil 
ram  oiker  men  by  phyiiul 
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card  ascribed 
to  a  former  ven- 
erated President 
of  Harvard. 
The  heart's  fail- 
ure would  have 
been  misunder- 
stood by  the 
audience  and 
given  the  lie  to 
the  lecturer.  It 
was  hard  enough 
to  make  them 
understand  the 
subject  anyhow; 
so  that  even  now 
as  I  write  in  cool 
blood  I  am 
tempted  to  think 
that  I  acted  quite 
a)rrectly.  I  was 
acting  for  the 
larger  truth,  at 
any  rate,  how- 
ever automatic- 
ally; and  my 
sense  of  this  was 
probably  what 
prevented  the 
more  pedantic 
and  literal  part 
of  my  c< 


greatly  enlarged,  upon  the  screen,  while  the  from  checking  the  action  of  my  sympathetic 
heart  pulsated.     When   certain  nerves  were  finger.    To   this   day  the    memory  of   that 
stimulated,    the    lecturer    said,     the     heart  critical  emergency  has  made  me  feel  charita- 
would   act   in   certain   ways   which   he    de-  ble  towards  all  mediums  who  make  phenom- 
scribed.    But  the  poor  heart  was  too  far  gone  ena  come  in  one  way  when  they  won't  come 
and,  although  it  stopped  duly  when  the  nerve  of  easily  in  another.     On  the  principles  of  the 
arrest  was  excited,  that  was  the  final  end  of  its  S.  P.  R.,  my  conduct  on  that  one  occasion 
life's  tether.     Presiding  over  the  performance,  ought  to  discredit  everything  I  ever  do,  every- 
I  was  terrified  at  the  fiasco,  and  found  myself  thing  for  example,  I  may  write  in  this  article, 
suddenly    acting   Uke   one  of   those   military  — a  manifestly  unjust  conclusion, 
geniuses  who  on  the  field  of  battle  convert  dis- 
aster into  victory.     There  was  no  lime  for  de-  A  Shatloui  Stal*  of  PabSe  Opinioa 
liberation;    so,    with  my  forefinger  under    a 

part   of    the  straw  that  cast   no   shadow,   I  Fraud,  conscious  or  unconscious,  seems  ubi- 

found  myself  impubively   and    automatically  quilous  throughout  the  range  of  ptiysical  phe- 

imitating   the   rhythmical  movements    which  nomenaof  spiritism,  and  false  pretense,  prevari- 

my  colleague  had  prophesied  the  heart  would  cation  and  fishing  for  clues  are  ubiquitous  in 

undergo.     I  kept  the  experiment  from  fail-  the  mental  manifestations  of  mpdiums.    If  it  be 

ing;  and  not  only  saved  my  colleague  (and  not  everywhere  fraud  simulating  reality,  one  is 
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tempted  to  say,  then  the  reality  (if  any  reality  Obviously  the  mind  of  the  excellent  Hujdey 
there  be)  has  the  bad  luck  of  being  fated  every-  has  here  but  two  whole-souled  categories, 
where  to  simulate  fraud.  The  suggestion  of  namely  revelation  or  imposture,  to  appeiceive 
humbug  seldom  stops,  and  mixes  itself  with  the  case  by.  Sentimental  reasons  bar  revela- 
the  best  manifestations.  Mrs.  Piper's  control,  tion  out,  for  the  messages,  he  thinks,  are  not 
**  Rector,"  is  a  most  impressive  personage,  who  romantic  enough  for  that ;  fraud  exists  anyhow ; 
discerns  in  an  extraordinary  degree  his  sitter's  therefore  the  whole  thing  is  nothing  but  im- 
inner  needs,  and  is  capable  of  giving  elevated  posture.  The  odd  point  is  that  so  few  of  those 
counsel  to  fastidious  and  critical  minds.  Yet  who  talk  in  this  way  realize  that  they  and  the 
in  many  respects  he  is  an  arrant  humbug — such  spiritists  are  using  the  same  major  premise  and 
he  seems  to  me  at  least — pretending  to  a  knowl-  differing  only  in  the  minor.  The  major  pre- 
edge  and  power  to  which  he  has  no  title,  non-  mise  is:  ''Any  spirit-revelation  must  be  roman- 
plussed  by  contradiction,  yielding  to  sugges-  tic."  The  minor  of  the  spiritist  is:  "This  is 
tion,  and  covering  his  tracks  with  plausible  romantic";  that  of  the  Huxleyan  is:  "this 
excuses.  Now  the  non-"  researching"  mind  is  dingy  twaddle" — whence  their  opposite 
looks  upon  such  phenomena  simply  according  conclusions! 
to  their  face-pretension  and  never  thinks  of  ask- 
ing what  they  may  signify  below  the  surface.  One  Way  of  iniergneimg   Certain  Phenomena 

Since  they  profess  for  the  most  part  to  be  re- 

vealers  of  spirit  life,  it  is  either  as  being  abso-  Meanwhile  the  first  thing  that  anyone  learns 

lutely  that,  or  as  being  absolute  frauds,  that  who  attends  seriously  to  these  phenomena  is 

they  are  judged.  The  result  is  an  inconceivably  that  their  causation  is  far  too  complex  for  our 

shallow  state  of  public  opinion  on  the  subject,  feelings  about  what   is  or  is   not  romantic 

One  set  of  persons,  emotionally  touched  at  enough  to  be  spiritual  to  throw  any  light  upon 

hearing  the  names  of  their  loved  ones  given,  it.    The  causal  factors  must  be  carefully  dis- 

and   consoled   by   assurances   that   they   are  tinguished  and  traced   through  series,  from 

"happy,"  accept  the  revelation,  and  consider  their  simplest  to  their  strongest  forms,  before 

spiritualism  "beautiful."     More  hard-headed  we   can    begin    to    understand    the    various 

subjects,  disgusted  by   the   revelation's  con-  resultants   in  which  they  issue.     Myers  and 

temptible  contents,  outraged  by  the  fraud,  and  Gumey  began  this  work,  the  one  by  his  serial 

prejudiced  beforehand  against  all  "spirits,"  study  of  the  various  sorts  of  "automatism," 

high  or  low,  avert  their  minds  from  what  they  sensory  and  motor,  the  other  by  his  expcri- 

call  such  "rot"  or  "bosh"  entirely.  Thus  do  two  mental   proofs  that  a  split-off  consciousness 

opposite  sentimentalisms  divide  opinion  be-  may  abide  after  a  post-hypnotic  suggestion  has 

tween  them!     A  good  expression  of  the  "scien-  been  given.     Here  we  have  subjective  factors; 

tific"  state  of  mind  occurs  in  Huxley's  "Life  but  are  not  transsubjective  or  objective  forces 

and  Letters:"  also  at  work  ?   Veridical  messages,  apparitions, 

"  I  regret,"  he  writes,  "  that  I  am  unable  to  movements  without  contact,  seem  ^ma  facie 

accept  the  invitation  of  the  Committee  of  the  to  be  such.     It  was  a  good  stroke  on  Gumey 's 

Dialectical   Society.  ...  I   take   no   interest  part  to  construct  a  theor>'  of  apparitions  which 

in  the  subject.     The  only  case  of  '  Spiritual-  brought  the  subjective  and  the  objective  factors 

ism'  I  have  ever  had  the  opportunity  of  exam-  into  harmonious  co-operation.  I  doubt  whether 

ining  into  for  myself  was  as  gross  an  imposture  this  telepathic  theory  of  Gumey's  will  hold 

as  ever  came  under  my  notice.    But  supposing  along  the  whole  line  of  apparitions  to  which  he 

these  phenomena  to  be  genuine — ^they  do  not  applied  it,  but  it  is  unquestionable  that  some 

interest  me.     If  anybody  would  endow  me  with  theory  of  that  mixed  type  is  required  for  the 

the  faculty  of  listening  to  the  chatter  of  old  explanation  of  all   mediumistic   phenomena; 

women  and  curates  in  the  nearest  provincial  and  that  when  all  the  psychological  factors  and 

town,  I  should  decline  the  privilege,  having  elements  involved  have  been  told  off— and  they 

better  things  to  do.     And  if  the  folk  in  the  are  many— the  question  still  forces  itself  upon 

spiritual  world  do  not  talk  more  wisely  and  us:  Are  these  all,  or  are  there  indications  of 

sensibly  than  their  friends  report  them  to  do,  I  any  residual  forces  acting  on  the  subject  from 

put  them  in  the  same  category.     The  only  good  beyond,  or  of  any "metapsychic" faculty,  (to  use 

that  I  can  see  in  the  demonstration  of  the '  Truth  Richet 's  useful  term)  exerted  by  him  ?    This  is 

of  Spiritualism'  is  to  furnish  an  additional  argu-  the  problem  that  requires  real  expertness,  and 

ment  against  suicide.     Better  live  a  crossing-  this  is  where  the  simple  sentimentalisms  of 

sweeper,  than  die  and  be  made  to  talk  twaddle  the   spiritist    and    scientist    leave    us  in  the 

by  a  'medium'  hired  at  a  guinea  a  Seance.*'*  lurch  completely. 

*TrH.  Huxley,  "  Life  and  Letters,"  I,  240  "Psychics"  form  indeed  a  special  branch  of 
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education,  in  which  experts  are  only  gradually 
becoming  developed.     The  phenomena  are  as 
massive  and  widespread  as  is  anything  ia 
Nature,  and  the  study  of  them  is  as  tedious, 
repellent  and  undignified.     To  reject  it  for  its 
unromantic  character  is  like  rejecting  bacteri- 
ology because  peniciUium  ^ucum  grows  on 
horie-dung  and  bac- 
terium Urmo  lives  in 
putrefaction.     Scien- 
tific .men  have  long 
ago  ceased  to  think 
of  the  dignity  of  the 
materials  they  work 
in.     When  imposture 
has  been  checked  off 
as    far    as    possible, 
when  chance  coinci- 
dence  has   been  al- 
lowed   for,    when 
oppcwtunities  fornor- 
mal    knowledge    on 
the  part  of  the  sub-        ^^ 
ject  have  been  noted, 
and  skill in"fishing" 
and   f<^owing  clues 
unwittingly  furnished 

by  the  voice  or  face  \    ''  /    , 

of    bystanders   have  - 

been  counted  in,  i 

those  who  have  the  MRS. 

fullest  acquainunce  o«  o(  Ae  i»o«  »>(^  I 
with  the  phenomena  "Rector." it inKMi  iapnmt 
admit  that  in  good  cMrmordurfdeyw  ha  idia 
mediums  there  is  a  "*  »™>8  etn-Med  ombmI  b 
residuum  of  knowl- 
edge displayed  that  can  only  be  called  super- 
normal: the  medium  taps  some  source  of 
information  not  open  to  ordinary  people. 
Myers  used  the  word  "telepathy"  to  indicate 
that  the  sitter's  own  thoughts  or  feelings  may 
be  thus  directly  tapped.  Mis.  Sidgwick  has 
suggested  that  if  living  minds  can  be  thus 
tapped  telepathically,  so  possibly  may  the 
minds  of  spirits  be  similarly  tapped — if  spirits 
there  be.  On  this  view  we  should  have  one  dis- 
tinct theory  of  the  performances  of  a  typical 
test-medium.  They  would  be  all  originally  due  to 
an  odd  tendency  to  personate,  found  in  her  dream 
life  as  it  expresses  itself  in  trance.  (Most  of  us 
reveal  such  a  tendency  whenever  we  handle  a 
."ouija -board"  or  a  "planchet,"  or  let  ourselves 
write  automatically  with  a  pencil. I  The  result 
is  a  "control,"  who  purports  to  be  speaking; 
and  all  the resourcesoftheautomatist, including 
his  or  her  trance-faculty  of  tdepathy,  are  called 
into  play  in  building  this  fictitious  personage  out 
plausibly.  On  such  a  view  of  the  control,  the 
medium's  will  to  personate  runs  the  whole  show  \ 


and  if  spirits  be  involved  in  it  at  all,  they 
are    passive   beings,    stray    bits    <A    whose 
memory  she  is  able  to  seize  and   use    for 
her   purposes,  without    the  spirit  being  any 
more  aware  of  it  Uian  the  sitter  is  aware  of  it 
when  his  own  mind  is  similarly  tapped. 
This  is  ooe  possible  way  <^  interpreting  a 
certain  type  of  psych- 
ical phenomenon.    It 
uses  psychological  as 
well    as    "spiritual" 
factors,  and  quite 
obviously    it    throws 
open  for  us  far  more 
questions  than  it 
answers,  questions 
about    our    subcon- 
scious constitu- 
tion and  its  curious 
tendency  to  humbug, 
about  the  telepathic 
faculty,    and    about 
the  possibility  of  an 
existent  spirit- world. 


PIPER 


I  do  not  instance 
this  theory  to  defend 
it,  but  simply  to  show 
what  complicated 
hypotheses  one  is  in- 
I  jwwr  aeedi.  and  n  cap^le  evitably  led  to  COn- 
fartidnM  ud  cfincd  .kdi  sider,  the  moment 
one  looks  at  the  facts 
in  their  complexity  and  tums  one's  back  on  the 
naive  alternative  cA  "revelation  or  imposture," 
which  is  as  far  as  either  spiritist  thought  or  ordi- 
naryscienlist  thought  goes.  The  phenomena  arc 
encUessly  complex  in  their  factors,  and  they  are 
so  little  understood  as  yet  that  oS-hand  judg- 
ments, whether  of  "spirits"  or  oi  "bosh"  are 
the  one  as  silly  as  the  other.  When  we  com- 
plicate the  subject  still  farther  by  considering 
what  connection  such  things  as  rappings,  ap- 
paritions, poltergeists,  spirit -photographs,  and 
material  zat ions  may  have  with  it,  the  bosh 
end  of  the  scale  gets  heavily  loaded,  it  is  true, 
but  your  genuine  inquirer  still  is  loath  to  give 
up.  He  lets  the  data  collect,  and  bides  his  time. 
He  believes  that  "bosh"  is  no  more  an  ultimate 
element  in  Nature,  or  a  really  explanatory  cat- 
egory in  human  life  than  "dirt"  is  in  chemistry. 
Every  kind  of  "bosh"  has  its  own  factors  and 
laws;  and  patient  study  will  bring  them  defi- 
nitely to  light. 

The  only  way  to  rescue  the  "pure  bosh" 
view  of  the  matter  is  one  which  has  sometimes 
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appealed  to  my  own  fancy,  but  which  1  imag- 
ine few  readers  will  seriously  adopt.  If, 
namely,  one  takes  the  theory  of  evolution 
radically,  one  ought  to  apply  it  not  only  to 
the  rock-strata,  the  animals  and  the  plants, 
but  to  the  stars,  to  the  chemical  elements, 
and  to  (he  laws  of  nature.  There  must  have 
been  a  far-ofT  antiquity,  one  is  then  tempted 
to  suppose,  when  things  were  really  chaotic. 
Little  by  little,  out  of  all  the  haphazard  possi- 
bilities of  that  time,  a  few  connected  things  and 
habits  arose,  and  the  nidiments  of  regular  per- 
formance began.  Every  variation  in  the  way 
of  luw  and  order  added  itself  to  this  nucleus, 
which  inevitably  grew  more  considerable  as 
history  went  on;  while  the  aberrant  and  incon- 
stant variations,  not  being  similarly  preserved, 
disapjxiared  from  being,  wandered  off  as  unre- 
laled  vagrants,  or  else  remained  so  impwrfectly 
connected  with  the  part  of  the  world  that  had 
grown  regular  as  only  to  manifest  their  exist- 
ence by  occasi<mal  lawless  intrusions,  like  those 
which  "  psychic"  phenomena  now  make  into  our 
scientifically  organized  world.  On  such  a  view, 
these  phenomena  ought  to  remain  "pure  bosh" 
forever,  that  is,  they  ought  to  be  forever  in- 
tractable to  intellectual  methods,  because  they 


should  not  yei  be  organized  enough  in  them- 
selves lo  follow  any  laws.  Wisps  and  sbred.-i 
of  the  original  chaos,  they  would  be  connected 
enough  with  the  cosmos  to  affect  its  periphery 
every  now  and  then,  as  by  a  momentary  whiff 
or  touch  or  gleam,  but  not  enough  ever  to  be 
followed  up  and  hunted  down  and  bagged. 
Their  relation  to  the  cosmos  would  be  tan- 
gential solely. 

Looked  at  dramatically,  most  occult  phe- 
nomena make  just  this  sort  of  impression. 
They  are  inwardly  as  incoherent  as  they  are 
outwardly  wayward  and  fitful.  If  they  express 
anything,  it  is  pure  "bosh,"  pure  discontinuity, 
accident,  and  disturbance,  with  no  law  ap- 
parent but  to  interrupt,  and  no  purpose  but  lo 
baffle.  They  seem  like  stray  vestiges  of  that 
primordial  irrationality,  from  which  all  our 
rationalities  have  been  evolved. 

To  settle  dogmatically  into  this  bosh-view 
would  save  labor,  but  it  would  go  against  too 
many  intellectual  prepossessions  to  be  adopted 
save  as  a  last  resort  of  despair.  Your  psychi- 
cal researcher  therefore  bates  no  jot  of  hope, 
and  has  faith  that  when  we  get  our  data 
numerous  enough,  some  sort  of  rational  trc.-.t- 
ment  of  them  will  succeed. 

The  Effect  on  Mytra  and  Hodgton 

When  I  hear  good  people  say  (as  they  often 
say,  not  without  show  of  reason),  that  dabbling 
in  such  phenomena  reduces  us  lo  a  sort  of  jelly, 
disintegrates  the  critical  faculties,  liquefies  the 
character,  and  makes  of  one  a  gobe-maucke 
generally,  I  console  myself  by  thinking  of  my 
friends  Frederic  Myers  and  Richard  Hodgson. 
These  men  lived  exclusively  for  psychical  re- 
search, and  it  converted  both  to  spiritism. 
Hodgson  would  have  been  a  man  among  men 
anywhere;  but  I  doubt  whether  under  any 
other  baptism  he  would  have  been  that  happy, 
sober  and  righteous  form  of  energy  which  his 
face  proclaimed  him  in  his  later  years,  when 
heart  and  head  alike  were  wholly  satisfied 
by  his  occupation.  Myers's  character  also 
grew  stronger  in  every  particular  for  his 
devotion  to  the  same  inquiries.  Brought 
up  on  literature  and  sentiment,  something  of  a 
courtier,  passionate,  disdainful,  and  impatient 
naturally,  he  was  made  over  again  from  the 
day  when  he  look  up  psychical  research  seri- 
ously. He  became  learned  in  science,  circum- 
spect, democratic  in  sympathy,  endlessly 
patient,  and  above  all,  happy.  The  fortitude  of 
his  last  hours  touched  the  heroic,  so  completely 
were  the  atrocious  sufferings  of  his  body  cast 
into  insignificance  by  his  interest  in  the  cause 
he  lived  for.     When  a  man's  pursuit  gradually 
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makes  his  face  shine  and  grow  handsome,  you 
may  be  sure  it  is  a  worthy  one.  Both  Hodgson 
and  Myers  kept  growing  ever  handsomer  and 
stronger-looking. 

Such  personal  examples  will  convert  no  one, 
and  of  course  they  ought  not  to.  Nor  do  I 
seek  at  all  in  this 
article  to  convert 
any  one  to  my 
belief  that  psych- 
ical research  is  an 
important  branch 
of  science.  To 
do  that,  I  should 
have  to  quote  evi- 
dence; and  those 
for  whom  the  vol- 
umes of  S.  P.  R. 
Proceedings 
already  published 
count  for  nothing 
would  remain  in 
their  dogmatic 
slumber,  though 
one  rose  from  the 
dead.  No,  not  to 
convert  readers, 
but  simply  to  put 
my  own  slate  oj 
mind  upon  record 
publicly  is  the  pur- 
pose of  my  present 
writing.  Some 
one  said  to  me 
a  short  time  ago 
that  after  my 
twenty-five  years 
of  dabbling  in 
"Psychics,"  it 
would  be  rather 
shameful  were 
I  unable  to  state 
any  definite  con- 
clusions whatever 
as  a  consequence. 
I    had   to   agree; 

.   ,  , .  Seddtary  and  Treauuo  of  ihe 

to    take    up    the  ,^  p^^i„i  r^^^  ^  ,„ 

challenge     and  Muy  of  Mr.  Hadg»n'i  unci 

express  such  con-  '•"'«  "nee  hi*  dedk  inteiligait 

viclions     as     have  Uom  K»ve  been  received  froai 

been    engendered 

in  me  by  that  length  of  exi>erience,  be  ihe 
same  true  or  false  ones.  I  may  be  doom- 
ing myself  to  the  pit  in  the  eye.s  of  better- 
judging  posterity;  I  may  Iw  raising  myself 
to  honor;  1  am  willing  to  take  the  risk, 
for  what  I  shall  write  is  my  truth,  as  \  now 
s'jc  it. 


RICHARD  HODGSON 


TImt€  (■  "Samathiitg  in  "  Thm  Phtnomana 

I  began  this  article  by  confessing  myself 
baffled.  I  am  baffled,  as  to  spirit-return,  and 
as  to  many  other  special  problems.  I  am  also 
constantly  baffled  as  to  what  to  Ihink  of  thb 
or  thai  particular 
story,  for  the 
sources  of  error  in 
any  one  observa- 
tion are  seldom 
fully  knowable. 
But  weak  sticks 
make  strong  fag- 
gots; and  when 
the  stories  fall  in- 
to consistent  sorts 
that  point  each  in 
a  definite  direc- 
tion, one  gets  a 
sense  of  being  in 
presence  of  genu- 
inely natural  types 
of  phenomena.  As 
to  there  being  such 
real  natural  types 
of  phenomena 
ignored  by  ortho- 
dox science,  I  am 
not  baffled  at  all, 
for  I  am  fully 
convinced  of  it. 
One  cannot  get 
demonstrative 
proof  here.  One 
has  to  follow 
one's  personal 
sense,  which,  of 
course,  is  liable  to 
err,  of  the  dra- 
matic probabili- 
ties of  nature. 
Our  critics  here 
obey  their  sense  of 
dramatic  proba- 
bility as  much  as 
we  do.  Take 
"  raps"  for  ex- 
ample, and  the 
whole  business  of 
objects  moving 
without  contact. 
"  Nature,"  thinks  the  scientific  man,  is  not  so  un- 
utterably siLy.  The  cabinet,  the  darkness,  the 
tying,  suggest  a  sort  of  human  rat-hole  life  ex- 
clusively and  "swindling"  is  for  him  the  drama- 
tically sufficient  explanation.  It  probably  is,  in 
an  indefinite  majority  of  instances;  yet  it  is  to 
me  dramatically  improl>able  that  the  swindling 


lieu  Branch  ol  ihe  Society 
lime  of  hii  death  in  1903. 
ia  paychical  research  auot 
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should  not  have  accreted  round  some  originally  or  by  some  curious  external  force  impelling  us 
genuine  nucleus.     If  we  look  at  human  impos-  to  personation.     The  first  difference  between 
ture  as  a  historic  phenomenon,  we  find  it  al-  the  psychical  researcher  and  the  inexpert  per- 
ways  imitative.     One  swindler  imitates  a  pre-  son  is  that  the  former  realizes  the  commonness 
vious  swindler,  but  the  first  swindler  of  that  and  typicality  of  the  phenomenon  here,  while 
kind  imitated  some  one  who  was  honest.     You  the  latter,  less  informed,  thinks  it  so  rare  as  to 
can  no  more  create  an  absolutely  new  trick  be  unworthy  of  attention.     /  wish  to  go  on 
than  you  can  create  a  new  word  without  any  record  for  the  commonness, 
previous  basis. — You  don't  know  how  to  go        The  next  thing  I  wish  to  go  on  record  for  is 
about  it.    Try,  reader,  yourself ,  to  invent  an  un-  tJie  ^wewre,  in  the  midst  of  all  the  humbug, 
precedented  kind  of  **  physical  phenomenon  of  oj  really  supernormal  knowledge.     By  this  I 
spiritualism."     When  /  try,  I  find  myself  men-  mean  knowledge  that  cannot  be  traced  to  the 
tally  turning  over  the  regular  medium-stock,  ordinary  sources   of   information — the  senses 
and  thinking  how  I  might  improve  some  item,  namely,  of  the  automatist.    In  really  strong 
This  being  the  dramatically  probable  human  mediums  this  knowledge  seems  to  be  abundant, 
way,  I  think  differently  of  the  whole  type,  though  it  is  usually  spotty,  capricious  and  un- 
taken  collectively,  from  the  way  in  which  I  may  connected.     Really  strong  mediums  are  rari- 
think  of  the  single  instance.     I  find  myself  be-  ties;  but  when  one  starts  with  them  and  works 
lieving  that  there  is  "something  in"  these  never  downwards  into  less  brilliant  regions  of  the  auto- 
ending  reports  of  physical  phenomena,  although  matic  life,  one  tends  to  interpret  many  slight  but 
I  haven't  yet  the  least  positive  notion  of  the  odd  coincidences  with  truth  as  possibly  rudi- 
something.     It  becomes  to  my  mind  simply  a  mentary  forms  of  this  kind  of  knowledge, 
very  worthy  problem  for  investigation.     Either       What  is  one  to  think  of  this  queer  chapter 
I  or  the  scientist  is  of  course  a  fool,  with  our  in  human  nature  ?    It  is  odd  enough  on  any 
opposite  views  of  probability  here;  and  I  only  view.    If  all  it  means  is  a  preposterous  and  in- 
wish  he  might  feel  the  liability,  as  cordially  as  I  ferior  monkey-like  tendency  to  forge  messages, 
do,  to  pertain  to  both  of  us.  systematically  embedded   in  the  soul  of  all 

of  us,  it  is  weird;  and  weirder  still  that  it 
Profenor  Jamm*  Goe9  on  Record  should  then  own  all  this  supernormal  informa- 
tion. If  on  the  other  hand  the  supernormal 
I  fear  I  look  on  Nature  generally  with  more  information  be  the  key  to  the  phenomenon,  it 
charitable  eyes  than  his,  though  perhaps  he  ought  to  be  superior;  and  then  how  ought  we  to 
would  pause  if  he  realized  as  I  do,  how  vast  account  for  the  "wicked  partner,"  and  for  the 
the  fraudulency  is  which  in  consistency  he  must  undeniable  mendacity  and  inferiority  of  so 
attribute  to  her.  Nature  is  brutal  enough,  much  of  the  performance?  We  are  thrown, 
Heaven  knows;  but  no  one  yet  has  held  her  for  our  conclusions,  upon  our  instinctive  sense 
non-humsin  side  to  he  dishonest yB.nd  even  in  the  of  the  dramatic  probabilities  of  nature.  My 
human  sphere  deliberate  deceit  is  far  rarer  than  own  dramatic  sense  tends  instinctively  to 
the  "classic"  intellect,  with  its  few  and  rigid  picture  the  situation  as  an  interaction  between 
categories,  was  ready  to  acknowledge.  There  slumbering  faculties  in  the  automatist's  mind 
is  a  hazy  penumbra  in  us  all  where  lying  and  and  a  cosmic  environment  of  other  consciousr 
delusion  meet,  where  passion  rules  beliefs  as  ness  of  some  sort  which  is  able  to  work  upon 
wellasconduct,andwhere  the  term  "scoundrel"  them.  If  there  were  in  the  universe  a  lot  of 
does  not  clear  up  everything  to  the  depths  as  it  diffuse  soul-stuff,  unable  of  itself  to  get  into 
did  for  our  forefathers.  The  first  automatic  consistent  personal  form,  or  to  take  permanent 
writing  I  ever  saw  was  forty  years  ago.  I  un-  possession  of  an  organism,  yet  always  craving 
hesitatingly  thought  of  it  as  deceit,  although  it  to  do  so,  it  might  get  its  head  into  the  air,  para- 
contained  vague  elements  of  supernormal  sitically,  so  to  speak,  by  profiting  by  weak  spots 
knowledge.  Since  then  I  have  come  to  see  in  in  the  armor  of  human  minds,  and  slipping 
automatic  writing  one  example  of  a  department  in  and  stirring  up  there  the  sleeping  tendency 
of  human  activity  as  vast  as  it  is  enigmatic,  to  personate.  It  would  induce  habits  in  the 
Every  sort  of  person  is  liable  to  it,  or  to  some-  subconscious  region  of  the  mind  it  used  thus, 
thing  equivalent  to  it ;  and  whoever  encourages  and  would  seek  above  all  things  to  prolong  its 
it  in  himself  finds  himself  personating  someone  social  opportunities  by  making  itself  agreeable 
else,  either  signing  what  he  writes  by  fictitious  and  plausible.  It  would  drag  stray  scraps  of 
name,  or  spelling  out,  by  ouija-board  or  table-  truth  with  it  from  the  wider  environment,  but 
tips,  messages  from  the  departed.  Our  sub-  would  betray  its  mental  inferiority  by  knowing 
conscious  region  seems,  as  a  rule,  to  be  domi-  little  how  to  weave  them  into  any  important  or 
nated  either  by  a  crazy  "will  to  make-believe,"  significant  story. 
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This,  I  say,  is  the  dramatic  view  which  my  in,  showing  the  otherwise  unverifiable  common 

mind  spontaneously  takes,  and  it  has  the  ad-  connection.     Not  only  psychic  research,  but 

vantage  of  falling  into  line  with  ancient  human  metaphjrsical  philosophy,  and  speculative  biol- 

traditions.    The  views  of  others  are  just  as  ogy  are  led  in  their  own  ways  to  look  with 

dramatic,  for  the  phenomenon  is  actuated  by  favor  on  some  such  "  panpsychic"  view  of  the 

will  of  some  sort  anyhow,  and  wills  give  rise  to  universe    as    this.     Assuming    this    common 

dramas.    The  spiritist  view,  as  held  by  Messrs.  reservoir  of  consciousness  to  exist,  this  bank 

Hyslop  and  Hodgson,  sees  a '^  will  to  communt-  upon  which  we  all  draw,  and  in  ^  which  so 

cate,"  struggling  through  inconceivable  layers  many  of  earth's  memories  must  in  some  way 

of  obstruction  in  the  conditions.    I  have  heard  be  stored,  or  mediums  would  not  get  at  them 

Hodgson  liken  the  difficulties  to  those  of  two  as  they  do,  the  question  is.  What  is  its  own 

persons  who  on  earth  should  have  only  dead-  structure?    What   is   its    inner   topography? 

drunk  servants  to  use  as  their  messengers.  This  question,  first  squarely  formulated  by 

Thescientist,  for  his  part,seesa  "will  to  deceive,"  Myers,  deserves  to  be  called  ^'Myers's  problem" 

watching  its  chance  in  all  of  us,  and  able  by  scientific  men  hereafter.     What  are  the 

(possibly  ?)  to  use  "telepathy"  in  its  service.  conditions  of  individuation  or  insulation  in 

Which  kind  of  will,  and  how  many  kinds  of  this  mother-sea  ?    To  what  tracts,   to  what 

will  are  most  inherently  probable  ?    Who  can  active  systems  functioning  separately  in  it, 

say  with  certainty  ?    The  only  certainty  is  that  do  personalities  correspond  ?    Are  individual 

the  phenomena  are  enormously  complex,  es-  "  spirits  "  constituted  there?     How  numerous, 

pecially  if  one  includes  in  them  such  intellect-  and  of  how  many  hierarchic  orders  may  these 

ual  flights  of  mediumship  as  Swedenborg's,  then  be?    How  permanent?     How  transient? 

and  if  one  tries  in  any  way  to  work  the  physical  And  how  confluent  with  one  another  may  they 

phenomena  in.    That  is  why  I  personally  am  become? 

as  yet  neither  a  convinced  believer  in  parasitic  What  again,  are  the  relations  between  the 

demons,   nor  a  spiritist,  nor  a  scientist,  but  cosmic  consciousness  and  matter  ?    Are  there 

still  remain  a  psychical  researcher  waiting  for  subtler  forms  of  matter  which  upon  occasion 

more  facts  before  concluding.  may  enter  into  functional  connection  with  the 

individuations  in  the  psychic  sea,  and  then, 

(MFWit  Seieniifie  Conque9i9  of  ihe  Fatnre  and  then  only,  show  theniselves? — So  that  our 

ordinary  human  experience,  on  its  material  as 

Out  of  my  experience,  such  as  it  is  (and  it  is  well  as  on  its  mental  side,  would  appear  to  be 

limited  enough)  one  fixed  conclusion  dogmat-  only  an  extract  from    the    larger    psycho- 

ically  emerges,  and  that  is  this,  that  we  with  physical  world  ? 

our  lives  are  like  islands  in  the  sea,  or  like  trees  Vast,  indeed,  and  difficult  is  the  inquirer's 

in  the  forest.     The  maple  and  the  pine  may  prospect  here,  and  the  most  significant  data  for 

whisper  to  each  other  with  their  leaves,  and  his  purpose  will  probably  be  just  these  dingy 

Conanicut  and  Newport  hear  each  other's  fog-  little  mediumistic  facts  which  the  Huxleyan 

horns.     But  the  trees  also  commingle  their  minds  of  our  time  find  so  unworthy  of  their 

roots  in  the  darkness  underground,  and  the  attention.     But  when  was  not  the  science  of  the 

islands  also  hang  together  through  the  ocean's  future  stirred  to  its  conquering  activities  by 

bottom.     Just  so  there  is  a  continuum  of  cos-  the  little  rebellious  exceptions  to  the  science  of 

mic  consciousness,  against  which  our  individual-  the  present?    Hardly,  as  yet,  has  the  surface 

ity  builds  but  accidental  fences,  and  into  which  of  the  facts  called  "psychic"  begun  to  be 

our  several  minds  plunge  as  into  a  mother-sea  scratched  for  scientific  purposes.     It  is  through 

or  reservoir.     Our  "normal"  consciousness  is  following  these  facts,  I  am  persuaded,  that 

circumscribed  for  adaptation  to  our  external  the  greatest  scientific  conquests  of  the  coming 

earthly  environment,  but  the  fence  is  weak  in  generation  will  be  achieved.     Kuhn  ist  das 

spots,  and  fitful  influences  from  beyond  leak  Muhen,  herrlich  der  Lohn ! 
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**Thu8,  to-day,  Israel  is  face  to  face  with  a  menace  of   disintegra- 
tion  more   formidable  than  the    legions   of  Titus.** — I.  Zangwill. 

WHEN  I  went  down  into  the  swarming  Island  is  now  held  by  Jewish  owners.     The 
East  Side  of  New  York  City,  I  began  largest  single  industry  in  the  city — clothing 
to  understand  what  a  Christian  min-  manufacture — is  almost  wholly  in  the  hands  of 
ister  meant  when  he  referred  to  the  **  stone- wall  Jews.     They   control   many  of  our  greatest 
of   Judaism."     I    found    the    few    Christian  banks  and  other  financial   institutions,   and 
churches,  which  still  remained,  in  a  distressing  their  domain  in  finance  is  rapidly  extending; 
state  of  decay — dying  out,  withering  down,  like  they  dominate  and  direct  almost  exclusively  the 
trees  in  barren  soil.     When  I  inquired  for  rea-  amusements,  both  theaters  and  operas — of  the 
sons  the  minister  and  missionaries  had  many  greatest   American   city.     About  half  of  the 
things  to  tell  me,  but  they  usually  summed  up  principal   newspapers  of  the  metropolis  are 
their  explanation  with  the  remark  that  the  owned  by  Jews — and  some  of  the  other  papers 
presence  of  the  Jew  was  fatal  to  Christian  have  Jewish  editors  in  important  positions, 
churches.  They  control  the  greater  part  of  the  wholesale 
How  much  the  Jewish  population  means  in  and  retail  trade.     Many  of  our  ablest  lawyers, 
the  life  of  New  York  City,  few  people  realize,  doctors  and  scientists  are  Jews.     More  and 
Within  the  past   few  years,   quietly,   almost  more  the  Jew  is  becoming  a  great  factor  in 
without  notice,  the  Jew  has  become  the  chief  politics;  if  Tammany  Hall  is  beaten  at  the 
single  element  in  the  population  of  our  prin-  polls  this  fall,  the  Jew  will  do  it. 
cipal  American  city — and  in  a  very  real  sense        Many  Jewish  judges  now  administer  our 
one  of  the  dominating  factors  of  our  life.    Out  laws,  and  not  a  few  Jews  in  our  legislatures  and 
of  the  total  population  of  Greater  New  York  in  Congress  are  helping  to  make  them.     The 
nearly  1,000,000  are  Jews,  or  more  than  one  in  education  of  the  children  of  New  York  City  is, 
every  live.    Nowhere  at  any  time  in  the  world's  to  a  surprising  extent,  in  the  hands  of  the  Jews 
history  were  so  many  Jews  gathered  together  in  — and  becoming  more  and  more  so.     I  ex- 
one  locality.     Jerusalem  the  Golden  in  all  the  amined  the  lists  recently  published  of  newly 
5,000  years  of  its  history  never  had  a  quarter  appointed  teachers  for  the  public  schools.     It 
as  many  Jews  as  now  live  in  New  York  City,  reads  for  long  spaces  like  a  directory  of  the 
and  all  Palestine  to-day,  in  spite  of  the  efiforts  East  Side.     Hundreds  of  teachers  in  New  York 
of  enthusiastic  Zionists  to  fire  their  people  who  were  born  in  despotic  Russia  and  who 
with  a  desire  to  return  to  their  home  land  has  came  here  only  a  few  years  ago,  knowing  not  a 
not  as  many  Jewish  residents  as  may  be  found  word  of  English,  are  to-day  teaching  American 
in  half  a  dozen  blocks  on  the  East  Side.     Not  children  the  principles  of  democracy.     Some 
only  are  they  the  dominant    factor   on   the  of  the  strongest  benevolent  and  civic  activities 
crowded  East  Side,  but  they  occupy  whole  of  the  city  are  controlled  by  Jews  and,  finally, 
neighborhoods  in  other  parts  of  the  city — in  the  Jews,  resisting  Christianity,  have  built  up 
Harlem  and  the  Bronx,  in  Williamsburg  and  at  least   one  religious  or  ethical   movement 
Brownsville — almost  to  the  exclusion  of  other  which  has  attracted  many  Christians.     Not  a 
population.     And  they  are  not  mere  renters  of  few  Christian  churches,  slowly  surrounded  by 
homes  and  tenements;  for  a  considerable  pro-  Jews,  have  given  up  the  struggle  and  their 
portion  of  the  valuable  land  on  Manhattan  buildings  have  finally  been    purchased  and 
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converted  into  synagogues.     It  may  come  as  a  *' After  persecuting  us  for  a  thousand  years 

surprise  to  many  people,  but  it  is  a  fact  that  and  more  in  the  name  of  Christ,  you  come  to  us 

there  are  now  far  more  synagogues  (organiza-  and  ask  us  to  believe  in  that  Christ!"  exclaims 

tions,  not   buildings)   on    Manhattan    Island  the  Jew. 

than  there  are  Christian  churches.    The  num-  When  I  began  these  studies  I  had  no  idea  to 

ber  of   Jewish   synagogues  in  ♦Greater  New  what  extent  the  effort  to  proselyte  the  Jews 

York  is  803,  of  which  708  are  in  Manhattan  had  gone.     On   July  i,   1909,  there  were  45 

Island  and  the  Bronx.    Assuredly  New  York  Jewish    missionary    societies    in    the    United 

City  has  become  the  New  Jerusalem  of  the  States,  with  48  stations  and  144  workers,  also 

Jew.  47  schools  with  2,355  pupils.     I  have  visited,  at 

It  would  make  a  study  of  profound  interest  various  times,  quite  a  number  of  these  missions, 
to  determine  how  far  the  Jew  and  Jewish  ideals  and  all  of  them  without  exception  have  im- 
are  modifying  in  essential  particulars  the  life  pressed  me  with  the  discouraging  feebleness 
and  thought  of  American  cities.  We  are  ac-  of  their  work.  Most  of  the  leaders  in  Jewish 
customed,  in  our  self-assurance,  to  regard  the  missions,  those  who  know  most  of  conditions, 
Jew  either  as  an  interloper  to  be  superciliously  frankly  express  their  discouragement.  They 
set  apart  and  kept  apart,  or  else  as  an  alien  to  work  very  hard  indeed  for  meagre  results.  A 
be  assimilated  and  made  Christian  as  rapidly  as  few  hundred  conversions  are  reported  every 
possible.  We  imagine  with  a  swelling  of  our  year,  but  after  a  century  of  activity,  the  total 
pride  that  we  are  making  over  all  these  Jews  Jewish  membership  in  evangelical  Christian 
and  other  foreigners  to  our  ideas  of  what  an  churches,  according  to  a  careful  investigation 
American  should  be;  we  forget  that  we  are  also  made  by  an  ardent  supporter  of  Hebrew  mis- 
being  made  over  to  iheir  ideas  of  what  an  sions,  the  Rev.  Louis  Meyer  of  the  Presby- 
American  should  be.  With  the  Jew  so  largely  terian  Church,  is  less  than  10,000,  including 
dominating  the  three  greatest  engines  of  popu-  children,  out  of  a  total  Jewish  population  of 
lar  opinion  and  popular  education — the  schools,  2,000,000.  And  this  is  counterbalanced  in 
the  public  press,  and  the  stage — it  would  cer-  come  degree  by  Christians  who  have  joined  the 
tainly  be  astonishing  if  the  life  and  ideals  of  Jewish  synagogues,  of  whom  there  is  no  in- 
the  city  were  not  vitally  modified.  considerable    number.     Although    the    Jews 

I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  the  Jews  are  con-  never  invite  proselytes,  I  know  one  synagogue 
sciously  trying  to  change  our  life  or  that  they  in  New  York  which  receives  about  ten  Chris- 
do  not  become  loyal  and  patriotic  Americans,  tians  a  year,  mostly  Christian  wives  of  Jewish 
But  civilization  is  a  sort  of  pudding,  changed  men. 

to  the  taste  of  every  added  ingredient.     With  a  Among  the  great  mass  of  Jews  in  the  country, 

million  Jews  in  our  metropolitan  pudding,  the  the  Christian  missions  have  not  stirred  the 

conduct  of  our  business,- our  religious  observ-  least  interest.     In  fact,  1  found  from  many  in- 

ances,  our  ideas  of  art  and  music,  cannot  fail  to  quiries  among  all  sorts  of  Jews  that  the  pre- 

be  essentially  modified.  vailing  attitude  was  one  of  indifference  or  of 

From  the  time  of  Jesus  down,  the  church  has  contempt.  Only  in  a  few  instances  have  the 
labored  with  greater  persistence  and  less  sue-  missions  succeeded  even  in  arousing  the  tribute 
cess  to  convert  the  Jews  than  any  other  people,  of  open  hostility.  Their  fear  of  Christianity 
At  times  it  has  pursued  Mahomet's  policy  of  is  of  a  very  different  sort,  as  I  shall  show, 
"the  sword  or  the  faith,"  and  by  force  and  Thus,  in  spite  of  persecution,  in  spite  of  de- 
persecution  has  brought  a  few  Jews  into  the  termined  missionary  efforts,  the  Jew  has 
church;  at  other  times  it  has  used  the  velvet  steadily  gone  on  increasfng  in  numbers  until 
hand  of  persuasion.  Both  methods  are  still  to-day  there  is  a  larger  Jewish  population  in 
in  vogue,  the  method  of  force  being  in  these  the  world  than  ever  before.  It  was  only  a 
latter  days  in  America  thinly  veiled  under  handful  of  Jews  that  Moses  led  out  of  Egypt, 
forms  of  prejudice,  ostracism,  and  the  lesser  compared  with  the  12,000,000  now  scattered 
sorts  of  persecution.  As  for  the  method  of  abroad  among  the  nations, 
persuasion,  it  was  probably  never  employed  But  let  us  look  more  deeply  into  the  con- 
more  widely  than  it  is  to-day.  Within  the  last  dition  of  the  Jews.  The  ** stone  wall  of  Ju- 
ten  years  the  Christian  churches  of  America  daism  "  is  by  no  means  as  high  or  as  strong  as 
have  awakened  as  never  before  to  the  so-called  a  superficial  examination  would  indicate.  It 
Jewish  problem.  They  want  now  to  break  is,  in  fact,  nothing  more  than  a  scenery  wall — 
down  the  "stone  wall  of  the  Jew"  which  has  painted  paper — with  a  Hebrew  inscription 
been  building  for  so  many  centuries  at  the  which  no  Christian  and  comparatively  few 
hands  of  Christian  governments.  And  they  find  American  Jews  can  read.  And  that  in.scrip- 
the  wall  curiously  defended  on  the  other  side!  tion    is   the   closing   words   of   the    Passover 
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prayer:  **And  next  year  may  we  be  in  Zion."  peace  movement  had  its  inspiration  in  a  book 

Behind  the  wall,  among  themselves,  the  Jews  by  Jean  de  Bloch,  a  Jew;  and  the  ethical  cul- 

are  engaged  in  a  heated  discussion  as  to  what  ture  movement  in  America,  the  length  and 

ismeantby**Zion" — Jerusalem  or  New  York!  breadth  of  which  is  not  yet  appreciated,   is 

When  I  began  to  make  inquiries  among  the  largely  the  inspiration  of  Dr.  Felix  Adler,  a 

Jews    themselves — ^in    three    different    cities,  Jew.    The  Jewish  people  have  always,  pos- 

New  York,  Boston  and  Chicago — I  discov-  sessed  the  genius  for  declaring  revolutionary 

ered  an  extraordinary  condition  of  upheaval  truths,  for  prophecy.     We  sometimes  forget 

and  unrest.     It  is  one  of  the  commonest  of  that   modem  civilization  rests  largely  upon 

human  errors  to  imagine  that  a  distant  people  Jewish  prophecy  and  Jewish  law-giving,  Mbses 

are  all,  somehow,  exactly  like  one  another,  and  David  and  Isaiah,  Jesus  and  Paul — ^all 

and  at  the  same  time  very  different  from  our-  Jews. 

selves.  But  when  we  become  really  acquainted  Before  we  can  understand  what  a  liberal 
with  those  distant  people  we  find  them  curi-  movement  signifies,  we  must  form  a  clear  con- 
ously  human  like  ourselves,  swept  by  the  same  ception  of  the  orthodoxy  from  which  it  is  a  re- 
interests  and  hopes  and  fears,  divided  by  the  volt. 

same  issues,  concerned  with  the  same  prob-       In  Grand  Street,  the  Broadway  of  the  East 

lems.  Side,  you  will  recognize  instantly  the  common 

And  so  the  Jews.    As  I  talked  with  Jewish  type  of  the  orthodox  Jew.    He  looks  very 

religious  leaders  I  had  often  to  remind  myself  much  as  he  looked  when  he  walked  the  dirty 

that  I  was  not  talking  with  Christian  ministers,  streets  of  his  native  Russian  or  Austrian  vil- 

so  similar  were  the  stories  told  and  the  com-  lage.    His  black  coat,  his  long  black  beard,  his 

plaints  made  of  the  decline  of  religious  interest,  rounded  shoulders,  the  Hebrew  curls  at  his 

I  heard  the  same  lament  that  religion  no  longer  temples,    indelibly    mark   his   place    in    the 

influenced  men's  lives,  that  the  synagogues,  heterogeneous  life  of  the  streets.    He  can  be 

although  very  numerous,  were  illy-attended  seen  walking  with  serene  coimtenance  in  the 

and  poorly  supported,  that  home-worship,  a  midst  of  this  seething  caldron  of  modem  life 

central  feature  of  the  Jewish  religion,  was  as    unscathed    as    Shadrach,    Meshach    and 

falling  into  decay,  and  finally,  one  rabbi,  when  Abednego  in  the  fiery  furnace  of  King  Nebu- 

I  asked  him  what  was  the  trouble  with  the  chadnezzar,  and  with  as  profound  a  faith  in 

Jewish  religion,  answered  me  in  two  words:  the  watchfulness  of  a  personal  God. 
"  Your  Christianity . "  He  came  here,  this  serene  old  Jew,  four 

Though  he  did  not  mean  by  Christianity  thousand  miles  from   Eastern  Europe,  and 

quite  what  the  word  means  to  most  of  us,  about  five  hundred  years  from  the  middle  ages, 

this  remark  contained  a  world  of  significance.  In  Russia,  Austria  or   Roumania,  he   lived 

as  I  shall  show.  mostly  in  small  towns,  set  apart  and  much 

Thus,  strangely  enough,  I  found  the  Chris-  forced  upon  himself.  He  knew  little  of  mod- 
tian  church  on  the  one  hand  giving  the  Jew  as  em  leaming,  modem  science,  or  modem  in- 
a  reason  for  its  decline  in  certain  localities,  and  dustry,  but  he  was  deeply  versed  in  the  wis- 
the  Jew  responding  with  the  assertion  that  dom  of  old  religious  books.  Though  dwelling 
Christianity  was  one  of  the  causes  for  the  dis-  in  an  age  of  nationalism  which  is  already 
integration  of  his  religion.  As  a  matter  of  dreaming  of  universalism,  he  remained  in  what 
fact,  the  cause  lies  deeper  than  either  thinks,  was  essentially  a  tribal  stage  of  civilization 
and  it  is  the  same  in  both  cases.  A  world-  with  a  tribal  God,  and  a  tribal  conception  of 
wide  liberalism  is  shaking  ancient  institutions;  religion.  In  a  real  sense  his  religion  corn- 
old  walls  are  everywhere  tottering.  The  manded  every  act  of  his  life  in  a  way  that  we 
Roman  Catholic  has  his  Modernist,  the  Prot-  can  scarcely  realize.  The  synagogue  to  the 
estant  his  Higher  Critic,  and  the  Jew  his  Re-  Jew  in  Russia  is  very  much  what  the  Middle 
form  Movement.  It  goes  deep— this  spiritual  Ages'  cathedral  was  to  the  Roman  Catholic,  or 
unrest.  as  the  Protestant  church  was  to  the  Puritans  of 

And  nowhere  deeper  than  among  the  Jews,  New  England — the  center  of  his  life, 
whose  intellectual  faculties  have  been  sharp-  When  the  Jew  reaches  New  York  he  brings 
ened  for  centuries  upon  the  gritty  texts  of  the  his  tribal  instincts  and  his  tribal  conception  of 
Old  Testament  and  the  Talmud.  It  is  scarcely  God  with  him,  and  the  first  thing  he  does  is  to 
necessary  to  recall  the  fact  that  many  of  the  attempt  to  set  up  and  continue  his  tribal  in- 
ideas  which  are  now  most  deeply  stirring  man-  stitutions.  He  does  not  know  it,  of  course, 
kind  are  the  product  of  thinkers  who  were  Jews,  but  the  source  of  liberalism — indeed,  of  revo- 
The  beginning  of  the  socialist  movement  traces  lution,  if  the  spirit  of  liberalism  be  long  re- 
back   to  two  Jews,  Marx  and  Lasalle;  the  pressed — is  the  attempt  to  apply  fifteenth  or 


Jacob   H.  Schiff 

Who  hai  been  called  "ihe  letdmg  Jewiih  dtizoi  of  the  UnitRl  Suto.*'  He  hu  ined  ha  gml  wrahh 
in  pronbodng  tmry  aort  of  Jewvh  benevolence  from  the  onhodoi  Jewiih  Theoloocal  Sccrimary  to  the  radical 
leform  Free  Synagogue.  Not  only  it  he  coonected  with  DiasT  Jewiih  charitable  organizwioni.  but 
he  hat  been  one  ot  ihe  prime  moven  in  many  civic  and  [etorm  moTcmeni)  in  New  York  City. 
He  wat  bom    in    Germanr    in    1647    and    ii   the    head   oi    the    banking    hame   ol    Kuhn.  Loeb  &  Co. 

even  nineteenth  century  institutions,  un-  gregations^like  that  composed  of.  Jews  from 
changed,  to  twentieth  century  conditions.  Krakow, .Austria — have  buildings  of  their  own. 
Orthodoxy  never  seems  to  learn  that  anything  A  few,  indeed,  have  bought  out  and  rearranged 
grows!  abandoned  Protest  a  nl  or  Roman  Catholic 
In  its  ecclesiastical  institutions  no  religion  is  churches,  but  the  great  majority  of  the  syna- 
freer  or  more  democratic  than  the  Jewish,  gogues  are  mere  rented  rooms  in  the  tenement 
Among  the  Jews  there  is  no  authority  compar-  houses.  I  have  visited  a  single  tenement  on 
able  to  the  Roman  Catholic  Pope,  no  denomi-  the  East  Side  with  as  many  as  three  different 
national  superv-ision,  no  ordained  clergy.  Any  synagogues  in  it.  In  one  building  in  Ridge 
ten  Jews  may  organize  a  synagogue,  elect  a  Street  I  found  a  store  on  the  first  floor,  a  sweat- 
president,  and  choose  one  of  their  number  as  a  shop  on  the  second  floor  (with  families  living 
reader,  or  employ  a  rabbi.  This  accounts  for  in  the  rear),  two  synagogues  on  the  third  and 
ihe  very  large  number  of  Jewish  synagogical  fourth  floors  and  then  another  sweat-shop  at 
congregations  in  New  York  City.  Each  is  the  lop.  It  costs  only  fifty  or  seventy-five  dol- 
made  up  largely  of  men  from  the  same  town  in  iars  for  a  scroll  of  the  law  (written  on  sheepskin 
Russia,  or  of  the  same  district  in  Austria.  Only  by  scribes  in  Russia),  which  is  the  main 
a  comparatively  few  of  the  older  and  larger  con-  recjui-site  of  a  synagogue;  the  members  them- 
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his  wares  among  the  pc^vs. 
For  a  time,  also,  the  Jew  is 
scrupulous  in  his  obscr\'ancei 
of  dietary  laws  and  of  all 
other  rites  and  cereDionies. 
Eveiy  morning  he  binds  hi> 
phylacteries  (htlle  leather 
boxes  containing  passages  ot 
the  scripture)  to  lus  arm  and 
forehead  while  he  prays  and 
he  is  particular  to  wear, 
under  his  clothing,  the 
sacred  "four  comers"  or 
"fringes."  We  may  sniile 
as  we  wiU  at  the  droning, 
swaying  worshippers,  "gab- 
bling their  prayers, "  as  Zang- 
wtll  5a>'s,  in  the  little  £a.-4 
Side  s)'nagi^ues,  it  is  still  a 
fact  that  many  of  these  blark- 
bearded  orthodox  Jews  prai. 
dee  a  severity  of  morality  noi 
so  common  in  thie  age  as  lo 
be  despised. 

There   is,    indeed,   some- 
thing  infinitely    pathetic  ii: 
the  effort  of  these  old  Je»:- 
to  maintain  their  religion  in 
New  York;  and  in  less  e.\aj;- 
gerated  form,  one    may   see 
the  older  Presbyterians, 
Methodists   and  Roman 
Catholics  struggling  desper- 
ately in  the  torrent  of  nKxleni 
progress  to  presence  all  the 
old  customs  and  traditions  of 
their    churches.      And     yet 
these  intensely  earnest  older 
Jews    are    engaged     in     the 
ancient,    unseeing    task    of 
trjing  to  crowd  an  e.irpand- 
ing  and  exuberant   universe 
;   often    do   the    necessary   car|>entering,    into  Iheir  own   little,  institutional   pint   cups. 
'     The  Jew  finds  himself  in  a  liff  inconceivably 
broader,  freer,  swifter  than  anything  he  knew 
in  Russia.    A  few  of  theolder  men  andwomen. 
indeed,  never  get  into  the  current  of  the  new 
life  at  all;  but  the  moment  the  young  people 
si  as  much  a    seture  work  and  begin  to  leam  the  EogU^h 
Ku>>ia.     He    language,   they  are    irresislibty    swept     away 
iphlKJrs    morning,    from  the  old  religious  moorings.     Philip  Da\-i?, 
-       ■    1  Jew,  who  came  here  as  a  youth, 
a  sweat-shop,  graduated  at  Hanard 
.',  and  is  now  in  public   work    iii 
Boston,  sa>s  of  his  experiences: 

"For  the  first  six  months  my  religious  con- 
i-ictions  were  unshaken.  Somehow  I  could  find 
no  work  and  therefore  had  ample  time  to  take 
in  even  more  than  three  divine  daily  services. 


Judge    Mayer  Sulzberger 

ibzen  of  PhiUddphi^  pmicKng  judge  o(  the  Court 
Bore  in  Getmtny.  One  ol  the  CoiiiKlen  of  Aie 
>rew  Awclation.  whkh  <:(irre«f>oiKU  lo  lltt  Y.  M. 
.  A.  unoog  Chriatiau:  ■!»  Prewjeol  o(  the  Ameriuo  Jewsh 
oninultee.     He  hai  one  of  ihe  fioeu  privale  librariei  id  America 


sclv. 

and  the  women  make  the  allar  curtains. 
few  seats  for  the  men,  a  little  shut-in,  stuffy 
galleri-  for  the  women,  and  an  altar  toward 
Jerusalem — and  the  synagogue  is  complete. 

Eageriy  the  incoming  Jew  attends  his  little 
synagogue.     For  a  time  it  is  almost  as  much  a 
center  of  his  life  as  il 
gathers   there   with    hi 

noon  and  night,  dix.ussing  not  only  religious  a  K 
.  but  secular  affairs  of  all  sorts.  Sometimes  he  beg: 
opens  a  little  school  or  cliedar  in  which  his 
children  leam  the  Hebrew  prayers;  sometimes 
he  allows  i>oorer  Jews  to  .sleep  there  at  night; 
and  sometimes  evni  trade  intrudes  uj(on  the 
temple.  In  one  synagogue  in  a  ding_v  back 
alley  I  saw  an  old  oilcloth  merchant  arranging 
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if  need  be.  But  at  last  I  got 
work  in  one  of  the  old-time 
sweat-shops  of  New  York, 
first  as  a  basting-puller,  then 
as  a  half-baster.  From  the 
moment  I  entered  the  shop 
my  religious  interest  began 
to  decline.  In  a  year  it  was 
practically  rtU.  My  'four 
comers'  wore  out  and  were 
never  replaced;  my  forelocks 
disappeared:  my  phylacteries 
and  my  prayer-book  were  in 
exile.  1  ceased  going  to  the 
synagogue,  firs!  only  on  week 
days,  later  on  Saturdays  as 
well.  In  after  years  I  never 
entered  it  but  twice  a  year, 
at  the  anniversary  of  my 
mother's  death  and  during 
the  day  of  atonement. " 

I  have  had  much  to  say 
of  the  decline  of  church  at- 
tendance, but  the"  same  ten- 
dency is  observable  among 
the  synagogues.  I  have 
visited  many  of  them  on 
Friday  evenings  and  Satur- 
day mornings — the  two  prin- 
cipal services  of  the  week. 
Often  I  have  found  half  a 
dozen  bearded  men  waiting 
there — for  what  reason  at 
first  I  could  not  understand. 
They  would  look  up  hopefully 
when  I  came  in,  and  then 
their  faces  would  fall  when 
they  saw  that  I  was  a  den- 
lile  and  therefore  would  not 
help  to  make  up  the  neces- 
sary prayer-quorum  of  ten, 
without  which  they  could  not 
begin  their  services.  Sometimes  one  of  the  where  there  were  only  twelve  or  fifteen  men, 
number  will  go  out  on  the  street  and  beseech  imluding  the  cantor,  with  two  or  three  women 
passing  Jews  to  come  in  and  help  them  with    in  the  gallery. 

thdr  quorum.  I  never  shall  forget  one  of  Twice  a  year  the  synagogues  are  crowded — 
these  old  Jews — his  wistful  eyes,  his  gentle,  at  the  great  Jewish  religious  feasts,  the  Day  of 
ineffectual  movements — whom  I  saw  one  Atonemt-nt  and  the  New  Year.  Indeed,  hun- 
day  stepping  out  like  some  potriarch  from  dreds  of  temporary  synagogues  are  instituted 
his  fifteenth  century  synagogue  and  seeking  in  halls  and  theaters  to  accommodate  the 
to  stop  with  a  call  to  prayer,  the  tide  of  the  throng  of  Jews  who  renew,  u|H>n  the-ie  solemn 
twentieth  century  as  it  rushed  through  the  occasions,  their  religious  connections.  Even 
streets.  But  some  of  the  more  prosperous  the  Jews  who  have  lost  all  real  religious  faith, 
synagogues,  adopting  modern  methods  to  who  no  longer  ol>sen'e  the  ceremonial  laws, 
solve  the  problem,  have  employed  a  certain  will  return  to  the  synagogue  for  the  Day  of 
number  of  men  to  be  constantly  upon  call  for  Aloncmcnl,  In  a  similar  way  Christian 
making  up  their  prayer-quorums.  Kvcn  in  the  churches  are  crowded  at  Easter,  or  for  the 
largest  liast  Side  synagogues  the  atlendanic  is  rhristm:is  cdcl)ration. 
often  pitifully  small;  I  have  attended  services        If  it  were  not  for  the  older  |)coi)le  and  for  the 
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Praidcnl  ol  the  Jewith  Th»lo|[ical  Semmmijr  oi  New  Vodc,  ooe  of  die  matal  of 
living  Hebfcw  KhoUrt.  He  >•  a  Rouminian  Jew,  eductfed  ia  Berlin  and  Viemui, 
■  HMhuled  rabbi.  He  wai  profenor  oi  Hebrew  at  ihe  College  o(  Loodoo 
and  hu  traveled  extai*ivFl]i  in  ihe  Karch  (or  Hebrew  maoiucrlpti.  He  ii  die 
undoubted  lewier  oi  Onhodox  Judaiim  among  d>e  cuhivaled  Jewi  o(  Amcric* 
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constant  inflow  of 
immigrants  I  don't 
know  what  would 
become  of  the  ortho- 
dox religious  insli- 
tutions  of  the  Jews. 
Not  only  are  the 
younger  people  soon 
alienated  from  the 
synagogue  by 
American  influ- 
ences, but  of  recent 
years   many   young 

rebellion  against  the 
old  religion  before 
they  come  here.  In 
the  last  ten  years 
great  changes  have 
been  taking  place 
in  Russia  and  Au^- 
tria.  Even  the 
Ghetto  of  the  Jew 
has  been  penetrated 
to  some  extent  bj 
modern  learning  and 
modem  ideas.  In 
talking  with  Jews  I 
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often   I   haie  been 
told  that  they  were 
"emancipated"  be- 
fore they  came  here  as  a  result  of  reading  children   are  compelled  to  go  to  Ihem  after 
Russian  or  German  books.     One  of  the  ablest  public  school  hours,  but  they  go  under  corn- 
Jews  in  New  Vork  told  me  how  he  toiled  with  pulsion  and  slop  as  soon  as  possible. 
painful  secrecy  through  a  Russian  text-book  of  The  right  of  free  association  has  resulted  in 
geography.  labor  organizations  and  innumerable  societies 

"I  found,"  he  said,  "that  the  earth  revolved  for  every  conceivable  purpose,  many  of  which 

around  the  sun,  not  the  sun  around  the  earth,  draw    the    Jews    from    tiie    synagogue.     One 

as  the  Talmud  had  it.  and  from  that  moment  evening  I  visited  the  strike  headquarters  of  an 

my  faith  in  the  old  teachings  was  broken. "  East  Side  labor  union:  it  was  thronged  with 

Not  only  do  the  younger  Jews  desert  their  men — while  the  nearby  synagogue,  although  it 

religious  practices,  but  they  often  adopt  English  was  the  prayer-hour,  was  practically  deserted, 

names,  refuse  to  speak  Yiddish  and  diligently  The  young  Jews  also  join  the  settlement -clubs, 

absorb  American  ideas  and  customs.     It  is  they  meet  in  the  free  parks,  they  literally  swal- 

diSicult    for    us    who    have   always   lived    in  low    the    books    at    the    free    libraries,    they 

America  to  realize  what  a  comparatively  free  patronize  the  free  cit)'  balhs  to  the  loss  of  the 

country  means  to  a  Russian  Jew — a  countr)-  innumerable   little   Jewish   bath   houses  and, 

where  a  man  is  free  to  organize,  free  to  say  wonder  of  wonders,  the  Jew,  who  has  never 

what  he  thinks  and  believe  what  he  will,  where  known  anything  of  physical  culture,  takes  with 

even  citizenship   is   free.     .\t  once  his   life,  avidity  to  the  free  gymnasium!    As  he  gets 

formerly  centered  in  the  synagogue,  finds  a  farther  away  he  even  joins  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. — 

hundred  new  activities  to  occupy  il.     The  pub-  for  its  non-religious  advantages, 

lie  school  is  so  far  better  than  the  dingy,  un-  It  is  not  long  before  the  Jew  begins  to  break 

sanitar}',    un  pedagogical    chedar    where    only  the  Sabbath — for  in  America  the  pressure  of 

Hebrew  is  taught,  that  it  speedily  swallows  up  industry   and  business   all   tend,  and  almost 

all   the  children.     Hundreds,  indeed,  of  the  irresistibly,  to  prevent  the  Jew  from  obser\ing 

little  Hebrew  difdarim  are  still  maintained  b>'  a  different  day  from  the  Christian.     I  have  vis- 

the  cuiilributions  of  pious  parents,  and  many  ited  the  East  Side  frequently  on  Saturday  and  I 
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Side  orthodox  synagogue,  a 
physician  interested  in  many 
Jewish  organizations.  He  told 
me  very  frankly  that  he  himself 
was  a  free-thinker,  but  he  thought 
it  well  to  keep  up  the  synagogue. 

"Many  of  the  old  people  like 
it,"  he  said,  "and  it  furnishes  a 
place  for  us  to  get  together." 

Of  the  one  hundred  and  forty 
members  of  his  synagogue  he 
told  me  that  twenty  were  "truly 
religious,"  about  twenty  were 
"half-way  religious,"  and  that 
the  other  hundred  were  more  or 
less  free-thinkers. 

1  asked  a  young  Russian  Jew 
recently  married  whether  he  still 
obser^'ed  the  dietary  laws.  This 
is  what  he  said: 

"In  a  way,  yes.  We  don't 
make  much  of  the  details  like 
keeping  the  butter  and  meat 
dishes  apart,  but  we  do  eat  kosher 
food.  If  we  didn't  the  old  folks 
would  not  come  to  visit  us.  We 
shall  keep  it  up  as  long  as  they 

Many  Jews  I  talked  with  had 
much  the  same  thing  to  say ;  they 
did  not  wish  to  sadden  their 
parents,  so  they  kept  on  with  a 
portion,  at  least,  of  the  forms  and 
ceremonies.  They  are  like  thou- 
sands of  unchurched  Christians 
who  to-day  go  back  to  a  religious 
institution  to  be-married,  have  a 
minister  officiate  at  Funerals,  and 
though  their  children  are  not  bap- 
tized, still  send  them  to  Sunday 
school.  SuchnominalChristians 
also  celebrate  Easter  and  Christ- 
have  been  surprised  to  see  how  many  of  the  mas  as  holidays,  but  with  httle  thought  of  the 
Jewish  stores  remain  open,  how  many  pushcart  significance  of  these  festivals, 
men  continue  to  ply  their  trade  even  in  this  The  most  prevalent  attitude  toward  religion 
heart  and  center  of  orthodox  Jewry.  And  even  among  the  radical  Jews  is  not  violent 
breaking  away  from  the  Sabbath,  neither  does  enough  to  be  called  atheism;  it  is  rather,  as 
the  Jew  obsen'e  the  Christian  Sunday.  Thus  among  Christians,  one  of  indifference.  A 
he  works  and  makes  money  seven  da>s  a  week,  careful  investigation  made  recently  by  the 
In  some  cases  the  synagogue  itself  has  be-  Federation  of  Churches  of  a  large  district  in 
come  more  or  less  commercialized.  A  group  Harlem  occupied  chiefly  by  Jews  showed  that  ' 
of  men  organize  a  death  benefit,  or  a  burial  over  eighty  percent,  of  the  Jews  acknowledged 
no  connection  with  any  synagogue.  As  Rabbi 
Harris  said  to  me: 

"The  Jew  has  always  survived  persecution; 
will  he  be  able  now  to  survive  emancipation  ?" 
Having  thus  endeavored  to  show  how  the 
prices  during  the  Jewish  feast  days.     I  talked    old  forms  of  Judaism  are  breaking  up,  I  come 
with  the  president  of  a  somewhat  typical  East    now  to  the  consideration  of  the  experiments 


ae  m  lynuogue.  At  a  louh 
odredi  ol  lillle  lynigoguet  are  lo  be  Eound  in  Eu(  Side  lene- 
mli.  fometiTDci  •ereral  in  one  building,  the  mcmbenhip  at  each 
luMy  made  up  of  roidcnU  fiom  a  ungle  imall  lown  in  Rimia 


association,  or  even  a  sick  benefit  society, 
sometimes  alt  three,  and  a  synagogue  is  main- 
tained as  a  sort  of  appendage.  It  costs  little  to 
run,  and,  indeed,  it  sometimes  makes  its  mem- 
bers a  profit  through  the  sale  of  seats  at  high 
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Ribbi  of  ihe  Fr«  Synagogue.  Dr.  Wi>ei>  pcrhaptlhc  moK 
refoim  rdigioin  leaden  in  America.  A  brilliani  oruor  aoc 
a   buiMbg   up  a  «trong  work  in    New   York.     He  ii   nc 

which  Jews  are  making  toward  new  forms  of 
religious  ex[tression.  Men  cannot  long  sur- 
vive williout  some  form  of  religion;  and  if  the 
old  breaks  down,  there  is  an  eager,  persistent, 
indefatigable  search  for  the  new. 

The  present  tendency  of  our  civilization 
might  be  characterized  a*  one  of  frank  ex- 
amination; Christians  and  Jews  alike  are  in  a 
critical  mood;  we  deny  the  old  dogmas  of  re- 
ligion, we  criticize  government,  we  are  dis- 
satisfied with  the  present  methods  of  industry'. 
The  great  mass  of  the  people  are  passis'c  and 
drifting— waiting  for  the  clear  call  of  new- 
leaders. 

Thus  the  great  mass  of  the  Jens,  ha\-ing gone 
out  of  the  synagogue  have  gone  into  nothing 
else.  It  is  easy  to  drift,  hard  to  take  a  [>osi- 
tive  step  into  new  and  unknown  enterprises. 


One  would  think,  indeed, 
that  this  was  just  the  oppor- 
tunity for  the  Christian  to 
convert  the  Jew;  but  the 
Christian  is  in  exactly  the 
same  state  as  the  Jew.  He 
can't  convert  the  Jew  because 
the  Jew  cannot  see  that  the 
Christian  applies  his  doctrines 
to  his  own  life!  Wherever 
there  is  reality  of  faith,  the 
Jew  is  attracted  exactly  like 
any  other  person.  One  of 
the  most  interesting  facts  that 
came  to  my  notice  in  New- 
York  was  the  growing  num- 
ber of  Jews  in  Christian 
Science  churches.  Some  of 
them  go  into  the  Christian 
Science  work  and  still  main- 
tain connection  with  a  syna- 
gogue. There  are  even  three 
Jewish  Christian  Science 
practitioners  on  the  orthodox 
Hast  Side.  A  patient  of  one 
of  them,  asked  by  a  friend 
of  mine  what  the  Christian 
Scientist  told  him  to  do,  re- 
plied: 

"Why,  he  told  me  just  what 
the  rabbi  does,  to  believe  in 
God." 

In  the  earlier  part  of  this 
article  I  spoke  of  the  failure 
of  Christian  missions  among 
the  Jews,  but  intimated  that 
the  influence  of  Christianity 
.«ik:»lof.heJe,v[.h  "!»"  the  Jews  was  none  the 
»a  able  icholar  be  less  profound.  It  IS  a  cunous 
«  ytt  37  ytut  old  thing  how  much  farther  a 
little  of  the  practiced  Chris- 
tian Spirit  will  go  than  much  preaching 
of  the  Christian  doctrines.  Thou^  few  Jews 
come  into  the  churches  from  the  missions, 
a  good  many  drift  in  as  a  result  of  kindly 
human  association  with  Christians.  Thus 
many  Jews,  especially  in  smaller  towns  and 
cities,  have  been  drifting  into  the  churches. 
Jenkin  Lloyd  Jones,  a  liberal  Unitarian  of 
Chicago,  has  a  considerable  number  of  Jews  in 
his  congregation.  \\'hen  I  was  in  the  South 
two  or  three  years  ago  studying  the  Negro 
problem,  I  met  a  number  of  men  with  Jewish 
names,who,  by  long  contact  with  Christians  and 
isolation  from  I  heir  kind,  had  drifted  into  the 
churches.  During  the  Civil  War  the  Jews  of 
the  South  were  loyal  to  its  cause,  and  fought 
shoulderto  shoulder  with  their  Gentile  brothers. 
This  broke  down  the  wall  of  prejudice  and  their 
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children  are  naturally  in  the  Sunday-schools  of  the  principal  Reform  congregations  in  the 
and  become  church  members  as  they  grow  up.  United  States.  It  is  much  briefer  than  the  old 
Breaking  away  from  forms  and  seeking  the  true  and  contains  more  English  than  Hebrew.  In 
spirit  of  religion,  Christian  and  Jew  find  them-  the  Reform  synagogues  women  have  been 
selves  not  far  apart,  after  all.  raised  to  an  equality  with  men.     Instead  of 

But  the  religious  drift  of  the  Jew,  however  being  relegated  to  the  gallery^a  remnant  of 
much  it  may  be  influenced  by  Christianily,  is  Orientalism  in  the  orthodox  synagogues — they 
distinctly  not  toward  the  churches  as  they  are  occupy  pews  with  the- men.  JIusic  and  mixed 
now  constituted.  Why  should  it  be,  when  choirs  have  been  introduced  and  the  preaching 
Christians  themselves  are  drifting  away  from  is  commonly  English.  Men  do  not  wear  their 
their  own  churches?  hats  in  the  Reform  synagogue  according  to  the 

Modem  Jewry  in  America  may  be  divided  ages-old  custom  among  the  orthodox  Jews, 
into  three  great  classes.  First,  the  orthodox  Marriage  and  burial  ceremonies  have  been 
Jews,  made  up  largely,  as  I  have  shown,  of  the  simplified  and  even  in  some  Reform  synagogues 
new  immigrants  on  the  East  Side;  second,  the  the  great  festivals  have  been  shortened.  Re- 
indifferent  or  drifting  Jews  who  compose  a  very  form  Jews  do  not  observe  the  ancient  dietary 
large  part  of  the  population;  third,  the  Reform  lawsr  indeed,  often  do  not  know  what  they  are. 
Jews,  who  have  taken  the  positive  step  to  new  In  still  more  essential  ways,  however,  the 
things. 

All  Ehelarger  and  wealthier 
synagt^es,  with  few  ex- 
ceptions, belong  to  the 
Reform  group;  the  Ameri- 
canized Jew,  if  he  keeps  up 
his  religious  observances  at 
all,  broadly  speaking,  be- 
longs to  a  Reform  syna- 
gogue. 

Briefly  described,  the 
Reform  movement,  which 
began  years  ago  in  Ger- 
many, is  an  attempt,  like 
that  of  modernism  among 
the  Roman  Catholics,  and 
the  social  movement  among 
the  Protestants,  to  bring 
religious  institutions  up  to 
date. 

"The  Reform  movement," 
said  Rabbi  Harris  of  Temple 
Israel  of  New  York,  "seeks 
to  get  at  the  living  essentials 
of  the  Jewish  faith  and 
apply  them  to  life  as  it  is 
to-day. " 

Most  of  the  Reform  syna- 
gogues that  I  have  visited 
are  far  nearer,  in  their  ser- 
vices, to  the  Protestant 
churches  than  they  are  to 
the  orthodox  synagogues. 
They  have  sloughed  off  a 
large  part  of  the  old  cere- 
monies and  ritual.  A  new 
union  prayer-book  has  been 
adopted  by  the  Central 
Conference   of  American  _  ■■      ,    1     „,        .    -1    ^ 

n    I  u-  J       I  The    nuut     ootsble    ol    the     Kclonn     Jewnh    Syni 

Rabbis,      composed    of    one  ^j,„  ^„  toth  S^-d.y  .nd  Sunday.      M.ny  o(  ^l 

hundred  and  eighty-three  Jewi  attend   here.     The  Ret.    Joieph    "" 


Abraham  Cahan  Dt.  Felix  Adier 

One  of  ihe  letdiog  Jewuh  Sodaluu  of  New  York.      Ai  One  of     ihe   moit    diilin(nii>lied    of    Americin     ichoUr*, 

editor  of   the  principal  YidduK  daily    paper,  "  The  Foi'  orguiiier  ol  the  Ethical  Culture  Socictr.     He  ■!»  ocsn- 

ward."    which    it  a   Sodaliit  organ,  he  eierciiei  a  wide  piei  a  proleuorial  chair  at   Columbia  Uniienity,  and   k 

leaderihip    among    hit    people.        Born    in    Ruuia    of    a  chairmvi  ot  the  National  Qiild  Labor  Coauuiaee.     I^. 

family  of  rabbii.  he  wu    educated    in  a  Ruuian  Khool.  Adler    believei  in   democracy    and    in   voluntary   colleci- 

bul  al  the  age  of  22  he  wai  compelled    to  fly  from  liit  iviim.    but    not    ia    Socialiim:    in  the  HcredneB  of  each 

home  on  account    of    hii   auociation    with    revoliuioniUL  per>oa'>     individuality;    and    that    the    right    democrauc 

Arriving   here    with    no    knowledge   of    Englith.  in    four  ipiiil  will  be  attained  when  one'*  rdaticn  to  hit  equalt, 

Crt'  lime  he  wai  teaching  in  the  public  achooli.       He  and  to  thoac  ranki    of    life    both   higher  and  lowef  than 

written    many     noveli    and    itanet    of    Jewiih    life  hit     own,     have    been     adjutted     on     an    ethical    bats 

Jewish  religion  has  been  changed.     The  or-  organ  and  a  mixed  choir,  and  women  and  men 

thodox  Jew  still  looks  to  a  miraculous  coming  sit  together;  while  in  Dr.  Silverman's  Temple 

of  the  Messiah,  and  a  physical  return  of  all  Emanu-EI,  the  most  nolabie  of  New  York 

Jews  to  Jerusalem.    The  Reform   Jew   be-  synagogues,  the  men  do  not  wear  their  hats 

lievcs  not  in  miracles  but  in  evolution,  and  he  and  services  are  held  on  both  Saturday  and 

looks  forward  to  the  coming  of  a  Messianic  era  Sunda>'. 

rather  than  a  personal  Messiah.     He  desires  a  At  the  extreme  radical  wing  of  the  Reform 

Zion  in  which  all  men  will  accept  the  one  God,  Movement   stand   two  remarkable   men,   Dr. 

and  he  believes  that  the  Jews  have  a  mission  in  Emit  G.  Hirsch,  of  Sinai  Temple  ot  Chicago, 

bringing  about  that  result.     For  a  belief  in  the  who  is  the  greatest  leader  of  hberal  Judaism  in 

resurrection  of  the  lx«iy,  he  has  substituted  a  this  country,  and  Dr.  Stephen  S.  Wise,  who 

belief  in  the  immortality  of  the  soul.     He  is  organized  two  years  ago,  the  Free  Synagogue 

also  much  more  friendly  in  receiving  prosel>1es  in  New  York.     Both  of  these  men  are  brilliant 

than  the  orthodox  Jew;  nor  does  he  require  and  effective  speakers  and  their  uttefances 

of  them  the  rite  of  circumcision.  upon  public  qijeslions  have  been  marked  with 

In  thus  describing  the  Reform  movement  I  singular  courage.     Both  have  given  upentirdy 

have  had  to  speak  in  the  broadest  terms,  be-  the    Friday   and   Saturdaj-  services — the  last 

cause  among  Reformers  themselves  there  e.xisis  stronghold  of  Judaism — and  hold  their  services 

to-day  every  variety  of  belief  and  every  stage  on  Sunday;  and  both,  in  common  with  most 

of  ceremonial  usage  from  mild  orthodoxy  up  Reform  sjnagogues,  have  adopted  the  Chris- 

to  e.vtreme  radicalism.     For  example,  in  Dr.  tian  idea  of  Sunday  and  Bible  schools  to  teach 

Gro.ssman's  synagogue  in  New  York,  the  men  the  English  Bible.     But  most  significant  of  all, 

still  wear  their  hats  at  sen'ice — but  they  use  an  perhaps,  both  have  taken  exactly  the  same 
600 


Judge  J  J 

One  of  the  abl«t  of  the  younger  generation  of  Ameriun  Mr.    Rofcnwald    hu    been    eilled  the  "  Jacob  Schifl  of 

SiWL     Bom  ia  San  Francuco,  he  wu  graduated  with  the  Qiicago."     He  h  the  head  of  the  well  Known  hoDM  of 

gheil  hoDon  at  the  Harvard  law  ichool  and  ^terwardi  Seari,   Roebuck  &   Co.,  and    Kke    Mr.    SchiS    in    New 

•tudied  in  Berlin  and  Leipzig.     He  ii  an  officer  of  many  York,    he  ii  widtly  inleleiled  in  Jewiih  chaiilahle  enter- 

charitable  and  civic  oiganiiationi.     Elected  a  judge  in  1903  priia  and  organiiationi.     He  it  preiideot  of  the  Hebrew 

Ite  wa>    leeleded    againit    leirere    oppoiition    thit    ipring,  Awodated  Chaiitia  of  Chicago,  which  raiM)  and  diitribulei 

the  oalr  Democial   on  the   ticket.    He  ii  43  yean  old  nearly  $250,000  every  year 

steps    that    the    more    progressive    Christian  truth  the  Messiah,  many  of  them  look  Ufmti 

churches  have  taken,  and  have  started  exten-  him  with  pride  as  one  of  the  great  Jewish 

sive  institutional  activities.  prophets.     It  is  not  at  all  unusual  in  the  more 

The  idea  of  a  gymnasium,  secular  clubs  and  liberal  synagogues  to  hear  the  speaker  quote 

manual  training  in  connection  with  a  syna-  from  the  New  Testament,  or  speak  of  Jesus, 
gogue  is  utterly  inconceivable,  of  course,  to  the        "The  Jew,  of  whatever  shade  of  opinion," 

orthodox  Jew.  said  Dr.  Hirsch  in  one  of  his  discounts,  "is 

"They  give  lessons  in  carpentn'  and  teach  willing  to  acknowledge  the  charm,  the  beauty, 

men  to  box  with  gloves,"  an  orthodox  rabbi  the  whole-souled  perfection  of  the  great  prophet 

told  me  with  distress; 'they  have  forgotten  the  of  Nazareth.    He  belongs  to  us.    .    .    ,    But 

law;  they  eat  unclean  food."  all  of  us  arc  also  agreed  in  this;  that  what  he 

Not  only  have  Dr.  Hirsch  and  Dr.  M'ise  in-  taught  was  not  a  revelation  new  to  the  syna- 

stituted   extended   institutional    features,    but  gogues;  for  neither  in  his  morality  nor  in  his 

other  leaders,  like  Dr.  Gries  of  Cleveland,  who  religious  hope  did  he  advance  one  step  beyond 

has  a  highl)-  successful  work,  Dr.  Harris  of  the  teachings  of  contemporaneous   Judaism. 

New  York,  and  many  others,  have  made  note-  .     ,     .     But  as  a  matter  of  expression,  putting 

woUhy  progress  in  the  same  direction.  the  matter  so  as  to  lest  it  with  the  force  of 

One  of  the  curious  and  interesting  things  almost   a  new  thought,  Jesus  commands  a 

about  the  progressive  Jew  is  his  interest  in  place  among  the  few  chasen  of  God." 
Jesus;  and  his  changing  attitude  toward  Jesus.        Dr.  Hirsch  concludes  his  discourse  in  these 

Among  orthodox  Jews,  as  they  come  to  this  remarkable  words: 

countn-,  the  name  of  Jesus  is  execrated,  and        "  If  Jesus  were  to  come  back  to  earth  tiT-da) , 

his  name  is  even  coupled  with  ribald  and  dis-  the  Christians  would  not  admit  him  to  their 

gusting  stories.     While  no  Jew  acknowledges  clubs  because  he  is  a  Jew;  if  St.  Paul  were  to 

the  deity  of  Jesus,  or  admits  that  he  was  in  come  to  life  he  would  not  be  received;  St.  Peter 
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would  not  be  allowed  as  a  guest  at  a  summer  highly  cultivated  orthodox  Jew  said  to  me, 

hotel,  because,  forsooth,  he  is  a  Hebrew.   And  '* where  can  he  stop?  The  path  of  the  reformer 

therefore  the  synagogue  must  continue  to  exist  is  toward  more  reform;  can  he  halt  this  side  of 

if  for  no  other  reason  than  to  give  Jesus  a  a  Godless  Ethical  CultureMovement  on  the  one 

home."  hand,  or  a  perfunctory  Christianity  on  the 

In  short,  the  faith  of  the  Reform  Jew  is  other?" 

almost  identical  with  that  of  the  Unitarian,  and  To  meet  this  situation  a  Jewish  Theological 

his  methods  of  work  can  scarcely  be  distin-  Seminary  has  been  established  in  New  York  to 

guished   from   those   of   the   more   advanced  train  orthodox  rabbis.     One  of  the  greatest  of 

Protestant  churches.     Dr.  Hirsch  once  replied  living  Hebrew  scholars — Dr.  Solomon  Schech- 

wittily  when  asked  if  he  w^ere  not  really  a  ter — is  its  president.     And  yet,  though  it -has 

Unitarian:  been  in  existence  now  for  a  number  of  years  it 

**No,  I  am  a  Jewnitarian. "  has  only  twenty-four  students  in  the  rabbinical 

Still,  beyond  Reform  Judaism,  dispensing  course,  with  two  graduates  last  year.     Jacob 

wholly  with  theology,  is  the  Ethical  Culture  H.  Schiff,  though  himself  a  Reform  Jew,  has 

Movement,  the  originator  of  which  was  Dr.  been  one  of  the  chief  contributors  to  the  work. 

Felix  Adler,  a  Jew,  which  has  attracted  to  its  Orthodox  schools  on  the  East  Side  have  also 

support  many  Jews  and  not  a  few  Christians,  been  assisted,  but  so  far  very  little  has  been 

The  essence  of  the  movement  is  expressed  in  accomplished. 

its  motto,  "Deed,  not  Creed;"  the  extreme  ap-  Another  movement  which  is  in  part  a  protest 
plication  of  the  doctrine  of  works  rather  than  against  the  disintegration  of  the  Jews,  and  in 
faith.  One  of  its  aims  is  **to  teach  that  the  part  a  struggle  to  escape  at  last  from  persecu- 
moral  law  has  an  immediate  authority  not  con-  tion,  is  Zionism.  But  even  Zionism  partakes 
tingent  on  the  truth  of  religious  belief,  or  of  of  the  present  world-longing  for  reality,  for  re- 
philosophical  theories. "  ducing  faith  to  works.     For  centuries  the  Jews 

Of  course,  all  this  progressive  movement,  have  been  longing  and  expecting  to  return  to 

supported  as  it  is  by  the  wealthiest  Jews,  hav-  Palestine;  and  now,  though  Zionism  has  no 

ing  its  own  religious  schools  and  colleges,  has  hold  among  Reform  Jews,  there  is  a  desire  even 

not    gone    forward   without    producing    back  among  many  who  are  religious  free  thinkers  to 

eddies  and  revulsions  of  feeling.     Most  men  make  Zion  an  actuality.     Thousands  of  Jews 

are  temperamentally  conservative;  they  fear  the  in  America  are  annually  paying  their  shekel  to 

new  step;  truth  for  them  must  be  well  but-  the  Zionist  Societies,  some  are  investing  in 

tressed  with  traditions,  else  it  is  no  truth.  The  land  in  Palestine,  and  a  few,  a  very  few,  go 

ruthless  sweeping  away  of  ancient  ceremonial,  there  every  year.     But  to  the  vast  proportion 

and,  more  than  anything  else,  the  de-Judaizing  of  Jews  Zionism  means  nothing, 

of  Jews  under  the  influence  of  Americanism,  At  a  recent  conference  of  American  Rabbis 

has  alarmed  many  conservative  Jews.    Rabbi  (the  Reform  body),  a  declaration  was  made 

Asher  said  recently  in  an  interview:  that  "America  is  the  Jews'  Jerusalem  and 

"Americanism  means  becoming  completely  Washington  their  Zion." 

secularized   and   thoroughly   de-Judaized   in  Most  of  the  Reform  synagogues  are  made  up 

every  way.     There  is  not  a  single  Jew  in  Fifth  chiefly  of  German  Jews.     Few  of  the  Russians, 

Avenue  who  will  keep  his  Sabbath. "  Austrians  and  Roumanians  who  came  later 

Moreover,   this   little   group   of  cultivated  than  the  Germans,  and  who  now  make  up  the 

orthodox  leaders,  who  are  crying  for  a  return  great  bulk  of  the  Jewish  population  is  America, 

to  the  old  customs,  look  with  terror  on  what  have  gone  into  the  Reform  Movement-     They 

Dr.  Asher  calls  "the  disorder,  the  lawlessness,  express  their  liberalism  more  in  the  form  of 

the  lewdness  of  the  children"  of  the  second  Socialism.     Most  of  the  Jews  of  the  East  Side, 

generation.     For  freedom,  and  the  sudden  re-  though  not  all  are  acknowledged  Socialists,  are 

moval  of  restraint,  which  on  the  one  hand  has  strongly  inclined  toward  Socialism.     The  chief 

enabled    Jews    to    attain    distinction    in    all  leaders  of  Socialism  in  New  York,  men  like 

branches  of  American  life,  has,  at  the  other  ex-  Abraham  Cahan,  Morris  Hillquit,  and  others, 

treme,  resulted  in  the  wholesale  wreckage  of  are  all  Jews. 

the  lives  of  many  young  Jews.  The  awful  cost  Thus  the  social  idea — the  religion  of 
of  swift  progress,  of  the  jump  from  the  fifteenth  brotherhood  among  men — whether  it  ex- 
to  the  twentieth  century,  is  seen  in  the  numbers  presses  itself  in  the  institutional  synagogues  and 
of  Jc^s  arrested  for  crime  or  confined  in  our  charities  of  the  richer  Reform  Jew,  in  the  So- 
penal  institutions.  Sudden  freedom  is  both  a  cialism  of  the  Russian  Jew,  or  in  the  teachings 
wonderful  and  a  dangerous  thing!  of  duty  by  the  Ethical  Culture  Society,  is  the 

"When    once   the    Jew    breaks   away,"    a  predominant  note  in  the  new  Jewish  liberalism, 


Night  ichaol  in  oae  of  ihe  Public  Sdmok,  a:  which  pawn  Jewiih  immigranti  ■>«  lailghl  ihe  Engloh  luigiute 

as  it  is  in  Christianity.  Profoundly  funda-  not  only  interested  in  helping  their  own  people, 
mental  has  always  been  the  social  teaching  of  but  in  forwarding  ever)'  sort  of  good  cause — 
Judaism;  the  duty  of  man  to  man.  The  He-  working  hand  in  hand  with  progressive  Chris- 
brew  prophecies  are  full  of  Socialism.  And  tians.  Among  leaders  of  reform  and  civic  ac- 
the  situation  of  the  Jew  for  centuries,  cut  off  tivities  in  everj-  part  of  the  country  are  to  be 
from  the  larger  world,  persecuted  and  pro-  found  Jews;  Filene  and  Brandeis  of  Boston; 
scribed,  has  developed  a  rare  spirit  of  mutual  Schifl  of  New  York ;  Lessing  Rosenthal,  Judge 
helpfulness.  Attention  need  scarcely  be  called  Julian  \V.  Mack  and  others  in  Chicago. 
to  the  charities  of  the  Jew.  He  has  always  No  one  can  study  the  religious  tendencies 
cared  for  his  own  poor,  and  to-day  in  ever)-  among  the  Jews  without  discovering  how 
American  city  his  charitable  organizations  of  closely  they  resemble  the  progressive  move- 
all  sorts  are  of  the  best.  Men  like  Jacob  H.  ments  among  Christians.  Both  Christians 
Schifl  of  New  Yori:,  who  is  almost  a  charitable  and  Jews  are  moving  silently  but  irresistibly 
institution  in  himself,  Julius  Rosenwald,  "the  toward  the  same  goal.  The  Jew  will  never 
Jacob  Schifl  of  Chicago,"  Judge  Sulzberger  of  come  into  the  church  as  it  is  now  constituted; 
Philadelphia,  have  not  only  given  with  a  prodi-  neither  will  Ihe  Christian  become  a  Jew,  but 
gal  hand  but  have  devoted  much  of  their  lime  both  are  rapidly  coming  together  upon  the 
to  the  organization  of  charitable  enterprises.  vital,  fundamental  truths  which  underlie  both 
And  with  the  socialization  of  religion,  among  religions.  For  Truth,  if  it  be  Truth,  cannot 
Jews  as  among  Christians,  comes  a  widening  of  be  different  for  Christians  than  for  Jews — no 
the  sense  of  social  responsibility  toward  all  matter  how  varied  the  lempprar)-  ex[V^ession 
nnankind.    Thus  we  find  many  leading  Jews  of  it  in  creed,  or  ritual,  or  ceremonial. 


^         ^        ^         iS>         3> 


"  My  dear  ltd*,"  be  Mid, 

An  Extra  Turn 

By  ROBERT   BARR 
With  Illustrations  by  Charles  S.    Chapman 

DANIEL  MONROE,  M.A.,  M.D.,  ScD.,  On  the  walls  hung  boxing  gloves,  (oils,  and 

and  so  forth,  and  so  forth,  sal  pondering,  numerous  other  accessories  to  the  strenuous  life. 

with  a  deep  frown  on  his  brow,  scowl-  It  was,  in  fact,  the  private  office  of  the  Pro- 

ing  at  a  recently  opened  letter  which  he  held  fessor  of  Physical  Culture,  pertaining  to  the 

in  his  hand.     He  was  a  young  man,  still  well  University  of  Wissacompion,  which,  as  every- 

under  thirty,  in  spite  of  the  degrees  he  held  one  knows,  is  the  third  largest  community  of 

from  Toronto  University  in  Canada,  and  from  students  west  of  Chicago.     It  is  scarcely  neces- 

various  institutions  of  learning  in  England,  the  sary  to  remind  readers  who  are  interested  in 

United  States,  and  Germany.     The  room  he  such  things  that  the  Wissacompton  University 

occupied  was  large,  finished  in  natural  wood,  football  team  last  year  mowed  down  the  chief 

furnished  with  all  the  luxury  of  a  modem  club,  men  of  the  eastern  colleges  as  if  the  Wissa- 

and,  indeed,  it  looked  like  an  apartment  be-  complons  were  a  section  of  one  of  their  own 

Innf-ing  to  some  3«ocialion  devoted  to  athletics,  prairie  fires;  and  all  this  was  due  to  the  masterly 


-I  ■ 

organization  and  training  of  )oung  Dr.  Mon-  western  young  men  who  alteiided  Wissa- 
roe,  Professor  of  Athletics,  responsible  for  the  compton  College,  few  of  whom  were  over- 
physical  condition  of  something  like  three  burdened  with  riches,  should  admire  and  re- 
thousand  undergraduates.  spect  an  individual  who  had  conquered  ditli- 

Dr.  Monroe  was  a  Scotch  Canadian,  who  culties  as  Monroe  had  done, 
had  graduated  ai  Toronto  University,  had  In  personal  appearance  Dr.  Monroe  wa^  a:^ 
taught  school  for  a  while  in  his  native  land,  mild-mannered  a  man  as  ever  knocked  an 
then  had  drifted  across  the  border  with  an  ever-  astonished  ruffian  into  the  gutter.  He  was  so 
increasing  salarj',  until  he  reached  the  position  well  built  and  so  finely  proportioned  that  al- 
he  now  held,  and  of  all  the  instructors  in  Wissa-  though  one  could  not  but  admire  him,  few 
compton,  he  was  the  most  popular  and  the  realized  that  his  muscles  were  like  tempered 
most  respected,  for  he  was  the  master  of  his  steel,  nor  suspected  the  wonderful  athletic  feats 
trade,  and  withal  so  modest,  so  mild,  so  gentle  he  could  perform  when  put  to  it. 
and  courteous,  that  it  was  impossible  for  the  He  was  an  excellent  organizer,  and  carried 
most  sullen  of  men  to  dislike  him.  Left  penni-  on  his  work  with  four  assistants  whom  he  had 
less,  with  a  widowed  mother  and  an  invalid  himself  trained,  and  so  the  first  question  that 
younger  brother,  Monroe  had  worked  his  way  cropped  up  in  his  mind  on  reading  his  brother's 
through  college,  and  thus  acquired  the  highest  letter  answered  itself.  He  might  easily  leave 
qualifications  either  as  a  teacher,  or  a  physician,  the  University  for  a  month  or  six  weeks,  and, 
and  it  was  also  known  that  he  could  make  a  on  his  return,  find  things  pretty  much  as  he  had 
good  living  as  a  blacksmith  or  a  carpenter.  It  left  them.  That  was  one  consolation,  so  he  de- 
was  not  to  be  wondered  at,  therefore,  that  the  termined  to  ask  the  president  for  an  extra  va- 
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cation  till  Christmas  time,  although  it  was  now  cause  numerous  children  were  left  at  home  and 

the  early  part  of  November,  with  the  College  in  in  mischief. 

full  swing.  Within  a  few  days  Dr.  Monroe  was  as  popu- 

The  letter  which  had  so  disturbed  the  usually  lar  with  the  young  women  that  attended,  and 
placid  current  of  Monroe*s  life,  although  from  with  the  smaU  boys  and  girls,  as  he  had  been  at 
his  brother,  was  not  written  in  his  brother's  the  western  University.  The  big  boys,  how- 
handwriting.  It  was  dated  at  the  City  Hos-  ever,  held  aloof,  and  proved  proof  against  a 
pital,  Toronto,  and  ran  as  follows: —  charm  which  they  regarded  with  suspicion. 

His  clement  school-room  manner,  without  even 

Dear  Dan:  I  hope  you  won't  allow  this  letter  to  a   hint   of  corporal   punishment,   might   well 

wony  you,  but  I  must  confess  at  the  outset  that  I  am  ^^^  contempt  in  the  minds  of  the  overgrown 

a  failure  as  a  schoolteacher.     I  got  along  all  right  dur-  ,,         riji  i  i_  ^i_j 

ing  the  summer  at  Pineknot  school,  while  only  the  ^^ds  who  had  been  brought  up  on  the  gad. 

smaller  children  attended,  but,  as  you  know,  it  is  a  His  deferential  courtesy  to  all  showed  him  to  be 

rough  section,  and,  in  the  winter,  when  the  big  boys  amilksop,but  these  Miss  Nancv  ways,  although 

P''V"v!:"*^PP^f•'^''''^;^''™°!J^^?°*'^^^*^*°'"^^^^  appreciated  by  the  girls,  were  quite  naturally 

and  about  ten  times  stronger  than  I  am,  then  a  school-  i  ^r,   .  ^-^  i.i_v.'i  rr. 

master's  life  is  not  one  to  be  envied.    At  any  rate,  «eld  m  manly  scorn  by  the  big  boys.     Tom 

they  have  knocked  me  out,  and  I  crawled  down  by  Scott  mincingly  mimicked  him  one  day,  which 

easy  stages  from  the  north  woods,  and  have  been  on  caused  great  hilarity  among  his  comrades,  but 

^y^^^ lithe  hospital  ioT^eek.  the  schoolmaster  merelv  smiled,  and  compli- 

A  great  hulking,  ill-natured  giant  named  Tom  Scott  x  j  rr<  u  •    •      ^       • 

was  the  person  who  put  me  out  of  commission,  but  any  rented  1  om  on  his  improving  manners, 
one  of  half  a  dozen  would  have  done  it  sooner  or  later.        The  young  ruffians  saw  they  had  to  deal  with 

Scott's  father  is  one  of  the  principal  men  of  the  neigh-  one  who  turns  the  Other  cheek  also,  and  said 

borhood,  and  was  the  school  trustee  who  engaged  me,  ^^  themselves    in    their    o^^Ti     graphic 

and  who  warned  me  jocularly,  at  the  time  the  agree-  »  ^  i  i  .  r^  '^     Jt>i- 

ment  was  signed,  that  if  I  offended  Tom  I  should  have  language,  that    this   was    a   soft   snap.     The 

to   take   the  consequences.    He  confessed  that  he  elder  brother  was  evidently   going   to   prove 

could  do  nothing  with  the   lad,   and   advised   me  an  easier  problem  than  even  the  vounger  had 

not  to  try.  ^^^^ 

I  suppose  there  will  be  no  school  in  Pineknot  until  '  .     •  i  •  ^       i         •         ^      ca 

the  New  Year,  when  another  victim  will  be  found.        ^^  course,  mimicking  a  teacher,  is  not,  after 

Don't   imagine   I'm   complaining   at   being  knocked  all,  a  heinous  offence,  and  therefore  Df.  Mon- 

down,  but  I  do  think  Scott's  kicking  of  me  after  I  fell  roe  merely  smiled  at  Tom  Scott.     But  he  was 

was  a  piece  of  unnecessary  brutality.     He  has  broken  ^^atching  the  young  man,  and  waiting  with  a 
two  of  my  ribs,  the  doctor  says,  but  if  there  are  no  m-  .  i  •  /  v  e  i  t    r 

tcrnal  injuries  I  shall  soon  be  all  right  again,  although  patience  which  he  was  careful  to  conceal,  for 

my  wrist  is  sprained,  so  that  I  cannot  hold  a  pen.  some  important  act  of  insubordination  on  his 

I  write  this  to  ask  if  you  think  you  could  get  me  part  that  would  justifv  drastic  measures  of 

some    subordinate    secretaryship    at    Wissacompton  cuonression 

University.     I  am  willing  to  do  anything  except  tackle         !ir     t  .       *  .  .1  11 

a  backw<x>ds  school  again.  ^       ^        ^  To  his  amazement,  as  the  school  session 

Ever  yours,  Peter.  prolonged  itself  into  December,  it  was  Sam 

Perkins,  and  not  Tom  Scott,  who  achieved  the 

**Poor  old  Peter,"  sighed  the  Doctor,  as  he  proud  position  of  being  the  worst  boy  in  the 

read  the  letter  once  again.     "What  brutes  they  school,  and  a  dozen  times  a  day  Sam  qualified 

must  be  to  abuse  so  gentle  a  creature.     I  must  for  an  excellent  thrashing  that  never  came, 
go  and  cheer  him  up,  and,  by  Jove,  I  think  I'll        Bill  Patterson   and   Jim   Macpherson  also 

teach  Pineknot  school  till  the  Christmas  vaca-  committed  deeds  which,  if  done  by  Tom  Scott, 

tion  comes  on.     It   will   be   a  change  from  would  have  brought  vengeance  on  his  head,  and 

University  life."  at  last  Dr  Monroe  saw  that  it  had  been  re- 

Although  Pineknot  school  is  somewhat  out  of  solved  that  someone  else  than  young  Scott 

the  way,  Dan  Monroe  reached  it  without  much  should  be  chosen  to  attack  the  teacher.     He 

trouble,  for  the  railway  brought  him  to  within  surmised   that   Scott's   father,   as   the   senior 

fourteen  miles  of  the  place,  and  a  fine  span  of  school  trustee,  had  had  enough  of  the  grum- 

horses  made  light  of  the  fourteen  miles,  for  the  blings  of  the  section  against  his  son's  act  of  vio- 

sleighing  was  excellent,  and  the  air  crisp,  de-  lence  which  had  caused  the  school  to  be  closed, 

licious,  inspiring.     A  teacher  is  not  usually  and  so  the  old  man  had  evidently  warned  his 

obtained  except  at  midsummer,  or  early  in  the  boy  that  it  was  ** hands  off"  until  Christmas, 

new  year,  so  the  Doctor  found  Pineknot  school  and    Perkins   was   probably   the   conspirator 

still  closed,  and  old  Scott  hailed  the  newcomer  chosen  to  fling  the  bomb, 
with  obvious  gratification,  because  there  had        Under  the  compassionate  rule  of  the  new 

been  a  good  deal  of  grumbling  at  the  incident  teacher,  and  because  of  the  ever-smouldering 

which  had  closed  the  school,  not  from  any  rebellion  on  the  part  of  the  big  boys,  discipline 

sympathy  with  the  stricken  teacher,  but  be-  in  the  schoolroom  was  rapidly  going  to  pieces, 


An  Extra  Turn — By  Robert  Barr  607 

but  Monroe  continued  his  work  as  calmly  as  if  tience  Monroe  was  waiting  for  some  definite 

he  did  not  know  what  discipline  was.  breach  of  the  law  on  the  part  of  Thomas  Scott, 

All  of  the  elder  pupils  had  qualitied  for  pun-  and  he  had  supreme  faith,  taking  the  young 

ishment,  although  they  were  blissfully  unaware  ruffian's  temperament  into  consideration,  that 

of  (he  fact.     In  a  Utile  private  memorandum  the  act  would  not  be  long  delayed, 
book  Monroeset  down  hour  and  date  of  offense,        One  of  the  duties  of  the  larger  boys  was  the 

with  the  name  of  the  offender,  in  case  he  might  bringing  in  of  wood  from  the  shed  outside  to 

forget  when  the  time  came.     They  were  en-  replenish  (he  large  iron  box-stove  which  heated 

tertaining  a  recording  angel  unawares,  and  no  the  schoolroom.     It  was  the  duty  of  the  smaller 

tear  from  that  angel's  eje  would  blot  out  a  boys,  a  pair  of  them  being  allowed  the  task,  to 

single  item  in  the  record.     With  the  utmost  pa-  hll  the  large  pail  with  water  at  the  pump,  and 


"  Well,  then,  keep  youi  hood  out  oi  ihe  w 
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"  Do  keep  quid.  Tommy,"  pleaded  hi)  gaolei 


see  that  no  one  suffered  from  thirst  in  the 
schoolroom.  The  stove  was  set  near  the  door, 
and  the  sheet-iron  pi|>e  rose  from  it  to  a  suffi- 
cient heif;ht,  then  at  right  angles  proceeded  the 
length  of  the  schoolroom  until  it  disappeared 
into  the  chimney  behind  the  master's  desk. 
What  with  stove  and  stovepipe  the  room  was 
kept  well  warmed,  even  during  the  coldest  day 
of  winter. 

In  those  days,  and  in  this  district,  the  school- 
house  was  of  rather  a  primitive  description. 
The  windows  were  small,  and  situated  in  a  row 
just  under  the  ceiling  on  either  side.  Along 
each  wall  had  been  constructed  a  broad,  slop- 
ing, fi\ed  desk,  running  the  length  of  the 
schoolroom,  and  on  benches  before  this  desk 
sal  the  larger  boys  on  the  one  side,  and  the 
larger  girls  on  the  other,  the  backs  of  each 
toward  the  center  of  [he  schoolroom.  The 
smaller  children,  who  did  not  use  writing  ma- 
terials, sat  on  benches  parallel  with  those  oc- 
cupied by  their  elders,  and  the  smallest  of  the 
A  II C  class  were  gathered  around  three  sides  of 
■the  big  box-stove. 


One  day  when  it 
was  Scott's  turn  to 
-bring  in  the  armful 
of  split  beech  and 
maple,  he  allowed, 
with  deliberate 
cruelty  and  pre- 
tended clumsiness, 
the  load  to  fait  on 
the  toes  of  some  of 
the  little  chaps 
seated  on  the  low 
bench  beside  the 
stove-  This  raised 
a  howl  of  pain  from 
the  victims,  and  a 
shout  of  laughter 
from  the  more  un- 
sympathetic section 
of  the  pupils. 

"  Well,  then,  keep 
your  hoofs  out  of 
the  way,  confound 
you, "cried  Scott, 
truculently,  casting 
a  glance  at  the 
teacher  which  said, 
plainly  enough: 
"What  are  you 
going  to  do  about 
it?" 

Monroe  rose 
from  his  desk,  and 
went  down  the 
room;  then,  kneel- 
ing on  the  floor,  he  calmed  the  little  fellows 
as  well  as  he  could,  taking  off  the  shoes  and 
stockings  of  those  who  were  suffering  most, 
and  manipulating  their  Utile  feet,  to  soothe 
away  the  pain.  He  then  tenderly  put  on 
stockings  and  shoes  again,  gave  each  a  silver 
coin  from  his  pocket,  and  told  them  to  go  home 
for  the  day. 

"First  aid  to  the  injured,"  he  said,  with  his 
ingratiating  smile.     "Vour  mothers  will  be  the 
best  physician,  so  hvrr\' home  as  quickly  as  you 
can,  and  if  your  feet  hurt  to-morrow,  don't 
come  to  school." 
Rising  he  said  softly  to  ScotI; 
"That  was  an  accident,  I  suppose?" 
"No,  it   wasn't,"  replied   Scott   defiantly, 
"The  litlle  fools  are  always  in  the  way," 

The  teacher  bowed  without  comment,  and 
went  back  to  his  desk. 

"Put  up  your  books  and  slates,"  he  said,  a 
request  which  occasioned  some  suqirise,  for 
that  was  the  order  of  dismissal  al  twelve  o'clock 
or  at  four. 

"There  will  be  no  more  school  for  the  rest  of 


imtm 
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the  day.     To-morrow  at  nine  o'clock  prompt,  ever  used  in  that  room  before.     There  was  no 

if  you  please.     Thomas  Scott,  Samuel  Perkins,  fear  in  his  eye,  either.     His  lips  were  com- 

William  Patterson,  James  Macpherson,  Robert  pressed  and  his  fists  clenched. 

Bland,  John  Davidson,  and  John  Patterson  "I  was  thinking  of  making  the  attempt, 

will  remain  behind.     I  should  like  to  discuss  Scott.    Any  objections?" 

with  the  large  boys  I  have  named  some  ques-  "I  knocked  out  your  brother,  and  I  can 

tions  pertaining  to  the  discipline  of  the  school. "  knock  you  out.     Put  away  that  club,  and  come 

Some  of  those  who  remained  laughed  out-  down  on  the  floor,  if  you  dare. " 

right,  some  sniggered,  and  some  smiled.  They  "Oh,  very  well,"  said  the  master,     "Any- 

were  all  quite  ready  to  discuss  discipline  or  thing  to  oblige." 

anything  else  with  "  Molly, "  which  was  one  of  He  relinquished  the  hickory  stick,  aban- 
their  names  for  the  new  teacher.  The  others  doned  his  position  behind  the  desk,  and 
filed  boisterously  through  the  doorway,  and  stepped  from  the  platform  to  the  floor.  As  he 
raised  wild  shouts  of  joy  at  finding  themselves  approached  Scott  nonchalantly,  seemingly  un- 
so  unexpectedly  free.  Monroe  closed  the  door,  prepared  for  attack,  the  latter  rushed  toward 
locked  it,  and  put  the  big  key  in  his  pocket;  him,  and  delivered  a  vicious  kick  intended  to 
then  walked  quietly  back  to  his  desk. "  double  him  up  like  a  jack-knife.  Like  a  jack- 
"Boys,"  he  begged,  "put  those  benches  out  knife  he  did  double  up,  but  not  because  of  the 
of  the  way  against  the  wall.  I  wish  a  clear  kick,  which  never  reached  him.  The  attack 
floor  space.  If  you  desire  a  bench  to  sit  on,  was  delivered  with  the  right  foot,  and  Monroe 
put  it  at  the.  other  end  of  the  schoolroom,  expertly  placed  his  open  left  palm  under  the  heel 
Place  all  the  rest  under  the  long  desks. "  of  the  boot,  and  gripped  it  like  a  vise.  Stand- 
He  was  very  promptly  obeyed,  and  now  the  ing  thus  on  his  left  foot,  Scott  flung  up  his  arms 
seven  seated  themselves  at  the  further  end  of  to  recover  his  balance,  then  dropped  on  his 
the  room.  All  laughter  and  talk  had  ceased,  back.  As  he  fell  on  the  floor  he  flung  out  a 
and  each  face  wore  a  look  of  expectancy.  The  sturdy  kick  with  his  free  foot  intended  to  shatter 
master  raised  the  desk-lid,  and  took  out  half  a  the  grasp  that  held  the  other,  but  Monroe's 
dozen  sticks  of  such  a  length  that  they  must  right  hand  grasped  Scott's  left  ankle,  and  in 
have  rested  crosswise  inside  the  desk  from  spite  of  his  comical  writhings  and  struggles  on 
comer  to  comer.  The  boys  knew  enough  of  the  floor,  held  him  firm, 
the  wood-lore  to  recognize  these  as  being  very  Every  boy  was  now  standing  up.  Tom 
effective  means  of  offense  or  defense,  made  Scott  helplessly  beat  the  floor,  twisting  and 
of  the  toughest  wood  that  grows  in  North  turning  his  body,  trying,  without  effect,  to  wrest 
America — namely,  hickory.  They  were  each  himseff  from  the  iron  grip  of  the  schoolmaster, 
about  the  size  of  the  butt  end  of  a  whip-handle.  " Boys! "  exclaimed  Monroe,  *  *I  wish  to  say 
If  a  man  of  strength  wielded  one  of  these  rods,  a  word  or  two^"  but  here  he  had  to  pause,  for 
it  became  a  deadly  weapon.  The  stoutest  two-  the  noisy  struggle  Scott  was  making  on  the 
handed  sword  would  break  long  before  such  an  floor  rendered  conversation  impossible, 
implement  of  hickory  would  give  way.  One  "Do  keep  quiet.  Tommy,"  pleaded  his 
or  two  of  the  boys  tumed  a  little  pale.  Was  gaoler.  "You  are  making  me  feel  as  if  I  held 
this  elegant,  dapper  young  man  about  to  try  his  the  shafts  of  a  turbulent  wheelbarrow  going 
strength  against  seven  ?  It  seemed  incredible,  over  a  corduroy  road.  Please  oblige  me  by 
but  somehow  our  young  men  did  not  like  the  keeping  still. " 

look  of  a  smile  that  played  upon  Monroe's  sen-  But  Tommy  was  foaming  at  the  mouth  with 
sitive  lips,  and  in  his  gleaming  eyes  they  could  rage  to  find  his  strength  thus  nullified,  and 
find  no  trace  of  fear.  himself  made  a  fool  of,  and  as  he  would  not  de- 
Taking  one  of  these  thick  rods  in  his  hand,  sist,  Monroe,  with  a  peculiar  jerk  backwards 
he  swung  it  through  the  air  with  the  same  kind  and  a  sudden  twist,  dropped  Tommy  down- 
of  motion  that  an  expert  woodman  uses  when  ward  with  his  face  on  the  floor.     Then  the 
he  judges  a  new,  smooth,  glass-shaven  hickory  Doctor  placed  his  foot  firmly  in  the  small  of  his 
axe-handle,  and  estimates  its  convenience  to  back,  and  holding  him  so,  addressed  the  boys, 
his  hand.  "You  may  think  it  un-British  for  a  com- 
" Scott,  come  here,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  so  batant  to  kick,  but  I  should  like  to  say  this  in 
low  that  only  the  tense  stillness  of  the  room  Tommy's  favor.    What  he  has  done  would  be 
made  it  audible.  considered  in  France,  and  other  Latin  coun- 
Scott  shuffled  to  his  feet,  came  forward  half  tries,  entirely  justifiable.    There  it  is  called  the 
the  length  of  the  room,  and  stopped.  savate,  which  doesn't  mean  kick,  as  you  might 
"Are  you  going  to  try  to  thrash  me?"  he  imagine,  but  literally  *  old  shoe. '    I  studied  the 
said,  in  a  voice  more  controlled  than  any  had  he  art  of  the  savate  in  Paris,  and  there  is  much  to 
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recommend  it.     I  have  often  thought  that  we  quick-step,  he  sailed  into  the  crowd  with  fist  and 

English-speaking  people  are  foolish  to  concen-  foot,  and  before  five  seconds  had  elapsed,  a  row 

trate  our  attention  on  our  two  fists,  and  neglect  of  boys  lay  on  the  schoolroom  floor,  several 

such  excellent  means  of  either  attack  or  de-  bleeding  at  the  nose.     Monroe  grasped  the 

fence  as  our  two  feet  afiFord.     I  may  show  you  wooden  pail,  and  dashed  a  quantity  of  water 

samples  of  the  savaU  before  we  are  finished,  and  first  on  Scott,  who  was  beginning  to  rouse  him- 

I  am  sure  it  will  interest  you,  so  you  mustn't  self,  then  distributed  the  remainder  impar- 

hold  it  against  Tommy  that  he  kicks,  but  merely  tially  over  the  rest.     Replacing  the  empty  pail, 

regard  him  as  having  been  educated  in  Paris,  he  stood  with  his  back  against  his  desk,  his 

Now,  Tommy,  do  you  want  to  get  up?"  hands  in  his  trousers'  pockets. 

The  master  removed  the  foot  from  the  small  "My  dear  lads,"  he  said,  "I  am  beginning 

of  Scott's  back,  and  retreated  a  few  paces,  to  love  you.     You  have  generously  given  me  a 

Scott  rose  to  his  feet  in  a  rage,  and  clenching  most  unexampled  opportunity  of  showing  you 

his  fists,  waded  in  with  the  energy  of  a  mad  the  beauty  of  the  savatCy  which  comes  into  play 

bull.  whenever  one  man  is  attacked  by  a  crowd. 

The  master  easily  prevented  any  of  the  blows  When  I  locked  myself  alone  in  here  with  you 

touching  him,  but  made  no  effort  to  strike  back,  seven,  I  did  not  intend  to  use  the  savate^  but  I 

watching  rather  for  the  expected  kick,  which  at  knew  if  you  attacked  simultaneously  I  might  be 

last  came.     He  parried  it,  and  in  the  parrying,  compelled  to  do  so.     Luckily,  Scott  led  out 

whirled.     None  of  the  boys  knew  exactly  what  with  his  foot,  and  after  that  the  way  was  clear, 

happened ;  it  was  like  a  flash  of  lightning.  The  You  have  generously  given  me  the  stem  joy 

schoolmaster's  foot  during  the  whirl  rose  in  the  which  warriors  feel  when  they  meet  a  foeman 

air,  and  struck  Scott  behind  the  ear  with  such  worthy  of  their  foot,  as  one  may  say,  although 

force  that  the  young  man  turned  a  complete  it  spoils  the  rhyme  of  the  couplet, 

somersault,  without  even     touching  the  floor  "And  now,  my  dear  chaps,  get  up,  and  sit 

with  his  head  in  the  swift  gyration  through  upon  the  bench,  which  has  become  a  penitent 

space.     He   came   down   with    an    appalling  stool.     Scott,  how's  your  head  ?  Still  on  your 

crash,  and  lay  stunned  and  still.  shoulders?  Well,  it's  a  marvel.     You  seem  a 

"That,"  said  the  master,  "is  the  most  ter-  little  stiff  in  your  movements.     Come  this  way, 

rible  movement  of  the  savate.     In  using  it,  you  if  you  please. " 

run  the  chance  of  breaking  the  neck  of  your  The  master  picked  up  the  abandoned  hickory 

opponent,  but  I  knew  Tommy's  bull-neck  was  rod. 

as  thick  as  his  head,  so  I  risked  it.    It  is  called  "Any  objection  to  my  thrashing  you,  Scott, 

the  coup  de  pied   tournanly   and    it    usually  in  the  approved  way  of  schoolmasters  ? " 

takes  its  beginning  from  the  impetus  given  by  a  "No, "  muttered  Scott, 

kick  from  your  opponent.     The  only  parry  "Hold  out  your  hand." 

for  a  coup  de  pied  tournant  that  I  know  of  is  to  Scott  did  so,  and  first  on  his  right  and  then 

get  out  of  its  way,  and  you  will  have  obsen'ed  on  his  left,  received  without  perceptible  wincing 

that  Tommy  neglected  to  do  this.     Just  throw  as  severe  a  punishment  as  that  schoolroom  had 

some  of  that  ice-water  in  his  face,  will  you  ?  I  ever  witnessed, 

don't  like  Tommy  to  be  missing  these  inter-  "Samuel  Perkins!" 

esting  speeches. "  Samuel  rose  up  and  took  his  medicine  out  of 

But  instead  of  rescuing  poor  Scott  from  the  same  bottle, 

oblivion  by  means  of  cold  water,  there  rang  out  "  William  Patterson  1 " 

a  defiant  battle-cry  from  Sam  Perkins,  evidently  William  came  forward,  and  went  back  to  the 

a  signal  previously  agreed  upon.     With  splen-  bench  whimpering  a  little,  to  be  succeeded  by 

did  unanimity,  the  whole  six  flung  themselves  James  Macpherson  and  the  rest.     Then  Mon- 

upon  their  lone  antagonist.  roe,  pleasantly  requesting  the  lads  to  move 

"Ah,"  breathed   Monroe,   with  a  sigh  of  the  bench,  which  they  promptly  did,  took  out 

supreme  contentment,  as  he  retreated  until  his  the  key  and  unlocked  the  door, 

back  was  against  his  desk;  then,  with  the  airy  "To-morrow  morning,  at  nine  o'clock  sharp, 

grace  of  a  dancing-master  teaching  a  new  lads.     Good  afternoon.     Good  afternoon." 
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January,  rcDniaiy  ana  Marcn  mat  i  nna  i  cant  wnte  aoout  it  very  fully,  after 

punish  me  so  fearfully   in   the    North,  and  all,  and  I  must  be  foi^ven  if  I  cut  it  short, 

really  only  the  last  two  of  those.    I  had  thought  It's  a  little  too  near,  yet,  after  all  the  years,    I 

Margarita  a  little  distraite  and  cold  to  us  all,  know  I  never  want  to  see  snow  again — it  is  the 

toward  the  last,  and  feared  she  was  resenting  most  cruel  blue-white  in  the  world, 

her  exile:  she  took  a  little  trip  to  New  York,  We  stopped  the  night,  of  course,  and  in  the 

accompanied,  of  course,  by  the  faithful  Jencks,  morning  Roger  and  Margarita  went  for  a  walk 

and  I  had  visions  of  American  contracts,  but  on  the  crust,  for  it  had  snowed  all  night  and 

Roger  never  mentioned   the   subject — didn't  the  evening  before — the  great,  fat,  grey  clouds 

even  ask  her  why  she  went,  I  believe,  she  were  full  of  it — and  we  thought  we  were  in  for 

hated  to  be  questioned  so.  another  blizzard  like  the  last  year's.    It  had  "  let 

We  found  everything  in  first  rate  order  (I  up"  for  a  little,  as  they  say  about  there,  but 
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Roger  was  afraid  to  risk  going  away  till  it  had  echoed  so  I  should  have  been  helpless  without 

definitely  ended,  so  they  went  for  their  walk,  any  other  guide. 

and  I  chatted  with  Miss  Jencks  by  the  fire.  Well,  I  found  them.   Roger  up  to  his  shoul- 
They  had  been  gone  about  an  hour  when  we  ders  in  icy  water,  his  head  dropped  back,  white, 
heard  a  great  scratching  and  whining  at  the  on  her  arm,  and  she  up  to  her  waist  on  a  slip- 
door  (I  thought  for  a  moment  it  was  Kitch)  pery  ledge  under  the  highest  point   of    the 
and  Rosy  bounded  in,  snapping  his  teeth  and  bank — the  bank  that  I  blasted  out!    She  was 
glaring  fearfully.   We  both  jumped  up  and  he  caught,  I  could  see,  on  a  jagged  point  by  her 
flew  at  me  and  caught  my  sleeve  in  his  teeth —  heavy,  woolen  skirt  (it  was  made  in  London, 
for  a  minute,  I  confess,  I  felt  a  little  queer,  bless  it!)   and  must  have  wedged  her  foot, 
for  I  had  seen  him  throw  Caliban  and  hold  besides,  in  some  way,  for  she  had  his  whole 
him — then,  as  I  held  back,  he  uttered  the  most  weight;  her  lips  were  blue.     She  wore  a  blood> 
heart-rending  howl  I  have  ever  heard,  and  spun  red  cape,  all  merry  and  Christmas-like  against 
wildly  around,  and  at  that  moment  I  felt  the  white  ledges,  and  her  hair  streamed  in  the 
suddenly  that  something  was  up  and  I  was  wind.     Her   head   was   thrown  back  like    a 
wanted.     Miss  Jencks  felt  it  at  exactly  that  hound's    and    those    blood-curdling    screams 
moment,  too,  and  ran  for  my  great-coat  before  poured  out  of  it;  her  eyes  were  shut.  Now  and 
I  asked  her.  then  Rosy  bayed  beside  her,  scratching  at  the 

She  says  that  I  said,  snow,  and  where  the  water  was  not  frozen  in 

"Where  are  they,  old  fellow?     Go  seek!"  the  protected  pools  it  swirled  like  a  mill-race 

but  I  don't  remember  it.     I  know  that  she  around  the  nasty,  pointed  rocks, 

said  in  a  low  voice,  I  leaned  over  the  bank  and  cried  that  I  was 

"I  shall  be  of  no  use — I  can't  run — but  I  there,  but  she  never  stopped — it  was  terrible, 
will  have  everything  ready,"  though  she  says  I  Finally  I  made  a  slip  noose  and  actually  man- 
must  have  imagined  it.  aged  to  fling  it  over  his  head — Roger  had 

Rosy  flew  through  the  door  and  I  after  taught  me  to  do  that  at  school,  twenty  years 

him — she  had  the  sense  to  bring  me  my  heavy  ago — and  that  stopped  her,  hitting  against  her 

arctic  overshoes,  or  I  should  have  slipped  in  cheek,  and  she  opened  her  eyes, 

a  minute — and  I  ran  for  about  fifty  yards.  *'Put  it  under  his  arms,  can  you?"  I  cried. 

Then  something  stopped  me.  Where  it  came  and  after  several  efforts,  for  she  was  nearly 

from,  what  did  it,  I  don't  know  and  can  never  frozen  stiff,  the  brave,  clever  creature  did,  and 

know,  but  I  swear  I  heard  a  low,  distinct  voice  I  got  it  around  a  tree  on  the  edge.    Then  I 

close  to  me  (not  a  cry,  mind  you,  but  a  quiet  stopped,  panting,  for  I  realized  that  I  could  do 

hoarse  voice)  saying,  no  more.    The  run  had  taken  all  the  strength 

"Get  a  rope.     Get  a  rope."  out  of  me — I  couldn't  have  dragged  a  cat — 

I  checked  like  a  scared  horse  and  nearly  fell,  and  she  was  little  more  than  a  foot  below  me! 

"Get  a  rope,"  I  heard  again.     "Ge/  a  rope.**  I  can't  write  about  it.     My  arms  ache  now. 

Then,  cursing  at  myself  for  a  crazy  fool,  I  just  as  my  infernal  shoulders  ached  with  that 

actually  turned,  with  Rosy  showing  his  teeth  paralyzing,  numb  ache  then, 

at  me,  and  dashed  back  (all  those  precious  "Listen!"  I  cried,  for  she  had  begun  to 

yards  1)  and  grabbed  a  pile  of  rope  Caliban  had  scream  again,  "listen,  Margarita,  or  I  will 

brought  out  to  bind  some  big  logs  for  hauling,  beat  you!     Is  he  unconscious?" 

and   abandoned   under   the  eaves  Avhen   we  She  nodded. 

arrived  on  the  island.     Rosy  was  far  ahead  "Can  you  hold  on  five  minutes,  with  his 

now,  but  he  had  gone  through  the  crust  at  weight  gone?" 

intervals  and  I  tracked  him  by  that.  She  blinked  in  a  sort  of  stupid  assent. 

Suddenly  the  wind — it  was  blowing  a  steady  "  Could  you  for  ten  ?  Are  you  braced  solid  ?  " 

gale  behind  me — shifted,  and  I  heard  a  succes-  Again  she  blinked  and  with  an  inspiration 

sion  of  terrible  cries,  great  hoarse,  high  shrieks,  I  plunged  my  shaking  hand  into  my  great-coat 

like  nothing  human  and  yet  unlike  any  animal,  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  brandy-flask.    Miss 

Wordless,  throat-tearing  screams  they  were,  Jencks  had  taken  it  from  the  sideboard, 

and  I  shouted  back,  against  the  head-on  wind,  I  tied  it  into  my  handkerchief,  opened,  and 

"Coming!  Coming!  Hold  on!  I'm  coming!"  swung  it  down  to  her  and  she  got  her  lips 

till  I  coughed  and  strangled  and  had  to  stop,  around  it  and  coughed  it  down.    It  acted  in- 

How  I  ran!    I  never  did  it  before  and  cer-  stantly  and  she  could  move  a  little,  and  while 

tainly  never  can  again.    Rosy's  tracks  curved  I  encouraged   her,   and   after  several  heart- 

and  twisted,  .and  I  felt  I  was  losing  time,  but  rending  failures  which  nearly  spilled  all  the 

dared  not  risk  missing  them,  for  I  was  coming  brandy,  she  got  it  into  his  mouth  between  his 

nearer  to  that  awful  voice  steadily,  though  it  teeth,  as  his  big  body  swung  in  the  noose.     It 
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ran  over  his  chin  and  down  his  neck,  but  a  It  was  the  voice  I  had  heard,  that  turned 

little  got  in  and  his  eyelids  quivered.    Soon  me  back! 

he  coughed,  and  I  dared  not  wait   another  She  was  all  rigl\t,  but  very  weak  and  sore 

second.  and  with  a  little  fever — ^not  much.     She  was 

"I  am  going  for  Caliban,"  I  said  very  dis-  perfectly  conscious  of  everything  within    an 

tinctly,  **  we  will  pull  you  out  in  a  few  minutes,  hour,  and  told  us  about  it:  how  she  had  slipped 

Let  him  alone  and  hang  on,  do  you  hear?  and  Roger  had  hit  his  head  and  strained  him* 

Don't  scream  any  more — you  are  safe.    Pour  self  in  going  after  her.     She  thinks  she  held  him 

all  the  brandy  into  him*— tell  him  he  is  tied  under  the  arms  ten  minutes,  screaming  all  the 

fast.     Don't  try  to  move — you  may  slip,  and  time!    She  sent  Rosy  back,  finally,  though  at 

tear  your  skirt.     Hold  on!"  first  he  refused  to  go. 

Then  I  turned  my  back  on  them  and  ran,  Roger  was  delirious  for  five  days  and  very 

or  rather  stumbled  off.  dangerously  ill  for  three  weeks — it  was  double 

I    remember    muttering,    "I    never    asked  pneumonia.  Miss  Jencks  had  seen  it  before  and 

before — if   You   or   Anybody   is   there,   save  it  was  her  prompt  measures  before  we  could  get 

them!    Take  me  and  save  them!"  and  then  I  the  doctor  or  Harriet  that  saved  him,  they 

stumbled  on  and  on    .     .     .  think.     It    is    a    bad    age    for    pneumonia: 

It  was  not  too  long.  Caliban  was  coming  Harriet  said  she  would  rather  have  pulled 
with  his  big  wood-sled  and  more  rope  and  Margarita  through  it.  She  brought  a  deacon- 
blankets,  and  as  I  caught  sight  of  him  the  ess  from  the  little  dispensary  with  her  and  one 
most  extraordinary  thought  flew  into  my  mind,  or  the  other  was  watching  him  like  a  cat  every 
which  worked  with  a  dreadful  clearness,  for  I  second  for  three  weeks.  It  was  a  nurse's 
saw  them  stiffen  and  sink  and  slip  away  every  case,  the  doctor  said,  though  he  stopped  the 
second.     Rosy  bayed  just  then,  and  as  my  first  week. 

heart  sank,  for  I  thought  they  were  gone,  it  When  Margarita  came  to  herself  after  an 

suddenly  occurred  to  me  what  Rosy's  name  hour  or  so,  she  asked  for  me,  and  as  I  knelt 

must  have  been!  by  her  bed  and  she  turned  her  great  eyes  on 

^^IVsRosencrantzf"!  muttered, "and the  one  me  I  caught  my  breath,  for  I  was  looking  at  a 

Margarita  insists  was  called'  Gildy '  was  Guild-  new  woman.  I  can't  describe  it  better  than  by 

enstern,  and  they  were  HanUeVs  friends — poor  saying  that  she  had  a  soul!  There  had  always 

Prynne!"       Perhaps    that    wasn't    idiotic — I  been  something  missing,  you  see,  though  I 

laughed  as  I  stumbled  along!  would  never  have  admitted  it,  if  she  hadn't  got 

Well,    they    were    there,    and    Roger   was  it  then.     But  it  was  there, 

enough  himself  to  strike  out  with  his  feet  a  It  was  very  pathetic,  those  first  days  when 

little  and  avoid  hindering  us,  if  he  couldn't  Roger  was  delirious:  she  was  nearly  so  herself, 

help  much.     I  made  another  noose  for  her  And  yet  it  was  not  wholly  grief — there  was  a 

and  she  hung  in  it  while  Caliban  dragged  him  definite  reason  for  it,  which  we  all  felt,  some- 

up — the  fellow  had  the  strength  of  an  ox  and  how,  but  she  would  not  give  it. 

showed  wonderful  dexterity — and  later  crawled  "Will  he  not  know  me  for  a  minute,  a  little 

down  the  rocks  and  cut  the  skirt  through  with  minute,  Harriet?"  she  would  beg,  so  piteously, 

his  big  clasp-knife.     She  was  the  hardest  to  and  Harriet  would  soothe  her  and  try  to  give 

move,  for  her  foot  was  caught — all  that  saved  her  hope.   The  fifth  day  he  was  very  low  and 

her.     I  thought  we  should  break  her  ankle  the  doctor  told  us  to  make  up  our  minds  for 

before  we  could  get  her.  anything — he  hadn't  slept  all  night.     I  took 

We  laid  them  on  the  sledge,  wrapped  in  Harriet  by  the  shoulders  and  asked  her  if  she 

blankets,  poured  in  more  brandy,  and  Caliban  could    not    possibly    make   him   conscious — 

attached  Rosy  to  it  by  his  collar — an  old  trick  before.   I  don't  know  why  I  asked  her  and  not 

of  his,  it  seems — and  they  dragged  us  all  home,  the  doctor,  but  I  did.    She  promised  me  she 

for  my  worthless  legs  gave  out  completely.  would  try — I  think  she  had  nearly  given  up 

Miss  Jencks  and  Agnes  rubbed  them  and  hope,  herself — and  at  three  the  next  morning 

mustard-bathed  them  and  I  wrote  telegrams  she  called  me  and  said  that  I  might  have  a 

for  Caliban  to  take  in  the  launch — wrote  them  chance — that  he  might  know  me  for  a  moment, 

as  well  as  I  could  in  the  clutches  of  a  \aolent  Margarita  was  by  the  bed:  her  face  was  enough 

chill,  with  my  teeth  like  castanets  and  my  hands  to  break  your  heart. 

palsied — and  even  as  I  wrote,  it  came  to  me  "Only    a    minute,    Harriet — only    a    little 

that  Margarita  had  repeated  monotonously,  minute!  "she  pleaded  like  a  baby.  I  don't  know 

all  the  way  home,  in  a  hoarse,  painful  voice  what  insane  vow  I  didn't  offer    .     .     .    He 

(but  mercifully,  a  low  one)  "get  a  rope,  get  a  opened  his  eyes  and  they  fell  on  her.    She  put 

rope,  get  a  rope."  her  hand  on  his  forehead  and  said  very  plainly, 
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'^  Listen,    Roger,   you    must   listen.     It  is  came  down  to  me  a  little  later,  and  told  me  she 

I — Margarita,   ChMe,  you  know.     Do  you  had  known  it  all  the  time! 

hear?''  "But,  of  course,  dear  child,"  I  said  hope- 

His  eyes  looked  a  little  conscious,  and  Har-    fully,  "Doctor is  not  a  throat  specialist, 

riet  held  his  pulse  and  slipped  something  into  you  know,  and  we  can  but  try  some  of  those 

his  mouth.    In  a  moment  we  all  knew  that  he  famous  fellows,  a  Uttle  later.    Perhaps  in  a 

knew  us.  year  or  two " 

"Now    say    one    thing,    Mrs.    Bradley —  "You  are  very  good  to  me,  Jerry,"  she 

quickly!"  she  whispered.  said,  " but  it  is  no  use.     I  know.     I  shall  never 

Margarita  bent  like  a  flash  and  whispered    sing  again.    I  am  sorry,  because " 

in  his  ear  very  swiftly:  her  whole  body  was  "Sorry?"  I  cried,  "why,  of  course  you  are 

tense.  You  should  have  seen  his  eyes — he  was  sorry!    What  do  you  mean  ? " 

old  Roger  again!    I  could  see  his  hand  press  "Because,"  she  continued  placidly,  "it  will 

hers  and  she  kissed  him  just  as  the  flash  went  not  be  so  much  to  give  Roger." 

by  and  he  took  to  muttering  again.  "Give  Roger?"  I  echoed  stupidly,  "how 

Harriet  pushed  her  away  and  put  her  hand  *give  Roger'?" 

on  his  forehead,  then  nodded  at  the  deaconess.  "I  was  not  going  to  sing  any  more,  any- 

"Call  the  doctor!"  she  said  sharply,  and  I  way,"  she  said, 

thought  it  was  all  over    .     .     .  For  a  moment  I  was  dazed  and  then  the 

But  it  was  the  turn,  and  after  that  by  hair's  simplicity  of  it  all  flashed  over  me. 

breadths  and  hair's  breadths  they  pulled  him  "Why,  Margarita!"  I  cried — and  that  is  all 

over.  the  comment  I  ever  made. 

"Now  he  knows,  Jerry,"  Margarita  said  to  "That  was  what  I  wanted  to  tell  him  when 

me,  and  went  to  bed  herself.  he  did  not  know  me,"  she  explained.    "I — I 

It  was  a  good  week  after  that,  when  the  was  going  to  tell  him  the  night — the  night  it 

doctor  had  gone  and  we  were  all  breathing  happened." 

naturally  again,  that  Harriet  asked  me  abruptly  "And  does  he  know  it  now  ?" 

if  I  had  noticed  Mrs.  Bradley's  voice.     I  said  "Of  course.     That  is  why  he  got  well," 

yes,  that  it  was  still  decidedly  husky.     She  she  said  promptly. 

looked  at  me  so  sadly,  so  strangely  that  my  And  do  you  know,  I'm  not  sure  she  was 

nerves  fairly  jumped — we  had  all  been  on  edge  wrong  ?    That  life  was  killing  him — I  mean  it 

for  a  month — and  I  commanded  her  rather  ran  across  his  instincts  and  feelings  and  beliefs, 

sharply  to  say  what  she  meant  and  be  done  every  way. 

with  it.  There  was  no  doubt  she  meant  it.     Sh^ 

"Is  her  voice  injured?"  never  referred  to  the  subject  again. 

"I  am  afraid  so,  yes,"  she  said  gently.  He  wanted  her  to  see  somebody  else  about 

"But  surely  time  and  rest  and  proper  treat-  her  throat,  but  she  absolutely  refused  to  leave 

ment,"  I  began,  but  she  shook  her  head.  the  Island  till  he  was  out  of  bed— 'Sarah  came 

"The  doctor  examined  her  throat  before  he  on  with  the  baby  loo  weeks  later — and  they 
left,"  she  said.  "Of  course  he  had  no  laryngo-  sat  by  him  all  day  nearly,  the  two  of  them,  and 
scope  with  him,  but  he  didn't  need  one,  really,  he  hardly  let  go  her  hand.  He  had  changed  a 
The  vocal  cords  are  all  stretched — he  said  the  great  deal  in  one  way — his  hair  was  quite 
specialists  might  help  her  and  take  away  a  silvered.  But  it  was  very  becoming, 
great  deal  of  the  hoarseness,  but  that  in  his  I  didn't  leave  till  I  saw  him  in  a  dressing- 
opinion  she  can  never  stand  the  strain  of  public  gown  in  a  long  chair  by  the  fire.  Harriet  went 
singing  again:  he  thinks  excitement  alone  back  to  her  hospital,  and  when  Roger  was  up 
would  paralyze  the  cords."  to  it  they  went  south  for  a  bit  before  he  began 

"Who's  to  tell  her?"  I  said  quietly.  to  work  again. 

You  see,  we'd  all  been  stretched  so  taut  that  The  day  before  I  left  he  did  an  odd  thing— 

we  couldn't  use  any  more  energy  in  exclama-  one  of  the  two  or  three  impractical,  sentimental 

tions  or  regrets.  things  I  ever  knew  him  to  do  in  his  life.    He 

"I  thought  you   might,"  she  said,  but  I  asked  me  to  bring  him  his  history  of  Napo- 

shook  my  head.  leon — it  had  been  packed  into  their  luggage 

"Miss  Jencks — "  I  began,  but  it  appeared  by  mistake — and  deliberately  laid  it  on  the 

that  Miss  Jencks  felt  unequal  to  it.  So  Harriet  heart  of  the  fire!     I  cried  out  and  leaned  for- 

told  her,  of  course,  on  the  principle  that  when  ward  to  snatch  it — to  think  of  the  labor  it 

one  has  a  heavy  load  he  may  as  well  carry  a  represented ! — but  he  put  his  hand  on  my  arm. 

little  more,  I  suppose.  "Don't,  Jerry — I  hate  every  page  of  it!" 

And  after  all  it  wasn't  so  bad ;  for  Margarita  he  said. 
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Well,  I  have  been  wondering  these  twenty  should  throw  a  dozen  of  them  over  the  wind- 
years  if  perhaps  they'll  talk  about  it — the  whole  mill  for  two  eyes  like  hers  to-day! 
thing — some  day.  At  the  time  we  all  acted  as  I  don't  know  why  I  am  prosing  along  at  this 
if  it  were  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world  rate  and  avoiding  the  main  object  of  this  letter. 
for  Margarita  to  settle  down  as  a  haus  jrau —  I  must  plunge  right  into  it,  I  suppose,  and  get 
perhaps  when  Nora  got  done  with  her  studies  it  over. 

of  life  (for  I  read  Sue's  Ibsen,  you  see),  that        Don't  think  I  don't  appreciate  all  your  kind, 

is  what  she  did,  after  all!  your  generous  ofifer  meant,  Jerry.    I  thought 

At  any  rate,  I  frankly  hope  so.    For  if  all  of  it  so  often  and  so  long  before  I  gave  you  that 

the  wisdom  and  experience  and  training  that  brusque  answer.     And  it  tempted  me  for  a 

the  wonderful  sex  is  to  gain  by  its  exodus  from  moment — indeed  it  did.     I  think,  as  you  say, 

the  home  does  not  get  back  into  it  ultimately,  that  we  could  travel  very  comfortably  together, 

I  can't  (in  my  masculine  stupidity)  quite  see  and  we  have  many  of  the  same  tastes — I  know 

how  it's  going  to  get  back  into  the  race  at  all!  no  one  so  sympathetic  as  you.  As  for  ^* nursing 

And  then  what  good  has  it  done?     I  hop)e  a  rheumatic,  middle-aged  wanderer  through 

Mr.  Ibsen  knows!  assorted  winter-climates,"  that  is  absurd,  and 

you  know  it,  though  I  should  be  glad  enough 

II.     Fate  Empties  Her  Creel  ^^  ^^  Jt,  if  it  were  true,  as  far  as  that  goes.    I 

know  all  you  would  do  for  the  children,  and 

From  Sam  Paynter  how  kind  you  would  be  to  them.  .Not  that  I 

like  that  part,  though,  to  be  quite  frank.     I 

Paris,  Feb.  loth,  189-  could  never  love  another  woman's  children 

Jerry  Dear:  (especially  if  I  loved  their  father),  and  I  can't 

What  must  you  think  of  me  for  delaying  so  understand  the  women  that  do.    So  I  always 

long  to  write,  after  the  few,  curt  words  I  found  imagine  a  man  in  the  same  position.    And  I 

for  you  that  night?     I  hope  you  know  that  can't  help  feeling,  Jerry,  that  if  you  really 

something  must  have  kept  me,  and  have  for-  loved  me — loved  me  in  the  whole,  crazy  sense 

given  me  already.    Poor  little  Susy  was  taken  of   that   dreadful   word,    I   mean — that   you 

very  sick  the  night  you  sailed,  with  violent  wouldn't  speak  so  sweetly  about  the  children; 

pains  and  a  high  fever.   Fortunately  there  is  a  how  could  you  ?  How  can  any  man — I  couldn't, 

good  American  doctor  here  and  we  pulled  her  if  I  were  one! 

through,  though  it  seemed  a  doubtful  thing  at        But  this  is  very  unfair,  because  you  never 

one  time.    The  doctors  decided  that  she  had  said   you   did   love   me   in   that   way — don't 

appendicitis  (I  never  heard  of  it  before)  and  imagine  that  I  thought  so  for  a  moment.  Jerry 

operated    immediately    on    her,    which    un-  dear,  my  best  friend  now,  for  I  must  not  count 

doubtedly  saved  her  life.  It  seems  that  Mother  on  Roger  any  more,  do  you  think  I  am  blind  ? 

Nature  is  not  quite  so  clever  as  we  have  always  Do  you  think  I  have  been  blind  for  three  years  ? 

thought  her  and  has  left  a  very  dangerous  little  And  will  you  think  me  a  romantic,  conceited 

ad-de-sac  somewhere,  that  ought  not  to  be  fool  when  I  say  that  unless  I — even  I,  a  widow 

there,  so  mcklern  science  takes  it  out.  Isn't  that  and  a  jilt,  who  hurt  a  good  man  terribly  and 

strange?    The  doctor  has  just  come  over  to  got  well  punished  for  it! — can  have  the  kind 

operate  for  this  in  Germany  somewhere;  he  of  love  that  you  can  never  give  me,  because 

was  a  classmate  of  Dr.  McGee,  whom  you  sent  you  gave  it  to  someone  else  three  years  ago,  I 

to  the  South,  and  can't  say  enough  of  the  mag-  don't  want  to  accept  your  generous  kindness, 

nificent  work  he  is  doing  there.   He  was  much  You  see,  I  know  how  you  can  love,  Jerry,  just 

interested  to  find  I  knew  all  about  it  and  that  as  I  see  now  that  I  never  knew  how  Roger 

Uncle  Morris  stocked  the  dispensary.     Isn't  could  until  those  same  three  years  ago.     Of 

the  world  small?  course  he  didn't  either, — would  he  ever  have 

I  hope  you're  not  feeling  too  badly  about  known  the  difference,  I  wonder,  if  we  had 

Margarita — don't.      Of  course  I  understand  married? 

what  the  stage  has  lost,  and  you  will  confess        And  there  is  another  reason,  too.  You  might 

that  I  was  as  anxious  for  her  career  as  any-  just  as  well  know  it,  for  my  conceit  is  not  pride, 

body,  even  when  I  was  sorriest  for  Roger.    I  really,  and  it  may  be  you  know  it  already, 

wanted  her  to  have  her  rights  as  an  artist.  Whatever  love  Frederick  failed  to  kill  in  me — 

But  if  she  doesn't  want  them — ah,  that's  a  and  the  very  idea  of  passionate  love  almost 

different  pair  of  sleeves  altogether.     She  has  nauseates  me,  even  yet — is  not  in  my  power 

sent  me  her  latest  photograph,  and  the  eyes  are  to  give  you,  Jerry  dear.     It  might,  some  day, 

all  I  need.     Of  course,  I  have  no  such  brilliant  later,  wake  again,  but  it  would  not  be  your 

future  to  sacrifice,  but  if  I  had,  I  am  sure  I  touch  that  could  wake  it. 
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Now,  since  this  is  so  of  both  of  us,  don't  you  business  I  suppose  you  know  about.     He  says 

see,  dear,  that  things  are  better  as  they  are?  there  are  two  or  three  years'  work  on  that 

I  promise  you  that  if  I  ever  need  help,  I  will  alone. 

come  to  you  first  of  all,  since  what  you  really  I    hope    you    agree    with    me   that    Mrs. 

want  is  to  help  me  and  make  me  comfortable  Bradley  is  much  better  off  in  her  husband's 

and  give  me  the  pleasure  of  wide  travel,  you  home,  fulfilling  the  natural  duties  of  her  sex. 

generous  fellow!  •  And  if  ever  you  reaUy  need  You  seemed  to  think  in  your  last  that  Mrs. 

me,  Jerry — but  you  won't,  I  am  sure.     No  one  Paynter   would   not,    to   my   great   surprise, 

else  is  quite  what  you  are  to  me,  or  can  be,  now,  What  in  the  world  is  the  matter  with  the 

and  we  must  always  be  what  we  have  always  women,  nowadays?     Where  shall  we  be  if 

beenT— the  best  of  friends.    Tell  me  that  you  the  finest  specimens  of  them  have  no  leisure 

know  I  am  right,  and  then  let  us  never  discuss  to  perpetuate  the  race  ?   Are  only  the  stupid 

it  again.                    Yours  always,  and  unoriginal,  unattractive  ones  to  have  this 

Sue.  responsibility  ?  I  wish  I  dared  get  up  a  sermon 
on  these  lines — I  may  try,  yet! 

From  Tip  EUer  You  know  Mrs.  Paynter  well,   Jerry — do 

you  think  there  is  any  chance  for  me  there? 

University  Club,  May  20th,  189-  I  have  been  for  ten  years  proving  that  a  min-' 

Dear  Jerry:  ister  need  not  be  married,  and  I've  done  it. 

Have  just  got  back  from  a  little  western  trip  too,  but  it  was  only  because  I  never  met  the 

(my  brother  and  I  exchanged  pulpits  for  a  woman  I  wanted.     I  have,  now,  but  she  won't 

month)  and  learned  of  Roger's  illness  and  the  have  me.     Does  that  mean  it's  final  ?   I  don't 

accident.     What  a  terrible  thing,   and   how  know  much  about  women,  but  I  can't  believe 

fortunate  they  were!    I  always  liked  that  big  one  like  her  would  refuse  just  to  be  asked 

dog,  the  fine,  faithful  fellow.    Mrs.  Bradley's  again.    Tell  me  what  you  think — she  seems 

leaving  the  stage  was  no  great  surprise  to  me:  very  decided,  though  she  sympathizes  thor- 

she  came  to  New  York  to  ask  my  advice  about  oughly  with  my  work, 

it  just  before  the  accident.  We  had  a  long  talk,  Yours  faithfully, 

and  though  she  by  no  means  agreed  at  the  time  Tyler  Fessenden  Elder. 

to  everything  I  said  on  the  subject,  she  did  » 

not  seem  opposed,  herself,  to  much  of  it — in  From  My  Rough  Diary 
fact,  she  seemed  very  anxious  to  do  the  fair 

thing,  it  seemed  to  me.     She  appreciated  per-  May  30,  189- 

fectly  that  the  more  she  did  in  one  way  the  Have  just  written  Tip  Elder  how  sorry  I 

less  she  could  do  in  another — how  wonderful  am  about  Sue,  but  that  he'd  better  give  it  up. 

it  is  to  think  that  she  has  never  been  to  school  She'll  never  marry.    How  curiously  we  three 

in  her  life!     It  almost  seems  as  if  so  much  are  twisted  into  the  Bradley  weaving! 

schooling  were  unnecessary,  doesn't  it,  when  M.  so  happy  and  beautiful — the  past  seems 

association  with  educated  people  can  do  so  a  dream.  Voice  lovely  still,  but  not  quite  under 

much  in  three  years.     Or  perhaps  it  is  only  her  control  always,  and  a  tiny  roughness  in  it 

women  that  could  absorb  so  quickly.  that  humanizes,  somehow — it  was  too  clear 

I  hope  the  doctors  are  wrong  about  her  before,  though  that  sounds  absurd, 

voice — they  all  say  it  will  be  a  little  husky  Everybody  wondering  how  everybody  else 

always  (though  less  and  less  so  with  time)  and  will  take  her  retirement.  Strangely  enough,  no 

that  singing,  except  in  the  quietest,  smallest  one  regrets  much,  personally,  but  all  sure  the 

way,  will  be  impossible.     It  does  not  seem  to  others  will!    Are  we  all  more  clear  sighted 

matter  very  much  to  her.     She  is  looking  very  than  we  suppose — or  more  sentimental  ?   Sur- 

well  indeed  (you  know,  of  course,  that  she  is  geon  from  Vienna  has  pronounced  condition 

expecting  another  child  in  the  autumn — Roger  final.     Either  she  is  a  wonderful  actress  or  else 

'told  me).     He  is  quite  magnificent  with  his  we    have   over-estimated    her    vocation;    she 

thick,  silvery  hair,  I  think.    Mr.  Carter,  who  seems  absolutely  contented.   And  yet,  think  of 

dined  with  me  here  at  the  club  a  night  or  two  her  triumphs!    And,  of  course,  her  greatest 

ago  (he  gave  my  boys  a  fine  talk  on  German    successes  were  all  to  come.    Madame  M 

customs  and  military  games)  tells  me  that  he  is  furious,  but  told  Sue  she  had  never  trusted 

hopes — Roger,  I  mean — to  be  able  to  do  a  great  Roger — he  was  always  too  silent!    "He  has 

deal  of  his  work  on  the  island — certainly  all  absorbed  a  great  artist  like  so  much  blotting 

the  summer  and  autumn.     He  seems  to  be  paper!"  she  said.    But  he  has  got  something 

turning  into  a  sort  of  consulting  lawyer — like  into  her  eyes  that  Madame  never  saw  there: 

a    surgeon.    "Besides    that    great    text-book  we  all  agree  on  that.     How  did  Alif  put  it — 
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"Tis  Allah  sets  the  price,  brother — we  have  blue,  the  soft  plume  upon  her  bride-maiden's 

but  to  pay."    Well,  she's  paid.  And  old  Roger,  hat  leaned  against  the  rich  lace  on  her  mother  ^ 

for  that  matter,  and  Sue,  and  Tip,— and  I.  breast.    How  beautiful  they  were!  As  I  stared 

Who  keeps  the  shop,  I  wonder?  at  them  and  their  eyes  lighted  at  the  same 

moment  with  just  the  same  dear  smile,  so  that 

III.    The  Sunset  Elnd  they  were  more  than  ever  wonderfully  alike,  I 

heard  a  woman  whisper  behind  me  that  the 

To-day  I  went  to  Mary's  wedding,  and  it  gentleman  the  beautiful  Mrs.  Bradley  and  her 

has  made  me  very  thoughtful.    She  was  very  picturesque  little  daughter  were  smiling   at 

lovely — a  great,  blooming  blonde,  the  image  was  the  child's  godfather,  an  old  friend — all 

of  Roger.     They  were  a  fine  pair,  as  he  held  his  money  left  to  her  and  his  namesake,  her 

her  on  his  arm:  he  looking  younger  than  his  brother.     Before    the    whisper    had    ended, 

sixty  years,  she  older  than  her  twenty,  for  all  Margarita,  the  woman,  had  turned  her  eyes 

the  children  are  wonderfully  mature  and  well  toward  her  husband — they  could  not  leave  him 

developed.  long  that  day — but  Margarita,  the  child,  kept 

She  was  nearly  as  tall  as  young  Paynter,  hers  on  me,  and  under  them  the  years  rolled 

whose  slendemess,  however,  is  like  steel.     I  back  and  I  seemed  to  see  a  grave  young  girl 

well  remember  when  Dr.  McGee  took  him  to  sitting  on  the  sand  in  a  faded  jersey,  looking 

North  Carolina  and  made  him  over — a  weak,  down  into  my  heart  and  telling  me  that  I 

irritable  little  prococity  of  twelve  or  so.     He  loved  her! 

never  ate  or  slept  in  a  house  for  three  years,        How  many  times  since  have  I  not  seen  her 

and  I  think  that  the  birds  and  trees  of  that  on  that  beach,  cradling  her  rosy  babies  in  her 

period  got  into  his  opera  and  made  it  what  it  strong,   smooth   arms,   murmuring  with    her 

is,  the  musical  event  of  a  decade.    He  works  graceful  daughters,  judging  mildly  between 

best  in  Paris,  and  they  will  live  there,  after  a  some  claim  of  her  tall,  eager  sons!  How  many 

honeymoon  on  the  Island.  summer  evenings  have  I  sat  with  Peggy  in  my 

I  don't  think  Mary  was  ever  the  favorite  arms  and  watched   her  pace  that    silvering 

child,   though  each  of  the  six  thinks  it  is,  beach  with  her  husband,  hand  in  hand  like 

Margarita  is  so  wonderful  with  them!     She  young  lovers!    I  think  they  forget  utterly  that 

cannot  hide  from  me,  who  watch  every  light  time  slips  by,  he  passes  them  so  gently, 
in  her  eye,  that  young  Roger,  the  second  child        It  is  a  favorite  claim  of  ours  who  are  bidden 

and  oldest  boy,  means  a  shade  more  to  her  to  that  home  that  it  is  an  enchanted  isle,  and 

than  the  others,  just  as  Roger,  when  he  sits  that  he  only  brushes  it  with  his  wings,  gliding 

alone  with  Sue,  the  second  daughter,  talks  to  over,  and  turns  the  scythe  away  and  holds  the 

her  more  confidentially  than  to  any  of  the  hour-glass  steady.     Even  the  children  feel  it: 

others,   and   watches  her  yellow   head   most  it  is  a  half-jesting,  half-serious  plaint  with  them 

steadily  when  they  are  all  swimming,  off  the  that  the  goats,  the  donkeys  and  the  ponies 

Island  wharf.    They  are  both  fine,  big  girls,  just  to  which  they  successively  transfer  their  affec- 

as  Roger  and  my  namesake  are  fine,  big,  steady  tions  can  never  secure  immortal  youth  by  a 

fellows  and  little  Lock  wood  is  a  fine,  big,  yearly   sojourn   in   that   happy  kingdom.     I 

handsome  child.     But  my  foolish  old  heart  offered   once   to   rebuild  our  old  bridge — to 

lost  itself  long  ago  to  a  pair  of  slate-blue  eyes  make  it  a  drawbridge,  even,  and  thus  keep 

set  in  an  olive  face  under  dark  strong  waves  our  treasure  safe,  but  after  a  long  council  it 

of  hair,  and  when  into  that  big,  blonde  brood  was  rejected. 

there  came  a  perfect  baby  Margarita,  a  slender,  **It  wouldn't  be  a  really  island,  then,  you 
dark  thing  who  flashed  the  summer  twilight  see,  Jerry  dear,"  said  my  Peggy  (always  de- 
sky  at  one  from  under  her  long  dark  lashes,  I  puted  to  bear  an  ultimatum  to  me),  "and  we 
claimed  her  for  mine  and  mine  she  is — my  like  it  better  an  island — don't  you?" 
Peggy.  She  is  alone  among  the  others,  my  Of  course  it  must  be  an  island!  It  was 
precious  black  swan:  her  quaint,  dreamy  marked  out  for  an  island  when  first  the  waters 
thoughts  are  not  their  practical,  sunny  clear-  were  gathered  up  and  the  dry  land  appeared, 
headedness,  her  self-peopled,  solitary  wander-  I  think  all  the  happy  places  are  islands — I 
ings  are  not  their  merry  comradeships,  her  should  like  to  make  one  of  Italy.  I  am  con- 
lovely,  statuesque  movements  are  not  their  vinced  that  when  the  Garden  of  Eden  is  defin- 
athletic   tumbles.     She   stood   to-day   at   her  itely  settled  (and  Major  Upgrove  is  trying  to 

mother's   knee   in  just   the   attitude   S n  persuade  me  to  come  with  him  to  find  it — he 

painted  them  for  me,  her  eyes  clouded  with  has  a  theory)  it  will  be  found  to  be  a  secret  isle 

awe  just   as  the  bloom  upon  her  mother's  in  some  great  estuary  or  arm  of  that  ageless 

sweeping  gown  of  velvet  clouded  its  elusive  Eastern  river  suspected  by  the  Major.    Surely 
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that  mysterious  Apple  (of  whose  powers  Mar-  wouldn't    be   right.      There   must  be  Som- 
garita  was  once  so  sceptical)  never  grew  on  oneP" 
any  vulgar,  easily-to-be-come-at  mainland!  No,  "I  hope  so,  sweetheart." 
it  lurks  to-day  in  its  own  island  Paradise,  and  She  stared  quietly  at  the  rosy  ball  that  sank, 
the  Angel  with  the  flaming  sword  cut  the  below  us  and  far  away,  at  the  rim  of  the  sea- 
land  apart  from  all  common  ground  so  that  the  Margarita's  sea. 

furrows  smoked  beneath  it  as  the  floods  raced  "I  know  there  is,  Jerry,"  she  said  simply. 

in.     If  we  find  it — the  Major  and  I — shall  we  "Look  at  that,  the  way  I  do,  and  you'll  know, 

bring  some  apples  back  to  Peggy?    In  truth,  too." 

I  am  none  too  sure.     Why  my  darling's  sex  And,  just  then,  I  thought  I  did     .     .    . 
has  been  so  eager  for  that  Apple  is  not  yet  Sue  was  at  the  wedding,  of  course,  grey, 
entirely  evident — though  I  am  not  too  stupidly  and  a  little  worn,  now,  but  dressed  d  mervcilU 
obstinate  to  admit  that  it  may  be  evident,  one  and  delightful  in  her  pride  at  her  genius-boy. 
day.    But  the  fact  remains  that  Eve  certainly  His  sister,  a  wonderful,  modem  young  woman, 
regretted  it,  and  Adam,  one  would  suppose,,  has  learned  her  "trade,"  indeed,  though  one 
must  have,  for  he  has  been  settling  dress-  that  her  mother  never  dreamed  of,  and  will 
maker's  accounts  ever  since!  decorate,  furnish  and  supply  with  everyihing 
As  to  the  position  held  by  this  father  of  man-  from    ancestral    portraits    to    patent    mouse- 
kind  among  the  Bradley  children,  by  the  way,  traps  any  structure  from  a  hotel  to  a  steam- 
volumes  might  be  written.    To  suppose  that  yacht  that  you   may  place  in  her  capable, 
Barbara  Jencks,  their  bond  slave  in  all  else,  college-bred   hands.    A  remarkable   achieve- 
has  remitted  an  atom  of  her  zeal  in  bringing  ment  is  young  Susan — the  achievement  of  the 
them  into   the  state  of  religious  conviction  fin  de  sikcle  generation.      At   the    wedding- 
enjoyed  by  the  Governor  General's  family,  breakfast  she  described  to  me  her  last  "job"; 
would  indicate  the  densest  ignorance  of  her  the  putting  in  commission  of  a  dilapidated 
character.    And  success  has  not  been  entirely  fifteenth  century  chateau  for  its  new  oil-king 
lacking,  for  my  namesake  delights  in  the  battles  owner — he  was  bom  in  a  bog-cabin  in  Ireland 
of  the  Kings  and  Sue's  sweet  life  is  a  very  and  never  tasted  anything  but  potatoes  and 
Sermon  on  the  Mount.     But  Lockwood  still  stir-about  till  he  was  fourteen.     But  Susan  has 
sacrifices  to  Pan  among  the  beehives  and  pro-  raked  Europe  for  a  service  fit  for  him  to  eat 
pitiates  the  Thunder  God  with  favorite  kittens,  his  cabbage  from  and  Asia  for  rugs  fit  for  his 
and  Roger  the  Second  long  ago  informed  his  no  longer  bare  feet,  and  has  deposited  his 
would-be  mentor,   to  her  horror,   that   if  a  good  American  cheque  in  her  bank.     She  is 
fellow  tried  to  be  like  his  father  and  told  the  improving  the  occasion  of  her  American  y'l^i^ 
truth  and  worked  hard,  he  thought  that  fellow  by  an  extended  hunt  for  old  silver  and  brasses 
could  take  his  chances  with  God!    Dear,  ob-  and  china  for  a  great  country  house  on  the 
stinate  lad,  with  your  cleft  chin  and  your  blue  Hudson — its  many-millioned  mistress  will  pay 
eyes,  it  is  not  your  grandmother,  who  leaves  well  for  her  "imported"  treasures! 
her  Emerson  and  her  Psalms  unread  together,  Truly  is  Susan  a  lesson  to  us,  and  wide 
when  she  can  fill  her  keen,  proud  eyes  with  would  be  her  great-grandmother's  eyes  could 
you,  that  will  deny  your  simple  creed!  she  see  Susan  disposing  of  her  girlish  samplers 
But  my  little  Peggy  has  outgrown  Pan,  and  and  draping  her  camel's-hair  shawl  behind  a 
scorns  to  appease  her  baby  brother's  deities.  Hawthorne  jar.     And  I  am  bound  to  admit 
"I  asked  Roger,"  she  said  to  me  one  late  that  Susan  is  not  marrying,  though  her  mother 
afternoon,  when  we  sat  in  her  mother's  rocky  was  struggling  with  two  delicate  children  at 
seat  and  watched  the  red  sun  sink,  "why  the  her  age.     No,  Susan  has  no  need  to  "marry 
sun  was  here — just  so  that  we  could  see  things  ?  for  a  home."    As  fast  as  this  accomplished 
And  he  said  yes.     And  the  moon  the  same  way,  young  woman  establishes  herself  in  a  charming 
for  night.     But  that  little  blind  girl  I  see  in  house,  some  envious  person  buys  it  of  her,  and 
the  Park,  in  New  York,  she  can't  see  things,  she  moves  serenely  to  a  new  one,  a  contented, 
Jerry  dear.     She  never  can.  What  is  that  for  ?  "  self  respecting  Arab  with  a  bank  account. 
"I  can't  tell,  sweetheart."  Ah,  well,  perhaps  it  will  be,  as  her  mother 
"You  don't  know,  Jerry  dear?"  triumphantly  declares,  all  the  more  honor  to 
"No,  Peggy,  I  don't  know."  the  man  who  gets  her,  after  all!    We  oldsters 
"But  someone  knows?"  must  not  be  stubborn,  nowadays. 
"That  I  can't  tell,  either."  My  mother,  like  old  Mrs.  Upgrove,  is  living 
She  turned  her  serious,  deep  eyes  on  me.  still ;  well  and  happy,  both  of  them,  thank 
"But,    Jerry   dear,    nothing   can   be    that  God,  and  as  proud  of  their  sons  as  if  either 
someone — Someone — don't  know,  can  it  ?  That  had  ever  done  anything  to  deserve  it.   Neither 
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of  them  has  much  to  say  of  Margarita,  I  have  from    the    very    first — when    you    saw    my 

noticed,  though  both  fondle  her  children,  a  diary." 

little  absently,  perhaps,  and  feign  to  wonder        "But  I  might — I  might  have " 

what  it  is  we  see  in  Peggy  that  blinds  us  to  Again  she  smiled  whimsically. 

the  excellencies  of  the  others — stouter  children  "O  no,"  she  said  quietly,  "there  was  no 

and  more  respectful,  my  dear  I  chance  for  me,  of  course.   I  never  dreamed  of 

And  Death,  that  spares  them  both,  and  old  it,  my  dear.     But — but  I  wanted  you  to  know 

Madam  Bradley,  too  (eighty-eight  now,  and  it.    There  has  never  been  anybody  but  you." 

half  paralyzed  for  nearly  twenty  years!)  what  I  tried  to  speak,  but  could  not,  and  again, 

had  we  done  that  he  should  take  away  one  but  the  words  dried  on  my  lips.    Then  I  saw 

whom  we  and  the  world — her  world — could  that  she  was  sleeping — from  exhaustion,  pfob- 

so  ill  spare?     Does  Someone^  indeed,  know  ably,  and  sat  by  her  in  silence  till  the  deaconess 

why,  my  sweetheart  Peggy  ?    I  try  to  think  so,  came  back,  red  eyed,  and  sent  me  away.     I 

but  it  is  hard  to  see.  bent  over  her  and  kissed  her  cheek,  before  I 

Nine  years  ago  Harriet  put  Peggy  into  her  left,  and  I  am  sure  that  her  lips  moved  and  that 

mother's  arms  and   praised   the  little  thing  the  hand  I  had  held  while  she  slept  pressed 

and  kissed  them  both  and  then  told  Roger  mine  faintly.    But  she  did  not  open  her  eyes, 

that  she  must  leave  them,  for  she  felt  ill  and  and  in  the  morning  the  message  came  that  she 

would  not  risk  the  responsibility  of  further  had  drifted  easily  away,  in  that  same  sleep, 

nursing.    She  would  send  a  good  nurse  straight  before  dawn. 

from  New  York,  she  said,  and  Roger  himself  Gone — and  I  never  knew,  never  faintly  sur- 

took  her  there,  leaving  the  doctor  with  Marga-  mised,  never  considered! 

rita,  as  soon  as  he  dared.     He  brought  back  Gone — and  there  had  never  been  anybody 

the  other  nurse,"  wired  me  to  look  after  Har-  but  me! 

riet,  and  left  her  comfortable  in  the  little  apart-  Ah,  Peggy,  there  had  need  be  Someone  that 

ment  of  a  good  friend  of  hers,  with  a  promise  knows,  to  make  good  the  pity  of  it,  the  cruelty 

of  a  speedy  return.     He  never  saw  her  alive  of  it,  the  senseless  waste  of  it! 

again.  But  we  three,  whom  she  gave  so  generously 

Dr.  McGee,  even  then  a  famous  physician  to  each  other,  whom,  in  turn,  she  tended  back 

and  devotedly  attached  to  her,  worked  day  to  life,  into  whose  lives  she  had  grown  as  a  tree 

and  night  over  her,  but  it  was  useless:  the  over-  grows,  can  we  call  her  love  wasted  ? 

strained,  busy  heart  had  given  way  and  she  Nor  is  it  among  us  alone  that  her  memory 

lived  only  three  days,  growing  feebler  with  flourishes.     No  woman  in  all  those  mountain 

every  hour.  parishes  she  loved  so  w6ll  faces  her  dark  hour 

I  was  sitting  beside  her  in  the  afternoon,  of  travail  without  blessing  her  name  and  the 

trying  to  be  cheerful,  trying  to  cheer  her  with  name  of  her  messengers,  whom,  in  the  endow- 

those   futile   subterfuges   we   are   forced    to,  ment  called  in  memorial  of  her,  Margarita 

trying  to  get  it  all  clear  in  my  own  troubled  sends  to  them,  to  tend  them  and  the  children 

mind,   when   she  smiled   whimsically   at   me  they  bear,  as  Harriet  helped  her  and  hers, 

and  begged  me  to  spare  myself  such  pain.  She  lies  among  them,  a  stone's  throw  from 

"A  nurse  is  the  last  person  to  need  such  the  comer  stone  she  laid  nearly  twenty  years 

talk,  dear  Mr.  Jerrolds,"  she  whispered  to  me,  ago,  now,  and  many  visitors  have  never  seen 

and  as  the  good  deaconess  who  had  been  her  the  tablet  that  lies  along  her  grave — so  thick 

first  helper  in  her  chosen  work  burst  into  tears  the  flowers  are  always  lying  there, 

and  stumbled  from  the  room,  she  put  out  her  "Mother  says  you  are  not  to  look  so  sad, 

hand  and  I  took  it  silently.  Jerry  dear,  because  it  isn't  me  that  Freddy's 

"What   you    have   been — ^what    you    have  marrying!"  says  Peggy  softly,  behind  me,  and 

been,  Harriet!"  I  muttered  unsteadily,  and  I  come  back  to  the  present,  with  a  jerk, 

then  her  eyes  met  mine.  "Not  Freddy,  perhaps,"  I  answer  w^ith  pre- 

"  What  have  I  been?"  her  lips  barely  formed  tended  severity,  "but  some  other  young  sprig 

the  words,  "do  you  know?"  no   better  than   Freddy,  and   then   poor  old 

There  in  her  soft  brown  eyes  I  saw  at  last —  Jerry  may  go  hang! " 

at  once.     God  knows  I  never  guessed  before.  She  slips  her  firm  little  hand — Margarita's 

They  met  mine  so  calmly,  so  honestly,  so  fear-  hand — into  mine  shyly, 

lessly — alas,  they  could  be  fearless  now!  "Now,  Jerr>',  how  silly  you  are!"  she  says, 

"And  I  have  been  such   a  fool — such   a  looking  carefully  to  see  if  I  am  teasing  her  or 

brute!"  by  any  chance  in.  earnest. 

"Hush!  you  never  knew,"  she  whispered,  "How  can  I  marry  a  young  sprig,  when  I 

"you  could  not  help  it,  my  dear.    It  was  so  am  going  to  marry  you?" 
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"Since  when?"  I  inquire  sardonically.  tide,  her  dreams  on  the  sun-warmed  rocks — 

"Why,  Jerry!"  I   fancy  I   see  thera   all  in  watching  Peggy. 

Her  big  eyes  open  wide,  she  plants  herself  She  cannot  tell  herself, 

before  me  and  stares  accusingly.  "I  began  to  live,"  she  says,  "when  I  met 

"You  know  very  well — you  can't  have  for-  Roger." 

gotten?   You  and  I  and  little  Jerry  and  Miss  "You  have  lived  a  great  deal,  since,  have 

Jencks  are  going  round  the  world  when  I  am  you  not,  Margarita?"  I  say,  a  little  wistfully, 

sixteen!     To  Japan,  to  see  the  wistaria  and  perhaps,  she  is  so  splendid  and  so  complete, 

the  cherry  blossoms  and  the  &ve  hundred  little  and  one  seems  so  broken  and  colorless  and 

stone  Buddha-gods  that  get  all  wet  with  spray  middle-aged  beside  her. 

and  the  red  bridge  nobody  may  walk  on!"  "A  great   deal.     Yes,  I  suppose  so,"  she 

"Anywhere  else?"  answers,  and  her  eye  rests  quickly  but  surely 

"Yes,  to  Vevay,  and  see  where  Mr.  Boffin  on  Roger,  on  each  of  the  yellow  heads,  and 

used  to  live  and  old  Joseph  that  told  you  when  then,  at  last,  on  me. 

you  were  aJl  grown  big  and  went  back,  "You  have  given  up  a  great  deal  for  those 

"C'esfmoi,  monsieur,  qui  suis  Joseph:  f  at  handsome  heads,  Margarita,"  I  go  on,  under 

neUoyi  ies  premiires  boUes  de  monsieur!"  the  spur  of  some  curious  impulse,  "did  you 

How  well  I  remember  those  first  formidable  never  regret  it?    You  had  the  world  at  your 

boots,  and  my  manly  feelings  when  I  clumped  feet,  Madame  used  to  say,  and  you  gave  it 

them  down  in  the  hall  before  my  door  for  up    .    .    ." 

Joseph  to  clean!  Jerry  and  Peggy  and  I  are  She  looks  at  me  with  the  only  eyes  in  the 
going  over  every  toot  of  the  old  groimds — the  world  that  can  make  me  forget  Peggy's  and 
school,  where  the  little  fellows  still  sport  their  gives  me  both  her  hands  (one  with  a  flash- 
comfortable, round  capes;the  way,  well  trodden  ing,  cloudy  star  sapphire  burning  on  it)  in 
still,  I'll  wager,  to  the  old  patisserie  with  its  that  free,  lovely  gesture  so  characteristic  of  ber. 
tempting  windows  of  indigestible  joys;  the  "Don't,  Jerry!"  she  says  in  her  sweet,  husky 
natatorium  where  we  dived  like  frogs;  (he  voice,  and  Roger  hearing  it,  turns  slightly  from 
English  church  where  we  learned  the  Collects  his  guests  and  gives  her  a  swift,  strong  look, 
and  eyed  the  young  ladies'  school  gravely  till  The  gay  wedding  crowd  melts  away,  the  clatter 
it  blushed  individually  and  collectively;  the  of  the  wine  glasses  is  the  wash  of  pebbles  on 
famous  field  where  I  fought  the  grocer's  boy  the  beach,  her  hand  in  mine  seems  wet  with 
who  cried  "4  has  Ies  vlng/aw/"  three  days  flying  spray,  as  she  speaks  in  that  rich,  vibrat- 
running.     (He  beat  me,  incidentally.)  ing  voice,  for  me  alone: 

I  find  that  all  the  old  memories  come  back  "I  had  the  world  at  my  feet — yes,  Jeny 

very  sweetly:  I  had  a  happy  childhood,  on  the  dear,  and  I  nearly  lost  it,  did  I  not?  I  did  not 

whole,  one  that  never  lacked  love  and  sympathy,  know,  you  see.    And  I  have  it  now,  Jerry,  I 

Believe  me,  ye  parents,  who  think  that  these  haveitnowf"    (O,  Susan  of  the  bank  account, 

days  will  soon  be  forgotten,  they  make  a  differ-  who  need  not  marry  for  a  home,  will  that  look 

ence,  these  idle  memories,    and    life  is  inex-  come  to  your  eyes  and  glow  there  till  your  face 

pressibly  richer  if  those  early  days  are  rich  in  is  too  bright  tor  an  elderly  bachelor  to  bear? 

pleasant  little  adventures  and  cheery  little  ex-  Indeed,  I  hope  it  may!) 

periences,  cheerily  shared!     I   have  more  to  "There  is  only  one  world  for    a   woman, 

remember  than  Roger,  whose  early  boyhqod  Jerry,"  says  Margarita  softly,  "and  no  one 

was,  though  far  wealthier  than  mine,  strangely  can  be  happy,  like  me,  till  she  lives  in  it — the 

poorer  from  the  lack  of  just  this  mellow  glow  hearts  that  love   her.     His  and   theirs — and 

over  and  through  it.  yours,  dear  Jerry,  O,  always  yours!" 

And   Margarita's  ?     We  shall  never  know  His  and  Theirs  and  Mine! 

what  filled  those  silent,  childish  hours    '  '              that,  my  dear,  and  surely 

hers,  alone  with  the  dogs  and  the  gull  Someone   that  knows,   He 

Her  quaint,  lonely  games,  her  towers  knows    that    what     you 

of  sand  and  shell,  her  musings  by  the  say  is    true! 


Plays   and    Players 

News   of    the    Dramatic   Season,     New    Plays, 
Actors  and  Actresses  who  will  Appear  in  Them 

THE  theatrical  feasts  of  the  season  are  that  the  New  Theatre,  like  any  other,  must 

by  this  time  pretty  generally  in  process  give  the  public  what  it  so  much  desires  that 

of    preparation.     The    hors    d^ceuvres  it  will  pay  to  see  it.     If  it  doesn't,  the  New 

have,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  already  been  served.  Theatre  must  fail,  like  any  other,  no  matter 

Most  of  the  managerial  chejs  have  announced  how  enthusiastic  its  sponsors,  how  devoted  or 

the  menus  that  they  will  provide,  many  of  the  how  rich. 

courses  are  already  cooked  and  sending  up  Up  to  the  hour  of  writing  these  lines  the 

more  or  less  appetizing  odors  from  the  steam  direction  of  the  New  Theatre,  for  what  reason 

table,  others  are  still  stewing  on  the  fire,  while  does  not  appear,   has  seen  fit  to  go  about 

still  others  yet  preserve  the  form  and  sub-  softly,  with  its  finger  upon  its  lips,  saying, 

stance  of  raw  materials.     The  public  has  had  "Hush!"    But  from  behind  the  veil  of  se- 

a  long  summer  of  abstinence  to  whet  its  ap-  crecy  certain  fragments  of  credible  informa- 

petite,  and  is  now  invited  to  sit  down  and  fall  tion  have  rebelliously  and  contumaciously  es- 

to.     A  glance  at  the  various  menus  indicates  caped.     It  has  been  repeatedly  asserted  and 

that  the  repast  is  likely  to  be  substantial,  if  denied  that  the  players  of  the  New  Theatre 

not    especially    stimulating.     Some    of    the  are  to  be  headed  by  E.  H.  Sothem  and  Miss 

viands,  to  be  sure,  are  certain  to  prove  highly  Julia  Marlowe.     Their  engagement  would  be 

indigestible,    some    are    likely    to    be    badly  welcome  news,  for  these  artists  stand  close  to 

served,  while  others  may  be  a  bit  too  highly  the  head  of  their  profession  in  America,  Mr. 

spiced  to  please  the  American  palate.     But  Sothem  being  a  cultivated  player  of  wide  ex- 

the  protection  of  the  public  lies  in  the  fact  perience  and  achievement,  if  perhaps  of  dc- 

that  the  A  la  carte  system  is  the  one  followed,  ficient    inspiration,    and    Miss    Marlowe    an 

Consult  your  taste,  order  what  you  please,  actress  quite  unequalled  here  in  plays  and 

both  quantity  and  quality  are  yours  to  deter-  parts    of    the    larger    manner.     Miss    Rose 

mine,  so,  if  the  viand  does  not  please,  do  not  Coghlan,  sister  of  that  brilliant  and  eccentric 

blame  the  cook.     Try  something  else.     Pabu-  comedian,  the  late  Charles  Coghlan,  is  to  be 

lum  of  all  sorts  there  is  sure  to  be,  and  it  shall  included  in  the  company,  as  well  as  Mrs.  Sol 

go  hard  with  you  but  you  shall  be  pleased.  Smith,   one  of  the   few  remaining  actresses 

Without  doubt  the  most  interesting  event  trained  in  the  school  of  old  comedy.     Ferdi- 

of  the  present  theatrical  season  will  be  that  nand  Gottschalk,  an  intelligent  player  of  ec- 

much  talked  of  experiment  which  its  sponsors  centric  parts,  long  familiar  on  our  stage,  has 

have  elected  to  call  the  New  Theatre.     Sub-  also  been  engaged. 

sidized  it  is,  though  by  individuals  and  not  by  In  the  engagement  of  Jacob  Wendell,  Jr., 
the  government.  Of  money  this  institution  the  New  Theatre,  itself  an  experiment,  is  ex- 
will  suffer  no  lack.  Its  director,  Mr.  Win-  perimenting.  It  is  often  said  that  it  is  a  long 
throp  Ames,  has  but  to  open  the  purse  and  jump  from  the  best  amateur  to  the  poorest 
the  cash  flows  out.  This  circumstance  is  ex-  professional.  Mr.  Wendell  is  probably  the 
pected  to  give  unhampered  Art  such  a  chance  best  amateur  actor  in  America.  For  years  he 
to  fly  as  it  has  never  before  enjoyed  in  this  has  been  the  brilliant  especial  star  of  the 
country.  The  flight  is  scheduled  to  begin  Comedy  Club,  the  most  important  of  New 
about  the  middle  of  November,  and  there  is  York  amateur  organizations.  He  has  ap- 
no  doubt  whatever  that  it  will  be  eagerly  ob-  peared  in  a  wide  variety  of  parts,  many  of 
served.  Let  us  hope  that  the  motor  will  work  them  of  the  sort  to  make  severe  drains  upon 
well  and  that  the  wind  will  be  light  and  favor-  the  resources  of  any  player.  He  has,  for  ex- 
able.     But  if  there  is  anything  certain  it  is  ample,  frequently  played  Sir  Peter  Teazle  in 
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"The  School  for  Scandal."  He  had  ap- 
peared as  the  drunken  lover  in  "Lady  Hunt- 
worth's  Experiment,"  as  the  sprightly  hero  in 
'^'Captain  Letterblair,"  and  quite  recently  as 
the  pathetic  young  prince  in  "Alt  Heidel- 
berg," a  part  which  Richard  Mansfield  him- 
self thought  worthy  of  his  attention,  and  in 
which  Mr.  Wendell  gave  a  really  moving  and 
finished  performance.  Mr.  Wendell  is  a 
brother  of  Prof.  Barrett  Wendell  of  Harvard 
University,  and  of  Evert  Jansen  Wendell, 
himself  an  amateur  actor  of  experience  and  a 
philanthropist  of  metropolitan  note. 

Of  stage  managers  the  New  Theatre  has 
two.  One  is  Louis  Calvert,  who  is  imported 
from  England  where  his  experience  has  been 
large,  to  supervise  all  productions  of  Shake- 
speare, old  comedy  and  the  elder  drama  gen- 
erally. The  other  is  George  Foster  Piatt,  who 
has  the  eye  and  brain  of  a  realist  and  who  will 
stage  all  modem  plays  seen  at  the  New  Theatre. 

There  are  several  plays  fairly  certain  to  be 
seen  at  the  House  of  the  Great  Experiment 
in  the  course  of  its  first  season.  Two  of  them 
are  Shakespearian — "The  Tempest"  and 
"Antony  and  Cleopatra."  It  is  promised 
that  distinction  highly  unusual  will  attend 
upon  their  appointments,  and  this  promise 
seems  perhaps  not  too  optimistic  when  it  is 
stated  that  for  "The  Tempest"  no  less  emi-^ 
nent  an  artist  than  Maxfield  Parrish,  that 
wizard  of  the  sombre  shades,  has  designed 
the  scenic  setting,  while  for  the  scenery  of 
"Antony  and  Cleopatra"  Jules  Gu^rin  has 
performed  a  like  service.  The  newly  knighted 
English  dramatist,  Sir  Arthur  Wing  Pinero, 
will  be  represented  in  the  season's  program 
by  his  recent  play,  "The  Thunderbolt," 
which  was  controlled  by  Charles  Frohman 
but  turned  over  by  him  to  the  New  Theatre 
for  reasons  no  doubt  well  known  to  himself. 
A  similar  history  is  possessed  by  John  Gals- 
worthy's "Strife."  Ed  ward  Sheldon,  the 
young  Harvard  playwright,  who  put  together 
for  Mrs.  Fiske  that  extraordinary  succession 
of  photographs  of  slum  life,  called  "  Salvation 
Nell,"  has  written  a  play  on  the  negro  prob- 
lem which  Mr.  Ames  has  accepted,  while 
there  is  a  possibility  that  Maeterlinck's  fairy 
play,  "The  Blue  Bird,"  will  also  be  done,  de- 
spite the  dubiety  stimulated  by  the  number  of 
its  scenes — almost  a  score.  The  New  Theatre 
also  possesses  a  play  called  "Beethoven," 
which  has  been  successfully  done  abroad,  and 
is  based  upon  the  life  and  deeds  of  the  com- 
poser. David  Bispham,  hitherto  known  to  us 
as  an  opera,  oratorio  and  concert  singer,  may 
impersonate  the  name  part,  though  the  play 
is  without  music. 


The  ofiferings  of  other  managers  include  a 
liberal  sprinkling  of  imported  plays.  Not  the 
least  interesting  of  these  will  be  a  new  Pinero 
play  called  "Mid-Channel,"  in  which  Miss 
Ethel  Barrymore  will  be  seen. '  It  is  now 
some  time — far  too  long,  in  fact — since  Miss 
Barrymore  has  been  seen  in  any  play  that  re- 
quired of  her  anything  save  the  exhibition  of 
youth,  beauty  and  high  spirits.  That  the 
Pinero  play  will  ask  nK)re  than  this  is  a  con- 
clusion foregone.  And  this  is  well.  Miss 
Barrymore  should  be  moving  on.  Where  are 
the  stage  beauties  of  yesteryear  ?  There  seems 
to  be  a  decided  dearth  of  them  nowadays. 

Another  and  an  earlier  ofifering  will  be  the 
first  detective  play  of  consequence  since 
"Raffles."  Its  name  is  "Arsene  Lupin,"  and 
it  was  made  in  France.  Miss  Marie  Temp>est 
is  scheduled  to  appear  here  in  "Penelope," 
another  of  those  plays  by  the  fertile  W.  Som- 
merset  Maugham.  Miss  Tempest  is  of  con- 
sequence. Mr.  Maugham  is  not.  He  is  one 
of  those  facile  writers  who  do  bad  old  things 
in  a  good  old  way,  and  very,  very  often.  And 
since  we  are  on  the  subject  let's  get  done  with 
him  by  saying  that  before  the  season  is  over 
we  are  likely  to  get  no  less  than  four  of  his 
plays:  "Smith,"  "The  Noble  Spaniard,"  done 
in  London  by  Charles  Hawtrey  and  here  by 
Robert  Edeson,  who  formerly  wouldn't  look 
at  a  play  unless  the  hero  was  a  young  and 
dashing  American,  and  "Mrs.  Dot." 

Then  there  is  "  The  Flag  Lieutenant,"  done 
in  London  by  Cyril  Maude  and  here  by  Bruce 
McRae,  who  for  some  years  has  been  making 
highly  agreeable  stage  love  to  Miss  Barry- 
more, and  "The  Fires  of  Fate,"  by  Conan 
Doyle.     The  latter  has  been  highly  successful 
in  London,  and  is  said  to  be  an  uncommonly 
effective  melodrama.    Henri  Bernstein's  latest 
play,  "  Israel,"  is  going  to  be  shown  here,  too. 
This  is  a  writer  who  dearly  loves  his  unpleas- 
antnesses.    He  it  is  who  wrote  "Samson,"  in 
which  William  Gillette  should  not  have  aj>- 
peared.     "Israel"    is    said    to    be    equally 
"strong."     In  it  will  be  seen  Holbrook  Blinn, 
a  player  with  a  flash  of  the  real  fire,  Edwin 
Arden,  an  actor  of  more  than  average  intelli- 
gence and  experience,   and  Miss  Constance 
CoUier,  a  beautiful  false  alarm.    The  hand- 
some Kyrle  Bellew,  after  two  years  of  exposing 
his  stage  wife  in  "  The  Thief,"  will  be  seen  in 
"A  Builder  of  Bridges,"  which  George  Alex- 
ander  did    in   London.     This   is  by  Alfred 
Sutro,   whose   "The   Walls   of   Jericho"   so 
much   interested   American   audiences   when 
played  by  J.  K.  Hackett  and  his  beautiful 
wife,  Mary  Mannering,  who  is  herself  to  be 
seen  this  autumn  in  a  new  play  by  an  Ameri- 
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I  author. 
Mr.  Hackelt  will  tour 
in  "Samson."  It 
serves  him  right. 

A  year  ago  we 
were  promised  the 
Rostand  play"  Chan- 
ticleer" in  which  the 
characters  are  chiefly 
barnyard  fowls. 
Coquelin  was  to  have 
had  the  chief  part  in 
this  successor  to 
"Cyrano  de  Berg- 
erac."  Coquelin  is 
dead,  but  "Chantic- 
leer," in  advance  of 
■performance,  still 
lives  and  again  is 
promised  for  this 
country,  though  with 
what  cast  is  not 
stated.  The  French 
output  also  includes 
"The  Scandal,"  by 
Henri  Battaille, 
which  appears  to  be 
the  most  thoughtful 
and  sincere  play  that 
saw  the  light  last  sea- 
son in  the  French 
capital. 

The  English  out- 
put for  America  is 
likely  to  be  large, 
though ,  save  for  I  hose 
definite  promises  al- 
ready menlioned,  the 
prospect  is  at  present 
vague.  Mr.  Froh- 
man  says  that  he  has 
plays  by  Henry 
Arthur  Jones,  John 
Galsworthy,  Capt, 
Robert  Marshall, 
who  wrote  that  most 
delightful  of  recent 
stage  love  stories, 
"A  Royal  Family"; 
Haddon  Chambers 
and  oh,  joy!  J.  M. 
Barrie.  It  is  so  prob- 
able, however,  that 
the  Barrie  play  is 
only  now  in  process 
of  making  that  we 
are  not  likely  to  sec 
it  for  many,  ntany 
moons.    Meantime 
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Maude  Adams  goes 
oa  with  "  What  Every 
Woman  Knows." 
If  anything  could 
excuse  an  actress  for 
playing  one  part  two 
years  this  play  of  Mr. 
Barrie's  would  do  it. 

Several  Bernard 
Shaw  plays  are  prom- 
ised— a  season  of 
them,  in  fact,  includ- 
ing "Getting  Mar- 
ried," which  the 
London  critics  unani- 
mously declared  a 
horrible  bore,  and 
"Major  Barbara," 
which  is  alt  about 
the  Salvation  Army, 
and  may  be  found 
in  the  published 
works  of  the  only 
Sha*.  Mr.  Froh- 
man  says  that  he  ex- 
pects Mr,  Shaw  will 
come  to  America  to 
see  these  plays  pro- 
duced. Can  nothing 
be  done  about  it  ? 

Be  that  as  it  may, 
William  Faversham, 
who  has  been  on  the 
upgrade  ever  since 
he  got  really  under 
headway  with  "The 
Squaw  Man,"  is  go- 
ing to  undertake  a 
really  important  en- 
terprise in  the  pro- 
duction of  Stephen 
Phillips'  poetic 
drama  "Herod," 
which  Sir  Herbert 
Beerbohm  Tree  did 
in  London.  Sir  Her- 
bert announces  an 
American  tour  for 
this  season,  but  his 
repertoire  will  not 
include  "Herod," 
though  it  will  com- 
prise "Faith,"  from 
the  pen  of  M.  Brieux, 
one  of  the  more 
thoughtful  and 
painst^ing  of  the 
younger  school  of 
French  dramatists. 


THE  HANDSOME  KYRLE  BELLEW 


One  of  the  most  important  events  of  the  spirit  in  a  cheap  apartment  house  is  the  play- 
early  season  will  be  the  appearance  here  of  wright's  theme,  and  the  piece  is  said  lo  have 
Forbes  Robertson,  the  eminent  English  star,  many  points  of  resemblance  to  "The  Servant 
perhaps  the  best  Hamlet  of  this  day,  in  a  in  the  House,"  which  Heniy  Miller  is  to  take 
curious  play  calJed  "The  Passing  of  the  Third  to  England  this  Autumn.  "The  Passing  of 
Floor  Back."  This  appears  to  be  a  strange  the  Third  Floor  Back  "  was  highly  successful 
thing  lo  come  from  the  brain  of  so  confirmed  in  London,  It  will  be  interesting  to  see  if  we 
and  rather  obvious  a  humorist  as  Jerome  K.  like  what  they  liked  and  likewise  if  they  like 
Jerome.     The   presence    of    the    Christlike  what  we  liked  so  much. 


HEDWIG  ElEICHER 

*The  Marjr  AadeiMNi  of  Ccnnany,"  who  hu  learned  lo  ipcak  Engliih  and  will  be  leeD  od  Broadwajr  ihu  ytu 

.  For  some  time  past  George  Arliss  has  an-  novel  first  published  in  this  magazine  and 

nuaUy  revealed  to  this  public  his  impersona-  there  known  and  loved  by  so  many  thousands 

lion  of  some  character  of  marked  eccentricity,  of   Americans.    The   dramatization   has   al- 

Memory  calls  up  vividly  those  successive  per-  ready  been  completed   and  preparations  for 

traits  of  the  crafty,  cruel  War  Minister  in  staging  the  play  are  far  advanced.     Whatever 

"The  Darling  of  the  Gods,"  the  gay,  young,  its  dramalic  possibilities,  it  is  hard  to  think  of 

bibulous  Parisian  blade  in  "Leah  Kleschna."  any  other  actor  capable  of  impersonating  the 

and  the  sinister  title  part  in  that  objectionable  timid,   generous,    quaintly   self-sacrificing   in- 

play  "The  Devil."     This  year  his  choice  has  ventor.     It  had  to  be  Mr.  Arliss  or  nobody. 

fallen  upon  the  gentle,  absent  minded,  lovable  It  was  inevitable  that  the  complete  success 

hero  of  "Simple  Septimus,"  the  W.  J.  Locke  attending  the  translation  of  Mme.  Naa' 
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from  Russian  into  English  should  be  followed 
by  attempts  to  duplicate  the  feat.  There  will 
be  at  least  two  of  them  this  season.  The  first 
and  more  important  will  involve  (he  stately 
beauty  and  imposing  personality  of  Hedwig 
Rcicher.  This  young  woman  has  been  called 
"the  German  Mary  Anderson."  Whether  or 
not  she  justifies  this  characterization,  she  has 
already  shown  us  that  she  is  a  considerable 
actress.  Last  winter  she  appeared  at  the 
German  Theatre  in  various  plays,  among 
them  being  "  On  the  Eve,"  a  Russian  revolu- 
tionary play  of  tragic  import  and  moving 
character,  written  by  Leojwld  KaropfF.  Frau- 
lein  Reicher  has  been  diligently  studying  Eng- 
lish, and  her  first  appearance  in  our  language 
will  be  made  in  this  same  revolutionary  play. 
If  her  accent  retains  Teutonic  traces,  why,  let 


it  be  remembered  that 
even  Nazimova's  Eng- 
lish was  highly  Slavonic 
at  first.  The  second 
attempt  at  translating 
an  actress  will  be  made 
in  the  case  of  the  Vien- 
nese, Marietta  Oily, 
who  played  last  winter 
in  Bernstein's  "Bac- 
carat" at  the  German 
Theatre.  Meantime, 
Agugtia,  the  Italian 
Mrs.  Leslie  Carter,  is 
over  in  Italy  working 
with  an  English  tutor. 
But  her  effort  in  our 
language  will  fortunately 
not  be  made  this  sea- 
.■ion.  Meantime,  too,  the 
extraordinary  Nazi- 
mova  will  go  right  on 
amazing.  Her  man- 
agers promise  a  new  and 
modern  play  which  is 
yet  unnamed,  though 
it  is  announced  that 
Eugene  Walter  is  its 
author. 

Margaret  Anglin  has 
come  back  from  Aus- 
tralia with  an  American 
play  in  which  she  was 
successful  there  and  in 
which  New  York  is 
now  seeing  her.  It  is 
"The  Awakening  of 
Helena  Ritchie,"  and 
is  made  from  Mrs. 
Margaret  Deland's 
novel  of  that  name.  The 
book  was  Iwth  genuine  and  convincing,  as 
was  to  have  been  expected  of  the  author  of 
'■  Old  Chester  Tales,"  and  there  is  every  rea- 
son to  think  that  the  play  gives  Miss  Anglin 
scope  for  her  uncommon  powers  of  emotional 
expression. 

At  least  three  plays  from  the  pen  of  Eugene 
Walter  will  be  seen  this  season — possibly  four. 
Of  one  of  them  little  is  known  save  that  it  will 
be  called  "The  Assassin."  As  is  clear  to  all 
who  have  seen  "Paid  in  Full"  and  "The 
Easiest  Way,"  Mr.  Walter  goes  in  for  strong 
meat,  and  "The  Assassin"  certainly  sounds 
like  that.  It  will  deal  with  certain  phases 
of  hereditary  homicidal  tendencies.  He  is 
also  at  work  on  a  comedy  of  American 
life  called  "Just  a  Wife,"  in  which  it  is  ex- 
pected that  Mrs.  Walter,  known  on  the  stage 
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as  Charlotte  Walker, 
will  appear  under 
the  management  of 
David  Belasco.  Mr. 
Walter  has  also 
written  a  four  act 
melodrama  of  mili- 
tary life  called  "The 
Last  Muster,"  which 
will  be  produced  at 
the  Broadway  The- 
ater when  Mr.  Faver- 
sham  finishes  his 
run  in  "Herod."  The 
play  for  Mme.  Nazi- 
mova  is  the  last  of 
the  quartette. 

We  have  had  no- 
thing from  Augus- 
tus Thomas  since 
"The  Witch  ing 
Hour,"  but  it  is 
probable  that  within 
a  few  months  a  new 
Thomas  play  called 
"The  Harvest 
Moon"  will  appear. 
It  is  understood  to 
carry  still  further 
than  "The  Witching 
Hour"  the  discussion 
of  mental  suggestion 
as  a  factor  in  human 
relations  and  con- 
duct. 

No,  there  is  to  be 
no  Clyde  Fitch  fam- 
ine. The  Fitch  out- 
put will  be  nonnal — 
that  is  to  say,  plenli' 
ful.  Its  first  fruits 
will  appear  in  an 
October  production 
of  a  serious  play, 
called  "The  City," 
in  which  the  play- 
wright deals  with  the 
lure  of  the  metro- 
polis for  the  young 
man.  In  the  per- 
formance of  this  play 
Mr.  Fitch  will  have 
the  services  of  one  of 
the  very  best  of  our 
young  native  actors, 
Walter  Hampden, 
last  seen  here  as  the 
Servant  in  "The  Ser- 
vant in  the  House," 


WILUAM  H.  CRANE 
Who  will  later  ia  die  (euon  revirt  ume  o(  the  old  play)  he  and  Robwn  made  famoiu 

After  "The  Cily"  there  will  be  more  Fitch       There  will  be  four  or  five   Tarkington  and 

plays,  and  after  those,  others,  and  then  still  Wilson  plays  shown  in    the    course   of   the 

others.  winter,  written    for  Dustin  Famum,    Mat>cl 

Otis  Skinner  will  join  the  procession  that  Taliafero,  Madge  Can  Cooke  and  others, 
follows  in  chains  behind  thetriumphal  chariot        Plans,  in  short,  are  many  and  portentous, 

of  Booth  Tarkington  and  Harry  Leon  Wilson,  Miss  Viola  Allen,  Arnold  Daly,  Billie  Burke, 

who,  since  the  great  success  of  that  entertain-  Frank  Keenan,  Maclyn  Arbuckle — all   have 

ing  glorification    of   middle  western   virtue,  interesting   plans.      A  formidable  total  this. 

"The  Man  from  Home,"  have  been  writing  Is  "the  Great  American  play,"  whatever  that 

plays  with  all  four  hands  and  their  feet.  is,  among  them?    Ah,  that's  a  secret. 
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The  Soul  of  John  Brown 

Recollections  of  the  Great  Abolitionist 
by  his  Son 

By  ELEANOR  ATKINSON 
Author  of  "Ltncoto's  Boyhood,"   "Lincoln's  Love  Story,"  etc. 

Illustrated  with  Portraits  and  Photographs 

"  XOHN  BROWN'S  BODY"  had.of  course,  was    eitlraordinarily    handsome    and    distm- 

I    been  familiar  from  earliest  childhood,  but  guished  in  face  and  bearing,  was  John  Brown 

J    of  the  Civil  War  and  all  the  stirring  events  Junior,  although  he  was  then  in  his  seventieth 

that  led  up   to  it  there  was  no   recollection,  year.     Nearly  six  feet  high,  and  weighing  one 

The  words  of  the  martial  chorus  had,  there-  hundred  and  eighty  pounds,  he  looked  straight 

'  fore,   but   the   vaguest  meaning  for  me,  until  ahead,  and  walked  rapidly,  like  a  man  who 

I  heard  the  story  from  the  lips  of  John  Brown  has  some'  business  fo  which  he  must  attend 

Junior,  and  saw  the  dauntless  soul  of  "the  diligently.     An  active  man  of  affairs  was  this, 

last  of  the  great  Puritans"   march    through  not  much  given  to  bn)oding  over  a  tragic  past, 

that  grim  and  reverent  narrative.     It  was  in  as  one  might  have  expected.     His  face  was  a 

his  home  among  the  vineyards  of  Putin-Bay  ruddy  bronze  from   his  out-of-door  life,   his 

Island,  Lake  Erie,  that  he  gave  this  interview,  deep-set  blue  eyes  the  brightest  and  kindest, 

he  talking  from  early  dark  until  the  boat  left  the  most  understanding  eyes  ever  seen.     His 

for  Sandusky,  near  midnight.  voice  was  strong,  but  quiet  and  cultivated,  his 

A  powerful  man,  physically,  and  one  who  manner   genial   and    benevolent.     When    he 
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lifted  his  soft,  black  felt  hat  in  greeting,  he  Windsor  chairs  were  bright  and  soft  with  cush- 

showed  a  low,  broad  forehead  from  which  ions  of  flowered  cretonne.     At    bis   visitors' 

heavy,  Iron-gray  hair  swept  upward  and  back-  exclamations  of  delight  in  that  room,  he  said: 
ward.    The  hair,  and  the  patriarchal  white        "My  wife  has  the  home-making  gift.     She 

beard  that  lay  on  his  breast,  gave  him  a  strong  made   a   home    in    a    Kansas    dugout     or    a 

resemblance  to  portraits  of  his  father.  bark-slab  shack.      The  women  of  our  fam- 

The  house  in  which  he  hved,  and  in  which  ily  were  mothers  of  Israel.  Too  little  has 
his  widow  and  his  daughter,  Mrs.  Alexander,  been  said  of  their  virtues, 
live  to-day,  has  been  "  It  went  back — 
enlarged  and  a  spa-  the  Abolition  idea — 
cious  porch  added,  with  my  father,  much 
but  at  that  time  it  farther  than  is  gen- 
was  a  white  cottage  erally  understood, 
that  looked,  from  the  He  got  his  deep  piety, 
outside,  almost  too  his  love  of  liberty, 
small  to  shelter  such  his  pioneer  spirit, 
a  son  of  Anak.  And  straight  from  Peter 
it  was  quite  hidden  Brown,  thecarpenter, 
away  from  a  turbu-  who  came  over  in  the 
lent  world,  behind  a  Mayflower.  He  was 
white  picket  fence,  of  the  sixth  geher- 
and  approached  ation  of  a  Puritan 
through  an  avenue  family  that  had  never 
of  cedar  trees,  an  owned  a  slave,  that 
orchard,  and  oma-  had  walked  in  the 
mental  shrubbery.  spirit  of  God,  and 
The  door  was  ofwned  that  had  set  their 
by  a  tall,  noble-look-  faces  westward.  The 
ing  woman  of  sixty —  Browns,  fathers  and 
John  Brown  Junior's  sons,  lived  laborious, 
wife.  Her  face  was  austere  days,  and 
as  serene  as  a  Quaker  conquered  the  wilder- 
lady's,  and  she  had  ness  from  Plymouth 
the  bright,  dark  eyes  Rock  to  Pottawato- 
and  slender  figure  of  mie  Creek,  Kansas, 
girlhood.  But  her  J"*"  Browp'  Sccowl  WMc  and  they  knew  no 
abundant  hair  was  master  but  con- 
snow  white,  and  on  that  John  Brown  Junior  science.  My  great-grandfather  fell  in  the 
laid  his  hand  a  moment  in  passing.  Revolutionary  War.    My  grandfather,  Owen 

"That  is  a  part  of  the  story.    She  was  a  Brown,    helped    fugitive    slaves    escape     to 

mere  girl  when  she  married  me  in  Hudson,  Canada  before  he  left  Connecticut,  and  he 

Ohio,  in  1847.     She  went  with  me  to  Kansas  was  in  Ohio  in  1805,  several  years  before  the 

in  1855.     Before  she  was  thirty  her  hair  was  battle  of  Tippecanoe  and  the  massacre   at 

as  white  as  it  is  to-day."  Fort  Dearborn. 

The  house  was  surprisingly  spacious  inside,        "  I  believe  in  heredity.    And  1  have  specu- 

with  wide,  low-ceiled  rooms  and  numerous  lated  a  good  deal  on  a  certain  circumstance, 

small-paned    windows,    and    it    was    utterly  wondering  if  there  may  not  also  be  something 

charming  in  its  simplicity  and  purity.    A  rag  in  pre-natal  influence.    My  father  was  bom 

carpet  brightened  by  great  braided  rugs  cov-  in  Torrington,   Connecticut,  in  May,   1800. 

ered  the  floor  of  the  living-room  where  a  fire  During  the  winter  of  1799-1800,  New  Eng-* 

of  driftwood  burned.     The  walls  and  wood-  land  had  a  spiritual  awakening,  in  the  greatest 

work    were    dazzlingly    white,    the    windows  religious  revival  ever  known  since  Whitfield, 

draped  with  frilled  dimity  and  brilJiant  with  My  grandfather  often  said  that  preachers  who 

scarlet  geraniums.     A  big  bookcase  filled  one  seemed  inspired,  denounced  slavery  in  those 

comer,  an  old  melodeon  another,  a  cabinet  of  meetings  and  predicted  the  wrath  of  God  for 

geological  specimens  a  third,  for  John  Brown  our  national  sin.     Abolition  ideas  were  ever 

Juniorhad  been  a  deputy  surveyor  of  his  county  afterward  more  widely  spread,  more  deeply 

for  a  quarter  of  a  century,  and  was  an  author-  rooted  among  New  Englanders.     My  father, 

ityon  thegeologyof  thercgion.     Old-fashioned  bom  just  after  that  high  tide  of  religious  ex- 
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perience,  was  not  only  deeply  religious — he  singing  of  Charles  Wesley's   martial   hymn, 

was  absolutely  sure  he  was  the  agent  of  God,  'Blow  Ve  the  Trumpet,  Blow!'    I  was  the 

a  Moses  to  lead  the  black  man  out  of  bond-  first  bora  of  nineteen  children,  eleven  of  whom 

i^e "  grew  to  maturity.     For  thirty  years  there  was 

A  pause,  an  upward  sweep  of  the  fingers  a.  baby  in  the  house,  and  he  sang  us  all  to 

through   his   hair,    a   hereditary  gesture   that  sleep,  one  after  another,  with  that  same  hymn, 

was  startling  in  its  effect  on  his  listeners,  and  It  was  sung  to  the  tune  of  Lenox: 
then:  "  And  we  thought  so  too — all  of  us,  with- 
out exceptioi 


1   fath 


-his 


lived  until  1854,  his 
wife,  his  seven  sons, 
his  four  daughters, 
his  SODS  and  daugh- 
ters-in-law. We  fol- 
lowed him,  suSered 
and  fought  with  him, 
gave  up  our  dearest 
to  him.  Four  of  us 
died  for  him,  and 
those  who  survived 
honored  and  gloried 
in  him  when  he 
swung  from  the  gal- 
lows, although  we 
could  not  then  un- 
derstand why  he  al- 
lowed himself  to  be 
captured,  his  mis- 
sion be  brought  tu 
such  a  disastrous 
end;  nor  could  we 
foresee  t  h  e  moral 
victory  in  that  ap- 
palling defeat. 

"  The  traits  of  the 
Brown  family  were 
all  exaggerated  in 
my  father.  He  had 
extraordinary  self- 
confidence  and  tenacity  of  purpose. 
expected    to    succeed    in    everything    he 


'Blow  ye  the  trumpet. 

The      gladly      solemn 

sound; 
IXall  the  nations  know 
To     earth' 

The  year  of  jubili 


"He  had  the  air 
of  listening,  and  I 
know  that,  as  a 
child,  1  always  lis- 
tened, expecting  to 
hear  a  bugle.  You 
want  to  read  that 
hymn.  It  was  his 
'call'  to  duty  and 
sacrifice.  He  was 
only  twenty-one 
years  my  senior  and 
we  were  comrades, 
but  I  thought  him 
the  wisest  man  in 
the  world,  and  the 
kindest  and  most 
just.  When  I  was 
a  very  small  boy  an 
incident  occurred 
that  made  me  rev- 
erence him.  He 
He  had  set  me  the  task  of  driving  a  horse  to 
un-  grind  tan-bark  for  his  tannery.  I  neglected 
dertook,  and  failure  daunted  him  not  at  all.  it.  We  talked  that  breach  of  duty  all  over, 
He  was  stiff-necked  in  his  independence,  as  man  to  man,  and  agreed  on  the  number 
outspoken  in  denunciation  of  the  time-serving  of  blows  to  be  given  with  a  birch  switch, 
spirit  he  found  in  the  little  church  we  at-  He  struck  me  half  the  number,  then  bared 
tended.  Other  [)ei)ple's  opinions  never  turned  his  back  and  required  me  to  deliver  the 
him  a  hair's  breadth.  He  was,  of  course,  balance  lo  him;  made  me  strike  hard  and 
misunderstof)d,  considered  eccentric,  feared  bring  the  blood.  Then  he  explained  to  me 
somewhat.  I  can  understand  that  he  may  the  vicarious  atonement.  He  loved  me  so 
not  always  have  been  a  comfortable  neighbor,  much  that  he  was  glad  to  suffer  for  me  if  I 
But  his  integrity  was  never  doubted.  It  never  could  thereby  be  cured  of  my  faults.  After 
occurred  lo  one  of  us  children  that  he  could  that,  nothing  could  ever  persuade  me  that  my 
be  disobeyed.  I  have  seen  it  stated  in  biog-  father  could  possibly  do  anything  wrong, 
raphies  that  he  was  harsh  with  his  children —  "  Besides  conducting  a  tanyard,  he  bred 
fi>rced  them  lo  follow  his  ill-starred  fortunes,  sheep  here  in  Ohio,  and  I  can  remember,  in 
1  want  to  tell  you  alKiut  that.  the  lambing  season,  he  always  took  the  night 

"The  very  first  thin^i  I  can  remember  is  be-     work.     Many  a  night  I  have  seen  him  bring 
ing  rocked  to  slce[)  in  my  father's  arms  to  his    the  new-born  lambs  in  to  the  fire,  roll  them  in 


JOHN  BROWN,  JR. 

The    eldol  d  the  nine(«o  childr 
John  Brown.     Elerea  grew  lo  mi 
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blankets  and  feed  them  with  warm  milk.  In  local  church,  and  he  was  considered  unortho- 
the  morning  there  might  be  a  half-dozen  such  dox.  The  Bible,  I  think,  he  knew  by  heart 
woolly  babies,  staggering  and  skipping  about  He  had  twenty  texts  at  his  « tongue's  end 
the  kitchen,  in  the  most  comical  manner,  very  against  the  holding  of  human  beings  in  bond- 
much  in  everybody's  way,  and  father  utterly  age.  When  very  tired  he  always  asked  some 
exhausted  with  the  night's  work.  He  often  member  of  the  family  to  read  one  of  the 
spoke  of  the  life  of  the  shepherd  being  favor-  Psalms  of  David.  And  he*  had  "Pilgrim's 
able  to  religious  meditation.  In  the  days  of  Progress,"  Baxter's  "Saints'  Rest,"  "Cotton 
solitude  with  his  flock  he  had  thought  long  on  Mather,"  Watts's  "Hymns," ''^^sop's  Fables," 
one  idea  until,  at  last,  he  consecrated  himself  and  the  "Autobiography  of  Franklin."  He  read 
to  the  task;  history,  too — Rollins,  Josephus,  Plutarch,  and 

"  It  was  in  1838,  I  think,  that  he  revealed  the  lives  of  Napoleon  and  Cromwell.  Crom- 
his  purpose  to  his  family.  I  was  only  seven-  well  was  his  hero.  After  1838,  military  and 
teen  at  that  time,  Jason  fifteen  and  Owen  religious  works  formed  his  entire  reading. 
fourteen.  Frederick,  who  fell  at  Ossawa-  He  read  every  work  on  insurrectionary  and 
tomie,  was  nine,  and  Ruth,  whose  husband,  guerrilla  warfare  he  could  get — especially  the 
Henry  Thompson,  died  at  Harper's  Ferry,  methods  of  Touissant  I'Overture — and  he  fol- 
was  eight.  Watson,  who  fell  at  the  Ferry,  lowed  the  sitruggles  for  liberty  in  the  Spanish 
was  a  baby  of  three.  Oliver,  who  gave  his  Americas.  He  often  remarked  the  ease  with 
life  there  for  father  also,  was  not  bom  until  which  war  was  carried  on  for  years  in  moun- 
1839.  My  young  stepmother  was  under  tainous  countries,  and  he .  studied  enlarged 
twenty-five,  I  think,  with  four  babies  around  maps  of  the  Alleghanies. 
her  knees,  when  my  father  told  her  and  us  "*What  a  highway  for  escaping  slaves!'  he 
that  he  would  never  again  engage  in  any  busi-  often  exclaimed.  'There  it  lies  from  Georgia 
ness  that  he  could  not  leave  on  two  weeks'  to  Canada.  Nature  made  it!  God  made  it!' 
notice.  He  meant  to  make  as  much  money  He  traced  ridges,  valleys,  passes.  I  believe 
as  he  could,  to  educate  his  children,  and  to  he  could  have  found  his  way  in  those  moun- 
provide  for  his  wife  and  helpless  little  ones,  tains,  located  advantageous  positions,  long  be- 
lt might  be  years  before  opportunity  offered  fore  he  ever  saw  them.  His  attack  on  Har- 
to  strike  the  blow,  but  he  meant  to  prepare  per's  Ferry  was  not  an  accident,  or  the  result 
for  it,  and  when  the  *  call '  came,  his  wife  was  of  ill-considered  impulse.  It  was  deliberately 
to  consider  herself  a  widow,  his  children  com-  planned  twenty  years  before.  The  struggle 
mitted  to  the  care  of  Him  who  fed  the  ravens,  in  Kansas  was  the  accidental  thing.     But  for 

"  And  then  he  kneU  in  prayer  to  ask  a  bless-  that  the  blow  at  Harper's  Ferry  would  have 

ing  on  his  resolution.     I  say  knell^  for  I  never  been  struck  three  years  earlier." 
saw  him  kneel  again,  either  before  or  after        "  What  did  he  look  like  ?"  asked  one  listener, 

that  time.    He  always  stood  upright  to  pray,  "I  have  always  thought  of  him  as  a  sort  of 

after  the  manner  of  the  early  Puritans.   Young  John  the  Baptist,  crying  in  the  wilderness." 
as  we  were  he  took  us  into  his  confidence.        "  That  idea  isn't  very  far  wrong  of  the  last 

Mother  and  the  three  oldest  boys  voluntarily  four  years  of  his  life.    After  1856  he  was  usu- 

entered  into  a  covenant  with  him.    There  was  ally  in  rags,  unkempt,  gaunt,  much  older  in 

no   compulsion   about   it.    We   fully  under-  every  way,  than  his  years.    In  Kansas  he  was 

stood  what  it  meant,  for  the  Rev.  Elijah  Love-  a  hunted  man,  a  price  upon  his  head.     He 

joy  had  very  recently  been  murdered  at  Alton,  laid  out  in  swamps  with  a  handful  of  men, 

Illinois,  for  daring  to  print  an  Abolition  paper,  and    suffered    much   from   fever   and    ague. 

As  the  other  children  grew  older  the  matter  His  hair  and  beard  grew  long  and  wild,  and 

was  explained  to  them,  and  not  one  failed  turned    gray.     This    made    him    look    very 

him.    As  we  married,  our  wives  and  hus-  strange  to  us,  for  he  never  wore  a  beard  at  all 

bands  were  converted.    There  was  a  Brown  until  he  went  to  Kansas.    He  was  naturally 

family  conspiracy  that  existed  unsuspected  for  fair,  with  gray-blue  eyes  and  brown  hair.     He 

twenty-one    years,    to    break    the    power   of  was  only  five  feet  ten,  and  when  in  full  vigor 

slavery.     I  believe  it  was  Bronson  Alcott  who  weighed  only  one  hundred  and  forty  pounds, 

said  that,  in  all  history,  he  knew  of  only  one  but  the  *  officials,'  who  had  warrants  for  his 

other  instance  of  such  a  family  covenant,  and  arrest  in  Kansas,  were  all  looking  for  a  fierce, 

that  was  with  Mahomet.  dark  man  about  seven  feet  high,  such  was  the 

"  My  father  was  a  man  of  few  words,  talk-  terror  he  inspired.     He  was  known  through- 

ing  much  less  than  many  neighbors  who  did  out  Kansas — went  into  towns  when  it  was 

nothing.     But  he  showed  his  principles  by  his  necessary  to  do  so,  went  in  and  came  out  un- 

acts.     This  brought  him  into  collision  with  a  molested.     Armed  posses  with  warrants  were 


JOHN  BROWN  A3  A  YOUNG  MAN 
"  Othei  people'i  opanioa*  amt  turaeil  him  a  hair'*  breath  " 


afraid  to  try  to  take  him.    And  everyone  who 
saw  him  described  him  differently. 

"  It  was  a  singular  thing  that  men  who 
knew  my  father  well,  in  days  before  the  free- 
soil  struggle  began,  when  be  was  a  quiet  busi- 
ness man  here  in  Ohio,  Massachusetts  and 
New  York  state,  were  never  able  to  describe 
him  accurately.  People  usually  thought  him 
taller  and  heavier  than  be  really  was.  One 
or  two  have  spoken  of  him  as  '  massive  and 
dark,  a  powerful  man.'  It  was  his  aspect 
that  gave  this  impression.  His  head  was  well 
up,  between  square  shoulders;  he  had  a  fear- 
less,  challenging  look,  a  firm  mouth,  a  jaw 
thrust  forwajd.  No  one  could  see  him  and 
not  know  him  for  a  resolute  man.  But  old — 
old!  In  Kansas  he  was  called  'Old  Man 
Brown.'  He  was  only  fifty- nine  when  he 
died,  but  he  looked  to  be  quite  seventy. 


"But  going  back  to  that  family  covenant, 
made  in  Ohio  in  1838.  It  went  into  effect  at 
once,  in  the  most  rigid  economy.  For  several 
years  father  had  hopes  of  becoming  a  capi- 
talist, intending  to  devote  his  wealth  to  his 
mission.  He  formed  a  combination  of  the 
wool  growers  of  four  stales  to  force  better 
prices  out  of  woolen  manufacturers,  and  he 
opened  a  warehouse  in  Springfield,  Massa- 
chusetts. I  was  with  him  much  of  the  time, 
or  buying  wool  for  him  in  Ohio.  He  had  a 
big  brick  warehouse,  was  the  most  important 
middleman  in  the  business,  but  the  family 
lived  in  an  old  frame  house  in  a  mean  street, 
and  as  poorly  as  laborers.  Not  an  unnecessary 
penny  was  spent,  except  for  education.  There 
were  always  some  of  the  children  away  at 
school.  But  that  bare  old  house,  sparsely  fur- 
nished, was  saturated  with  rehgious  feeling,  like 
637 
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old  in  1854,  and  was  well 
established  with  my  wife 
and  boy,  John  III,  in  Vernon, 
Ohio.  When  Kansas  was 
opened  to  settlement  I 
went  up  to  North  Elba,  in 
answer  to  my  father's  call 
for  a  family  conference.  It 
was  a  beautiful,  wild  country 
of  forest-dad  mountains, 
lakes  and  valleys.  The 
house  was  of  logs,  with 
only  two  plastered  rooms  and 
a  loft,  but  two  families — 
ten  people— lived  there. 
Ruth  had  married  Henry 
Thompson,  a  New  Hamp- 
The  houuwheie  John  Brawn  wu  bora  in  Imnsioa.CoDD.,  M«y.  1600  shire  farmer,  and  they  were 

living  there.  Henry  was  as 
the  home  of  a  Puritan  family.  I  never  heard  much  of  a  disciple  as  any  of  father's  seven 
a  word  of  complaint  from  anyone.  Once  sons.  There  were  constant  storms  in  winter, 
father  went  to  England  on  business,  and  he  and  snow  sifted  through  the  cracks  onto 
snatched  a  few  days  to  go  over  Waterloo,  and  the  beds.  My  stepmother  felt  the  severity 
some  of  Cromwell's  battlefields.  He  studied  of  the  climate,  and  the  house  was  never 
strategy,  ordnance,  the  commissary.  He  knew  without  its  sbivering,  black  refugees.  My 
how  a  force  could  travel  the  lightest  and  father  employed  as  many  of  them  as  he 
swiftest,  and  be  most  economically  fed.  could,  fed  the  rest,  and  helped  them  on  to  bet- 
Above  every  other  attribute  of  the  soldier,  he  ter  fortune.  Except  for  two  years  in  Ohio, 
ranked  the  clean  life — often  said  that  he  the  family  lived  there  in  that  mountain  re- 
would  rather  have  all  the  plagues  in  camp  treat,  the  women  and  children  working  for 
than  one  immoral,  irreligious  man.  'One  bread,  after  1854,  while  the  men  were  away, 
man  and  God,'  he  often  said  before  Emerson  fighting  for  liberty  in  Kansas, 
said  it, 'can  overturn  the  universe.'  Religious  "  "A  dozen  rods  from  the  front  door  there 
services  were  held  morning  and  evening  in  his  was  an  enormous  boulder  on  which  my  father 
camp  in  Kansas.  chiseled  his  initials,  directing  that  it  be  used 

"  It  was  in  1849  that  he  (ailed  in  business —  for  his  monument.  His  body  lies  there  to- 
the  manufacturers  were  better  organized  than  day,  mouldering  in  the  grave,  in  full  view  of 
the  farmers — and  went  up  to  North  Elba,  Old  Whiteface  Mountain  and  Lake  Placid,  a 
New  York,  in  the  wilderness  of  the  Adiron-  thousand  miles  from  any  of  his  descendants, 
dacks.  A  colony  of  free  negroes  had  been  es-  "Well,  the  'call'  seemed  peaceable  enough 
tablished  there,  on  wild  land  belonging  to  when  it  came.  Free-soil  settlers  were  needed 
Gerritt  Smith.  My  father  bought  a  tract  of  for  Kansas,  to  gain  the  state  through  ballots, 
this  land  and  took  up  some  blooded  stock  and  As  I  told  you,  the  Browns  were  natural  pio- 
farm  implements.  He  merely  told  Mr.  Smith  neers.  It  was  only  following  family  tradition 
that  he  was  brought  up  in  a  pioneer  family  in  for  us  to  emigrate  to  Kansas.  Six  of  us  went 
Ohio,  and  was  not  afraid  of  hardships.  He  — Jason,  Owen,  Frederick,  Salmon,  Henry 
would  like  also  to  see  what  capabilities  were  Thompson  and  I.  Jason  and  I  took  our 
possessed  by  the  negroes  for  pioneering,  and  wives  and  babies.  Ruth  stayed  behind  with 
to  give  them  the  benefit  of  his  experience,  father  and  mother.  Frederick  was  engaged. 
Of  course,  such  a  man  could  make  himself  and  meant  to  go  back  for  his  sweetheart  when 
very  useful  in  that  colony,  and  prominent  he  could  make  a  home  for  her.  We  sold  off 
Abolitionists  were  interested  in  his  eiperi-  all  our  property  and  bought  blooded  cattle, 
ment.  But  no  one  outside  the  family  had  seed,  fruit  trees,  vines  and  farm  implements 
any  idea  that  this  venture  was  in  preparation  to  take  with  us.  We  had  two  or  three  shot- 
for  grimmer  work.  Father  had  given  up  the  guns  for  hunting  game,  for  game  is  an  im- 
idea  of  getting  rich— meant  to  accomplish  his  portant  item  in  the  pioneer's  living,  but  cer- 
purpose  without  money;  and  he  wanted  to  tainly  we  did  not  have  a  weapon  apiece.  1 
know  how  best  to  help  the  free  negro.  took  a  library  of  four  hundred  volumes  that  I 

"I  married  in  1847,  was  thirty-three  years    had  been  collecting  since  I  was  sixteen.     That 
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The  old  church  in 
aUeucled.  He  wu 
he  odea  uiti  before 


Dtheui 


was,  in  all  probability,  the 
only  library  in  the  territory. 
We  fully  intended  to  make 
permanent  homes  there,  and 
we  did  not  expect  trouble. 

"We  got  there  in  the 
spring  of  185s,  made  rude 
shelters  and  put  in  our 
crops.  There  were  only 
about  Sooclectors  in  the 
territory,  but  6,000  votes 
were  cast  by  border  ruffians 
from  Missouri,  and  the  elec- 
tion carried  for  slavery. 
The  murder  of  free-soilers 
began  in  the  autunm,  when 
we  refused  to  obey  the  laws 
of  the  bogus  Territorial  leg- 
islature, and  held  another 
election.  Six  strong,  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Ossawa- 
tomie,  and  all  of  us  big,  de- 
termined men,  the  Browns 

were  naturaUy  marked.  It  was  dear  that  who  would  have  so  justified  himself.  But 
we  would  have  to  defend,  not  only  our  liberty,  my  father  never  admitted  to  me  that  he  did 
but  our  lives  as  well.  I  wrote  to  father  for  it,  and  I  was  his  right  hand  for  twenty  years, 
arms,  and  formed  a  company  for  defense.  He  But  he  was  away  from  his  command,  with  a 
brought  the  arms  himself,  and  I  turned  the  small  body  of  men,  and  on  Pottawatomie 
captaincy  of  the  company  over  to  him.  Creek,  when  the  deed  was  done.    And  he  had 

"  In  May,  1856,  Lawrence  was  burned.  We  absolute  proof,  got  by  penetrating  the  enemy's 
got  there  too  late  to  save  the  town,  and  re-  camp  in  the  guise  of  a  Government  surveyor, 
turned  to  find  our  own  homes  destroyed,  our  that  definite  plans  were  ready  to  be  put  into 
families  shelterless  on  the  prairie,  our  cattle  operation  to  'clean  the  creek  of  free-soilers, 
driven  off.  My  books  bad  been  burned.  A  especially  that  nest  of  Browns.'  Five  free- 
reign  of  terrorism  was  on.  Organized  and  soilers  on  the  creek  were  actually  murdered, 
armed  desperadoes  from  Missouri,  enrolled  as  Then  followed  that  swift  meting  out  of 
deputy  United  States  marshals,  and  backed  heaven's  own  law,  '  a  life  for  a  life.'  I  don't 
by  government  troops,  swarmed  over  the  Ter-  know  who  did  the  deed,  but  my  father,  while 
ritory.  To  fire  on  one  of  them,  even  in  self-  he  never  admitted  doing  it  to  me,  never  de- 
defense,  was  treason.     Free-soilers  were  taken    nied  responsibility. 

out  of  their  homes  in  the  night  and  murdered  "  I  was  captured  almost  immediately  after- 
in  cold  blood,  and  no  attempt  was  made  to  ward  and  held  in  prison  for  four  months, 
find  or  to  punish  the  perpetrators  of  these  much  of  the  time  insane.  Frederick  was 
crimes.  Then  it  was  that  my  father  took  the  killed  at  Ossawatomie.  Jason  was  captured 
field.  He  gained  his  nickname,  and  inspired  also,  but  soon  released.  One  year  after  he 
a  wholesome  respect,  in  the  battle  of  Ossawa-  reached  Kansas  father  had  one  son  dead,  one 
tomie.  But  outrages  never  ceased  until  five  desperately  wounded,  two  in  prison  and 
pro-slavery  men  were  called  out  of  their  charged  with  treason^myseif  a  maniac  in 
homes  on  Pottawatomie  Creek,  in  the  dead  of  chains.  My  wife  and  Jason's  and  our  chil- 
night,  and  executed.  dren,   were  homeless  and   in  destitution,  our 

"Did  my  father  do  that?  I  don't  know,  claims  laid  waste.  Only  one  son  out  of  six 
Several  people,  Sojourner  Truth  among  them,  was  in  fighting  condition;  the  fight  for  free- 
are  quoted  by  bis  biographers  as  saying  that  dom  was  all  but  lost,  and  the  family  was 
he  admitted  the  deed.  When  asked  if  he  marked  for  extinction.  Like  David  of  old, 
thought  he  was  commissioned  by  God  to  mur-  my  father  had  his  dwelling  with  the  serpents 
der  men,  he  is  reported  to  have  replied:  'I  of  the  rocks  and  the  beasts  of  the  wilderness, 
think  1  may  be  commissioned  by  God  to  mur-  But  the  tables  were  turned.  He  was  the  ter- 
der  mure  men.'  Emerson  said  that  Oliver  rorizer!  It  is  said  that  children  in  Missouri 
Cromwell  is  the  only  other  man  in  history    were  frightened  into  good  behavior  by  telling 
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them  that  *01d  Man  Brown'  would  get  them,  make  an  end  of  it.  But  after  the  desperate 
Had  they  not  been  in  such  fear  of  some  dread-  fight,  merely  for  the  extension  of  slavery,  in 
ful  vengeance  from  my  father,  I  am  sure  that  Kansas,  he  changed  his  mind.  It  was  in 
Jason  and  I  would  have  been  put  to  death  1858,  I  think,  that  he  said  to  me:  'There  will 
without  ceremony,  as  were  many  others  who  be  war.  You  have  only  to  read  history,  to 
had  caused  them  much  less  trouble.  If  we  learn  that  no  smallest  measure  of  human  lib- 
were  traitors,  we  deserved  nothing  less  than  erty  has  ever  been  gained  except  by  the  shed- 
death.  But  we  were  never  even  brought  to  ding  of  human  blood.' 
trial,"  and  were  let  go  free,      v  .   "He  got  money  and  went  down  to  Mary- 

"When  I  was  captured,  Captain  Walker  of  land,  rented  a  farm  near  Harper's  Ferry,  and 
the  United  States  cavalry  himself  tied  my  gave  out  his  business  as  a  cattle  buyer.  He 
arms  behind  my  back  with  a  heavy  rope,  took  Owen,  '  Oliver,  Watson  and  Henry 
The  rope  was  held  by  a  sergeant,  and  I  was  Thompson  with  him.  They  lived  there  aH 
driven,  in  front  of  trotting  cavalry,  nine  miles  summer  as  I.;  Smith  and  sons.  Neighbors 
in  the  blazing  sun,  to  Ossawatomie.  When  came  freely  to  the  place  and  thought  of  him 
the 'rope  was'  taken  off  twenty-seven  hours  as  a  garrulous  old  farmer,  he  talked  with  such 
later,  my  arms  were  swollen  as  big  as  my  apparent  frankness  of  his  affairs.  Ruth  was 
body- and  had  turned  black.  Rings  of  skin  there,  for  a  time,  and  my  sixteen-year-old  sis- 
came  off  with  the  ropes— slavery 's  bracelets,  ter  Anne,  to  avert  suspicion,  but  in  September 
I  still  wear  them."  He  rolled  back  his  cuffs  they  were  sent  back  to  North  Elba.  I  shipped 
and  showed  two  deeply  scarred  rings  above  arms  and  ammunition  to  my  father  from 
the  wrists.  He*  turned  down  his  sleeves  and  Chambersburg,  Pennsylvania,  then  went  up 
went  on  with  that  awful  recital,  after  the  man-  to  Canada,  on  a  mission  connected  with  the 
ner  of  an  impartial  historian.  One  got  the  assisted  emigration  of  fugitive  slaves  to  Hayti, 
impression  that  he  had  always  had  the  true  and  the  drilling  of  negro  soldiers  who  were  to 
historic  p)erspective,  his  view  unbiased  by  all  join  my  father.  Every  link  in  the  chain  was 
this  tragic,  personal  experience.  completed.     We  understood  that  father  meant 

*^l  was  a  raving  maniac,  chained  to  the  to  try  to  capture  the  arms  and  ammunition  in 
floor;  and  iU  of  some  wasting  fever  for  a  long  the  arsenal,  and  to  get  away  into  the  moun- 
tim'e:  For  weeks  my  wife  and  father  did  not  tains  with  as  many  slaves  as  he  could  seize, 
know  if  I  were  living  or  dead.  You  can  un-  The  negro  men  were  to  be  armed  and  drilled 
derstand  that  it  would  have  simplified  matters  as  soldiers,  and  kept  with  him;  the  women  and 
for  my  captors,  if  I  had  died.  After  my  re-  children  were  to  be  hurried  to  Canada, 
lease,  in  my  state  of  shattered  health,  I  was  of  "The  blow  was  struck  prematurely.  Eigh- 
no  further  use  in  Kansas,  and  came  back  to  teen  men  were  on  the  farm  by  October,  the 
Qhio.  There,  and  in  Pennsylvania  and  women  were  gone.  So  many  men,  who  re- 
Canada,  I  collected  arms  and  money  for  my  ceived  so  many  mysterious  'express  packages,' 
father  until  the  end.  With  the  securing  of  aroused  suspicion.  Immediate  action  was 
legal  elections  in  Kansas,  the  trouble  there  necessary,  but  I  believe  the  original  plan  could 
was  practically  over.  The  Territory  filled  up  still  have  been  carried  out  with  brilliant  suc- 
with  free-soilers,  who  reaped  wheat  in  fields  cess.  The  town  was  captured  with  surprising 
where  we  had  bled.  In  1857  my  father  was  ease.  In  two  hours  those  eighteen  men  held 
in  the  East.  It  was  not  until  then  that  he  the  bridge  and  the  arsenal,  and  the  town  was 
met  prominent  Abolitionists  or  got  any  money  under  guard,  without  the  firing  of  a  shot  or 
for  the  cause.  He  went  back  to  Kansas  and  ran  arousing  alarm.  But  I  think  now  that  my 
a  band  of  slaves  off  from  Missouri  to  Canada,  father  expected  to  die  there,  went  there  with 
just  to  show  that  if  could  be  done  by  a  deter-  the  intention  of  making  no  effort  to  escape, 
mined  man.  Then  he  was  ready  to  put  the  Just  before  they  started,  on  that  dark,  rainy 
larger  movement  in  operation  in  the  AUe-  Sunday  night  of  October  16,  after  the  ususd 
ghanies.  religious  services  he  always  held  in  camp,  my 

"Before  the  struggle  in  Kansas  he  had  be-  father  said: 
lieved  that  the  death-blow  might  be  struck  at        "  *  Come,  boys;  and  remember  that  a  long  life 

the   institution   of  slavery  by   making  slave  is  not  of  so  much  concern  as  one  well  ended.'" 
property  unsafe — ^by  the  organized   running        John  Brown  Junior  got  up  and  began  to 

off  of  slaves  in  a  limited  territory,  and  follow-  pace  the  floor.    His  wife  spoke  to  him  quietly, 

ing  it  up  to  where  the  Alleghanies  terminate  something  about  his  weak  heart,  and  he  sat 

in  Georgia  and  Alabama.     He  thought  that,  down  again,  and  ran  his  fingers  up  through 

in  five  years,  or  ten,  slavery  could  be  driven  his  hair  in   the   startling   hereditary  gesture 

to  the  Gulf,  and  public  sentiment  could  then  he  used  so  often  and  so  unconsciously. 
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"Yes,  my  heart  slip- 
ped a  cog  in  that  nine- 
mile  run  before  cavaky 
in  Kansas.  It  will  be 
the  end  of  me  some 
day,  I  suppose.*  Well, 
my  father  had  from 
dawn  until  noon  to  get 
a.way  with  his  men, 
arms  and  prisoners.  But 
he  stayed  there  and 
waited  for  Colonel  Lees' 
cavalry  to  arrive  from 
Washington  and  dis- 
lodge him.  He  used 
the  time  to  make  the 
purpose  of  the  attack 
very  clear.  By  Monday 
night  eleven  of  those 
eighteen  men  were  dead. 
Henry  Thompson, 
Ruth's  husband,  and 
Oliver  were  dead,  and 
Watson  dying.  Father 
counted  Watson's  pulse 
with  one  hand  and  held 
a  gun  with  the  other. 
When  he  was  taken 
prisoner  his  identity  was 
unknown.  A  wasted, 
gray-bearded,  pious 
farmer,  looking  to  be 
seventy  years  old,  his 
captors  weie  startled  by 
his  saying  quietly: 

"■My  name  is  John 
Brown.' 

"'Brown  of  Ossawa- 
tomie?'  was  asked  in 
awed  tones,  for  the 
disappearance  of  such 
a  firebrand  from  Kansas  was  a  matter  of 
concern  to  the  authorities. 

'"I  have  been  so  called,  I  believe,'  he  an- 
swered. 

"So  this  was  the  man  who,  single  handed, 
had  wrested  Kansas  from  the  Southern  olig- 
archy! Chains  were  put  on  him,  the  guards 
were  doubled.  His  trial  was  hurried,  he  was 
hurried  to  the  gallows,  f  do  not  say  that  his 
execution  was  not  legal,  that  he  had  not  in- 
curred the  death  penalty,  but  the  haste  with 
which  it  was  done  vras  caused  by  panic  on 
Ihe  pirt  of  the  authorities.  No  sooner  was 
be  dead  than  there  was  a  reaction  of  opinion 

•John  Brown  Junior  died  in  Mav.  .goj.of  h«art  failuK, 


John  Brov 
die  when  he 
went  ibere 


JOHN  BROWN  IN  PEUSON 

L  Jr..  uid  ihu  he  thought  hi>  (alher  eqxcted  to 
jiade  the  raid  «)  Hvper't  Feny,  and  that  be 
'ilh  the  ioiention  of  nuking  no  eSort  to  ocape 

in  the  North.  Dying  so,  he  won  for  the  cause 
a  host  of  sympathizers.  And  that  is  what 
he  expected  his  death  to  accomplish.  Just 
before  going  down  there  he  said  to  me; 

"'There  is  no  seed  that  comes  to  so  swift 
and  abundant  a  harvest  as  the  blood  of  mar- 
tyrs spilled  upon  the  ground.' 

"Of  the  four  who  escaped  from  Harper's 
Ferry,  one  was  my  brother  Owen.  For  days 
they  made  their  way  through  the  mountains 
and  swamps,  a  price  on  their  heads,  in  a  hos- 
tile, panic-stricken  region.  Shoeless,  ragged, 
starving,  wounded,  they  were  afraid  to  go  to 
a  house  for  anything  to  eat.  Once,  when 
they  lay  in  a  blackberry  thicket,  two  hundred 
United  States  cavalry  rode  by.  Following  the 
troops  was  a  small  boy  on  a  pony  leading  a 
little  dog  by  a  string.    The  dog  smelled  them, 


JOHN  BROWN 
"  He  wai  ooly  filly-nine  when  he  died,  but  he  looked  (evenly" 

darted   into  l>ie  brambles  barkiof;  furiously,  were  outlaws.     Oliver's  young  wife  and  baby 

but  the  boy  jerked  the  dog  back  and  galloped  died  soon  after.     Mother  took  father,  Oliver, 

on.    Had  that  string  broken,  or  the  boy  fol-  Watson  and  Henry  Thompson  up  and  laid 

li>wed  the  dog's  lead,  they  would  all  have  thera  by  the  great  boulder.    Their  names  are 

been  captured.     They  had  many  escapes  as  all  carved  there  on  the  tombstone  of  Captain 

narrow  as  that.  John  Brown  who  fell  in  the  Revolution.     The 

"  Jason,  Owen,  Salmon  and  I,  all  the  men  name  of  Frederick,  who  died  at  Ossawatomie, 

of  our  family  left  out  of  nine,  were  fugitives  is  inscribed  there  also.    The  women  remained 

in  Canada,  until  the  war  broke  out.     Up  in  in  that  house  of  poverty  and  woe  for  five  years. 

North  Elba  there  were  four  widows  and  sev-  "When   the  war  broke  out   I  came  back 

tral  orphans,  and  two  women  whose  husbands  from  Canada,  and  raised  a  company  of  sharp- 
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shooters,   enlisted   as   Company  K,   Seventh  ous  death.    His  life,  went  put  in  tragic  gloom 

Regiment    Kansas   Volunteer    Cavalry.     But  and    apparent    failure.     But     suddenly    he 

after  one  year  I  became  too  ill  to  be  of  service,  seemed  to  be,  as  Thoreau  said,  *more  alive 

and  was  discharged.     Jason  and  I  came  over  than  any  man  living.'    The  spirit,  the  moral 

here  on  Put-in-Bay  Island,  and  set  out  a  vine-  heroism,  in  which  he  had  courted  the  sacrifice, 

yard  in  1862,  at  a  time  when  these  islands  awoke  the  conscience,  .of  a  people,  and  such 

Mrere  infested  with  wild  cats  and  rattlesnakes,  reparation  as  was  possible  was  made.     There 

Xhe  rest  of  the  family  went  to  California  after  was  something  like  public  remorse  and  shame 

the  war,  some  to  grow  grapes,  others  to  herd  that  a  great  nation  should  have  shirked  its 

sheep.     You  see  we  are  all  pioneers,  naturally  duty,   allowed  one  old   man  to  hurl  himself 

peaceable  citizens,  in  spite  of  our  terrible  repu-  to  death  against  a  national  wrong, 
tation.    But  we  are  men  of  one  idea.     My        "  I  shall  never  forget  the  first  time  I  heard 

own  particular  brand  of  fanaticism,  as  some  men  singing: 


of  my  neighbors  are  fond  of  calling  it,  is  pro- 
hibition. I  let  my  grapes  rot  on  the  vines, 
one  year,  when  I  couldn't  get  them  to  market, 
rather  than  sell  a  pound  to  go  to  the  wine 


John  Brown's  body  lies  a-mouldering  in  the  grave, 
But  his  soiil  goes  marching  on! 

"I  never  heard  how  the  song  originated, 
vats  on  KeUeys  Island.  If  I  live  long  enough  but  all  at  once  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
this  county  will  go  as  dry  as  a  boneyard,  if  marching  men  were  singing  it.  Only  thjen 
my  name  isn't  John  Brown  Junior.  did  all  his  family  understand  why  my  father 
"  I  think,  as  my  father  himself  thought,  that  died  as  he  did.  That  old  scene  in  the  wood- 
he  was  an  instrument,  a  historic  character,  shed,  when  he  had  bared  his  back  to  my 
produced  by  the  exigencies  of  the  time.  No  blows,  recurred  to  me.  Deeply  as  we 
volition  of  his  own  could  have  stayed  the  mourned  his  loss,  bitterly  as  we  felt  the  man- 
march  of  events.  He  merely  accelerated  ner  of  his  death,  not  one  of  us  to-day  would 
them.  He  headed  no  party,  changed  no  law,  have  had  it  end  differently.  His  life  was  far 
won  no  large  following,  suffered  an  ignomini-  too  short,  but  it  was  well  ended." 


Three  Men 

The  Story  of  an  Unequal  Triangle 


By  SAMUEL  HOPKINS  ADAMS 


V 


THIS  story  is  not  a  true  story.  If  it  were, 
I  should  shrink  from  the  telling.  It 
would  harrow  the  sensibilities  of  too 
many  eminently  respectable  people.  Since  it 
is  merely  a  figment  of  the  imagination 

The  three  were  Jencks-Esq.,  Jencks-Jr., 
and  B.  Slufek.  They  all  lived  in  and  by  vir- 
tue of  Steelopolis.  And  they  all  worked  in  the 
Mammoth  Mills.  Jencks-Esq.  and  Jencks- 
Jr.  toiled  unremittingly  in  the  offices.  They 
considered  that  it  was  their  duty  to  do  so, 
which  doubtless  it  was.  For  one  of  them 
owned  the  Mammoth  Mills  and  the  other 
expected  to. 

B.  Slufek  sweated  profusely  in  the  blooming- 
mill  where  the  ten-ton  ingots  of  steel  weave  to 
and  fro  like  giants  in  the  torture  of  a  white 
heat  and  where,  when  you  become  torpid  from 
over-exhaustion  and  have  an  arm  burned 
off,  a  generous  paternal  management    pays 


you  $100  compensation — if  you're  lucky. 
B.  Slufek  worked  there,  not  because  he  con- 
sidered it  his  duty,  but  because  he  had  to  make 
a  living.  He  didn't  make  it.  Not  in  any  real 
sense,  that  is. 

Jencks-Esq.  was  a  Highly  Esteemed  Citi- 
zen. All  the  newspapers  said  so.  By  this 
they  meant  that  he  was  worth  several  million 
dollars.  He  employed  five  thousand  men  to 
make  this  sum  for  him,  and  deemed  himself  a 
benefactor  of  the  human  race. 

**What  would  become  of  all  these  poor  fel- 
lows if  it  were  not  for  me  ?  "  he  frequently  said. 
His  tone,  when  he  said  this,  was  the  tone  of  a 
challenge. 

Incidentally,  he  never  thought  to  inquire 
what  did  become  of  the  poor  fellows.  They 
worked.  Dividends  accrued.  That  was  enough 
for  Jencks-Esq. 

Occasionally   Jencks-Esq.   made  an  after- 
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dinner  speech,  expatiating  upon  the  Proud  In-  his  pew  at  church.     Alas  for  the  baseness  of  the 

dustrial  Achievements  of  Steelopolis.     Jencks-  human  soul! 

Jr.  listened  to  these  speeches  with  glowing  af-  But  had  B.  Slufek  a  soul?   Something  was 

faction.     He  believed  of  Jencks-Esq.  all  that  there,  inside,  of  course.     But  I  am  speaking 

Jencks-Esq.  believed  of  himself.     He  was  very  now  of  a  soul  as  we  understand  it;  you  and  I, 

young  and  warm  hearted  and  unsuspecting.  comfortable  reader.     A   well-groomed,    care- 

B.  Slufek  never  heard  any  of  the  Jencks-  fully  considered,  self-heedful  sort  of  a  soul; 
Esq.  oratory.  The  Proud  Industrial  Achieve-  Jencks-Esq. 's  sort  of  a  soul,  in  point  of  fact. 
ments  of  Steelopolis  wouldn't  have  interested  Jencks-Esq.  presumably  didn't  believe  that 
him  anyway.  He  was  singly  intent  upon  the  B.  Slufek  possessed  anything  of  the  kind.  He 
Proud  Industrial  Achievement  of  getting  three  never  would  have  dared  to  work  a  man  with  a 
meafe  per  day  for  self  and  family.  Add  to  soul  as  he  worked  B.  Slufek.  He  would  have 
this,  $11  a  month  for  rent,  and  the  problem  been  afraid  of  meeting  that  soul — later, 
looms  large.  Even  at  his  princely  wage  of  Not  that  Jencks-Esq.  was  unconcerned  as 
$1.65  for  a  twelve-hour  day,  with  a  periodic  to  the  inner  welfare  of  his  fellow  beings.  You 
working  shift  of  twenty-four  hours  on  end,  B.  mustn't  think  that.  Many  a  foreign  mission 
Slufek  sometimes  ran  into  debt.  This,  I  sup-  blessed  his  conspicuous  lavishness.  It  gave 
pose,  was  due  to  innate  depravity  somewhere,  him  a  sense  of  almost  superhuman  power  to 
Obviously  the  innate  depravity  must  have  consider,  when  he  had  leisure,  that  he  was 
been  B.  Slufek's.  It  could  hardly  have  been  making  life  happier  in  Darkest  Africa,  through 
Jencks-Esq. 's.  For  Jencks-Esq.  was  a  good  the  earnings  of  his  particular  Proud  Industrial 
man.  Whereas  B.  Slufek  was  a  Regrettable  Achievement.  Happier  than  in  Darkest  Steel- 
Hun,  opolis,  indeed.     But  Jencks-Esq.  knew  noth- 

Everybody  recognized  the  goodness  of  ing  about  Darkest  Steelopolis,  though  he 
Jencks-Esq,  He  regularly  went  to  church  owned  part  of  it.  It  was  too  near, 
and  worshiped  God.  At  least,  he  worshiped  With  Jencks- Jr.  it  was  not  so  near  but  what 
his  own  idea  of  God.  It  was  a  somewhat  it  occasionally  troubled  him  through  hearsay, 
peculiar  idea.  Nowhere  in  the  records  of  re-  His  mind  asked  rebellious  questions.  Once  he 
ligion  could  you  find  anything  resembling  the  referred  some  of  these  questions  to  his  father. 
God  of  Jencks-Esq.,  not  even  if  you  went  The  damnatory  word  "Paternalism"  humbled 
back  to  Greek  Paganism.  For,  after  all,  the  him  to  silence.  He  learned  at  the  same  time 
gods  of  the  Greeks  were  a  public  sort  of  gods,  that  only  ** irresponsible  idealists"  given  over, 
They  looked  Jj^ter  everybody  impartially,  body  and  soul  to  the  propagation  of  "socialistic 
The  Jencks-Esq.  god  (I  shall  no  longer  dig-  rot,"  concerned  themselves  with  light,  air, 
nify  it  with  a  capital)  was  exclusively  devoted  germs  and  death  rates.  Jencks-Esq.  said  so. 
to  the  interests  of  Jencks-Esq.  As  a  matter  of  With  emphasis.  B.  Slufek  could  have  con- 
fact  it  was  a  pasteboard  god,  invented  by  firmed  the  statement.  He  didn't  bother  about 
Jencks-Esq. 's  pastor  in  return  for  a  new  these  matters.  He  was  no  irresponsible  ideal- 
church.  Every  morning  Jencks-Esq.  piously  ist.  Besides,  he  didn't  know  enough, 
thanked  his  god,  who  was  not  as  other  gods  Coming  out  of  the  mill,  B.  Slufek  frequently 
are,  that  he  himself  was  not  as  other  men  met  the  two  Jenckses  emerging  from  the  ofBce. 
were.  He  always  touched  his  hat  humbly.     Jencks- 

Jencks-Jr.  also  had  a  God,  dimly  visioned.  Esq.  never  saw  him.     Jencks-Jr.  gave  him  a 

His  was  the  true  God,  whose  ^altar  is  raised  friendly  nod  in  return.  This  caused  B.  Slufek 

wherever  a  clean  heart  looks  upward.   Jencks-  a  dull  sort  of  pleasure.     He  would  bob  at  his 

Jr.   looked  upward  rather  timidly;    a    little  hat  again  and  go  on.     Of  course  it  was  un- 

shamedfacedly,  indeed,  if  the  truth  be  known.  American  for  him  to  touch  his  hat  at  all.     He 

He  hadn't  much  of  an  opinion  of  himself  in  had  heard  a  labor  agitator  say  as  much  at  a 

that  respect,  being  at  heart  humble.     He  had  meeting.     It  hadn't  impressed  him  particu- 

a  very  great  opinion  of  his  father,  being  a  loyal  larly.     B.  Slufek  had  failed  to  become  Ameri- 

and  unquestioning  sort  of  son.     When  he  con-  canized   as  swiftly   as  his  well-wishers — ^had 

sciously  prayed,  Jencks-Jr.  thanked  God  for  there   been   any — might  have   hoped.     It    is 

giving  him  such  a  father  as  Jencks-Esq.  bound  to  be  thus,  occasionally,  with  men  who 

B.  Slufek  had  no  God  at  all.     He  hadn't  time  work  twelve  hours  every  day  in  the  week  with 

for  one.     It  sometimes  happens  that  way  when  a  periodic  shift  of  twenty-four  hours  on  end. 

men  work  twelve  hours  every  day  in  the  week,  B.  Slufek  remained  a  Regrettable  Hun,  saluting 

with  a  periodic  shift  of  twenty-four  hours  on  power  and  wealth  humbly  in  the  persons  of 

end.     Jencks- Esq. 's    laborers    were   sunk   in  Jencks-Esq.  and  Jencks-Jr. 

bestial  .slumber  what  time  Jencks-Esq.  was  in  One    evening    B.    Slufek   came    out    late. 
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Jencks-Jr.  was  also  late.  The  two  men  met.  of  Mrs.  Slufek.  He  needn't  have  troubled. 
B.  Sluf^  saluted  humbly.  Jencks-Jr.  smiled  Mrs.  Slufek  wasn't  alarmed.  She  was  drunk. 
and  nodded.  B.  Slufek  threw  his  arms  around  This  was  very  culpable  of  her.  But  she  didn't 
Jencks-Jr.  and  hung  up)on  his  neck.  He  did  care.  She  didn't  drink  to  acquire  merit,  but  to 
this,  not  out  of  aflfection,  but  from  the  impell-  achieve  forget  fulness.  It  is  sometimes  desir- 
ing necessity  of  clinging  to  something  solid,  able  to  forget  that  one  is  the  wife  of  a  husband 
Jencks-Jr.  looked  solid.  All  else  reeled  who  works  twelve  hours  every  day  in  the  week, 
before  B.  Slufek.  A  dagger  of  icy  air  had  with  a  periodic  shift  of  twenty-four  hours  on 
pierced  his  lungs.  This  is  a  logical,  though  end,  and  brings  home  $1.65  a  day  to  keep  a 
doubtless  lamentable  result  of  coming  from  family  on. 

twelve  hours'  labor  at  a  temperature  of  any-        B.  Slufek  sj)oke  thickly  to  his  children.  The 

thing  you  please  above  1 20,  into  an  outside  children  stared,  wide-eyed  and  awe-stricken  at 

frost  of  ten  below  freezing.     B.  Slufek  became  the  wonderful  stranger.     All  but  the  youngest 

very  limp  and  saggy.  girl.     She  giggled  and  jibbered  over  a  lump  of 

Jencks-Jr.  heaved  B.  Slufek  up  and  held  rags.     She  was  a  rickety  imbecile.     Children 

him.  sometimes  turn  out  that  way  when  they're 

"Here,"  said  he.     ** What's  this?  Drunk?"  brought  up,  in  a  foul  alley,  on  the  kind  of  nu- 

"Excoose  me;  no,"  murmured  B.  Slufek.  triment  which  wages  of  $1.65  per  day  in  a  city 

Jencks,  Jr.'s,  gloved  hand,  which  had  tight-  of  high  rentals  are  able  to  provide.     B. -Slufek 

ened  on  the  Regrettable  Hun's  wrist  felt  the  kicked  at  her  and  she  howled  with  surprise. 

heat  bum  through.  Then  they  all  howled  because  B.  Slufek  and  the 

''You're  ill,"  he  said.  wonderful   stranger   had   clinched   and   were 

"Excoose  me;  yes,"  whispered  B.  Slufek.  fighting  all  around  the  room.     B.  Slufek  was 

Then  his  cough  took  him  and  tore  him.  extremely    insane.     His    delirium   had  come 

Jencks- Jr.'s  motorcar  was  purring  near  by.  upon  him  and  he  desired  to  kill  his  wife  and 

Jencks-Jr. 's  muscles  were  mighty.     He  lifted  family,  which  would,  perhaps,  have,  been  the 

two  hundred-odd  pounds  of  inert  labor  in  his  best  thing  for  all  concerned,  but  couldn't  be 

arms  and  deposited  it  on  the  seat.     He  made  a  allowed. 

bundle  of  it,  with  furs.     The  bundle  quivered        In  the  midst  of  the  fracas,  the  doctor  arrived, 

and  gasped.  Being  a  neighborhood  practitioner  he  was  of  an 

"Where  do  you  live?"  asked  Jencks-Jr.  abrupt  and  time-saving  nature.     He  precipi- 

**  Mollberra    Al'.     By    Carman's    saloon, "  tated  himself  into  the  fight,  armed  with  a  small 

said  B.  Slufek.     **Down  River  Bottom  way.'  squirt.     Two  punctures  with  this  settled  the 

During  the  swift  run  B.  Slufek  spoke  only  Regrettable  Hun.     He  collapsed  and  was  put 

once.     That  was  when  Jencks-Jr.  asked  him  to  bed. 
if  he  felt  any  better.  "Get  out,"  said  the  doctor  to  B.  Slufek's 

"  I  think  I  goin'  die, "  said  B.  Slufek  humbly,  wife. 
*'  Excoose  me. "  She  went,  trailing  her  progeny  after  her. 

"Nonsense!"  said  Jencks-Jr.  "Let  me  look  at  that  ear,"  said  the  doctor 

Jencks-Jr.  had  never  seen  Mulberry  Alley  to  Jencks-Jr. 
before.     It  did  not  edify  him.     As  for  the        He  sponged  it  off  carefully  and  took  a  few 

chauffeur,  he  snorted.     He  opined  that  it  was  stitches    in    the    lobe.     Jencks-Jr.  sat   tight, 

no  place  for  a  gentleman,  which  was  true.     It  panting. 

was  equally  true  that  it  was  no  place  for  any        "That's  all  right,  then,"  said  the  doctor, 

human  being.  having  finished   his    work.     "Can't    be    too 

Nevertheless,  a  great  many  human  beings  careful  about  infection  in  a  place  like  this. " 
lived  in  Mulberry  Alley.     They  lived  several        "What's  the  matter  with  him?"  Jencks-Jr. 

in  a  room.     In  the  case  of  the   B.    Slufeks,  indicated   the  heavy-breathing  lump  on   the 

two  tiny  compartments  housed  seven.   Jencks-  foul  bed. 
Jr.  had  never  seen  a  room  like  those  of  the        "Pneumonia,  of  course." 
3.  S'ufeks'  before.     It  edified  him  still   less        "Why  'of  course'?" 
than   Mulberry  Alley  had.     But  it  gave  him        "It  'most  always  is  with  the  mill  lot. " 
s6me  first-hand  notions  as  to  housing  reform        "You  mean  they  nearly  all  die  of  pneu- 

and  irresj)onsible   idealists.      These   notions,  monia?" 

however,  did  not  cr\stalize  until  later.      Too        "Well — plenty  get  killed  in  accidents. " 
late,  in  fact.  "But,  outside  of  that, "  persisted  Jencks,  Jr. 

Jencks-Jr.    having  carried    B.    Slufek  into        "Yes;  they  die  like  flies.     But  then,  they 

his  home,  sent  the  disgusted  chauffeur  for  a  breed  like  flies,  too. " 
doctor.     Then  he  returned  to  soothe  the  alarms        "What's  the  cause  of  it?"  said  Jencks-Jr. 
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** Twenty-five  per  cent,  dividends,  mainly," 
said  the  doctor. 

**WiU/r(?die?". 

"Probably." 

**If  money  will  do  anything — "  began 
Jencks-Jr. 

The  man  of  medicine  smiled  grimly.  Poor 
as  was  his  district,  he  had  so  often  been  the 
agent  of  that  pitiful  attempt  to  bribe  incor- 
ruptible Death! 

"You  can  get  him  out  of  this,  if  you  like," 
said  he.     "That'll  be  some  help. " 

"The best  hospital,  please,"  said  Jencks-Jr. 
He  gave  his  name  as  guaranty. 

The  doctor  nodded.  "By  the  way,"  he 
said,  "did  he  happen  to  cough  in  your  face? 
While  you  were  fighting,  you  know. " 

Jencks-Jr.  turned  a  little  green  with  nausea. 
The  doctor  waited  for  no  further  answer.  He 
went  to  a  pump  in  the  rear  yard,  surrounded  by 
out-houses.  Drawing  a  basin  of  water  he 
sniffed  at  it  with  a  wrinkling  nose. 

"Never  mind,"  he  said  as  he  returned, 
"this  '11  fix  it. "  He  dropped  a  tablet  into  the 
basin.  The  water  fizzed.  "Wash  your  face 
thoroughly  in  that,"  he  said.  "Snuff  some 
of  it  up.  As  soon  as  you  get  home,  take  a 
good  hot  bath,  and  gargle.  Some  fools  say 
pneumonia  isn't  infectious.  They  ought  to 
have  my  practice.  Better  go  now.  No  good 
your  waiting  here. " 

Jencks-Jr.  raised  a  dripping  face  and 
looked  about  him. 

"Do  many  p^eople  live  like  this?"  he  asked. 

"Lots." 

"Sleep  in  such  rooms ?  Drink  such  water  ? " 

"Thousands." 

"Who  owns  this  hell-hole?" 

"You  do." 

Jencks-Jr.  sped  home  pondering.  Fre- 
quent inquiries  went  to  the  hospital  where  B. 
Slufek  lay,  and  frequent  reports  came  back  to 
Jencks-Jr.  Jencks-Jr.  was  doing  some  pain- 
ful thinking.  At  times  his  thoughts  were  akin 
to  the  socialistic  rot  of  irresponsible  idealists. 
At  times  they  were  full  of  contrition  and  re- 
morse. This  was  when  they  dwelt  with  in- 
sistent inquiry  upon  Jencks-Esq.'s  relation  to 
certain  ugly  facts.  Presently  the  thoughts 
became  very  confused.     Jencks-Jr.  took  them 


to  bed  with  him,  where  they  thrust  sharp 
knives  into  his  hmgs  and  interfered  seriously 
with  his  breathing.  Jencks-Jr.  was  ex- 
tremely ill. 

Profound  specialists  arrived  by  extra- 
schedule  trains.  This  meant  that  Jencks-Esq. 
was  tr}ing  his  masterful  hand  at  bribing  incor- 
ruptible Death.  There  was  every  apparent 
reason  why  Jencks-Jr.  should  live.  But  he 
died.  The  clergyman  who  had  made  a  god  to 
order  for  Jencks-Esq.,  opined  in  eloquent 
words  that  it  was  a  mysterious  dispensation  of 
an  inscrutable  providence.  What  he  really 
meant  was  that  he  didn't  understand  the  whv 
and  wherefore.     No  more  do  I. 

No  more  did  Jencks-Esq.  Jencks-Esq. 
cursed  his  god,  which  would  have  been  blas- 
phemy in  anyone  else.  But  you  can't  blas- 
pheme a  private,  pasteboard  god.  And  the 
living  and  forgiving  God,  the  God  of  Jencks- 
Jr.,  and  perhaps  even  of  B.  Slufek,  looked 
down,  one  may  suppose,  in  pity  of  the  futile 
spectacle. 

B.  Slufek  lay  three  weeks  in  hospital.  There 
was  no  particular  reason  why  he  should  recover. 
He  was  fully  insured.  But  recover  he  did.  He 
went  back  to  the  mill,  tottering  with  weakness. 
His  job  was  gone.  It  generally  happens  that 
way  when  you  can  buy  all  the  strong  men  you 
need  for  fourteen  cents  an  hour. 

B.  Slufek  looked  for  other  jobs.  They 
weren't  to  be  had.  B.  Slufek  took  to  drink. 
One  day,  being  half-fuddled,  he  tried  to  get  to 
Jencks-Esq.  He  wanted  to  explain  to  Jencks- 
Esq.,  that  Jencks-Jr.  would  have  given  him 
his  job  back.  Also  that  he  was  sorry  on  other 
accounts  about  Jencks-Jr. 's  death.  B.  Slufek 
was  duly  arrested  and  sent  to  jail.  W^hen  he 
came  out  his  family  were  deep  in  debt.  He 
had  a  bad  name.  Nobody  would  give  work  to 
a  man  like  him.  He  sank  to  the  gutter  and  his 
family  became  public  charges.  This  proves 
satisfactorily  my  first  hypothesis,  that  the  in- 
nate depravity  in  such  cases  always  pertains 
to  the  B.  Slufeks  and  never  to  the  Jencks- 
Esqs.     Also  it  ends  my  story. 

As  I  said  at  the  outset,  the  story  isn't 
a  true  stor\',  anyway.  Not  wholly,  that 
is.  The  names  are  all  altered.  Even  B. 
Slufek's. 


Miss  Tarbell's  New  Series 


THE  first  chapter  of  Miss  TarbelFs  new  historical  serial.  The  American 
Woman,  will  appear  in  the  November  number  of  this  magazine.  We  be- 
lieve that  our  readers,  men  as  well  as  women,  will  find  that  it  is  not  only 
interesting  and  stimulating,  but  that  it  possesses  to  a  surprising  degree  the  quality  of 
news.  Absorbed  as  we  are  in  the  contemporary  features  of  the  women  s  move- 
ment, we  are  liable  to  forget  that  the  modem  American  woman  is  as  old  as  the 
Declaration  of  Independence.  Yet  this  is  the  fact  and  no  intelligent  judgment  of  the 
present  day  woman  and  her  ambitions  can  be  formed  without  considering  what  she 
came  from,  and  the  way  she  has  traveled  since  her  start.  This  is  what  the  first 
half  of  Miss  TarbelFs  narrative  aims  to  do. 

It  opens  with  a  chapter  on  the  woman  of  1 776,  a  type  of  rare  qualities  and 
intelligence — ^a  woman  big  enough  to  feel  what  Democracy  meant  for  humaniur 
— ^and  to  realize  that  in  the  new  order  she  would  have  special  duties — duties  which 
under  the  old  order  were  not  required  of  her — and  she  proposed  to  prepare  herself 
for  her  new  business.  And  here  came  the  first  great  struggle  in  the  American 
Woman  s  Revolution.  For  the  supporters  pf  the  old  order  of  things  fought  the 
notion  of  any  change  in  the  education  of  women  as  they  fought  every  innovation 
which  aimed  to  equalize  the  classes  into  which  men  had  been  divided.  The  nobility, 
the  patience  and  the  self  sacrifice  with  which  the  American  woman  in  the  first  half 
of  the  1 9th  century  schemed  and  labored  to  educate  herself  for  her  place  in  the  New 
Rq>ublic  is  one  of  the  most  inspiring  chapters  in  Miss  TarbelFs  narrative. 

Thm  Priem  Woman  ham  Paid  but  no  more  SO  than  the  chapter  on  the  great 

struggle  for  political  recognition,  the  one  for 

The  special  services  for  which  they  were  freedom  in  industrial  and  professional  work; 
preparing  soon  came  as  they  foresaw.     No  one  no  more  important  and  stirring  than  the  chap- 
denies  to-day  that  the  American  woman  was  ters  on  the  woman  of  the  North  and  South 
a  great  factor  in  freeing  this  country  from  in  the  Civil  War. 
slavery.    That  she  has  had  enormous  eflfect 

in  making  intemperance  and  administration  Grmai  Pergonal  Storiet 
to  it,  disgraceful.     That  her  devotion  in  the 

Rebellion  did  more  to  humanize  war  than  ever  Qne  of  the  striking  features  of  the  narrative 
had  been  done  m  all  past  centuries;  that  jg  t^e  multitude  of  personalities,  all  in  action 
largely  through  her  a  totally  new  conception  ^nd  intimately  related  to  the  general  move- 
of  society's  obhgation  to  the  dependent  of  all  ^^ent  of  the  century,  which  have  been  intro- 
sorts,  has  become  general.  But  few  realize  ^uced.  It  is  history  through  biography  which 
how  great  a  price  she  paid,  particulariy  m  jyiiss  Tarbell  writes.  Through  Abigail  Adams 
the  first  half  of  the  century,  for  the  nght  to  and  Easter  Reed  and  Mercy  Warren  and  Mar- 
go  ahead  and  do  what  she  saw  to  do.  g^ret   Mercer  and  others,  we  see  what  the 

The  American  Woman  has  had  to  American  woman  of  125  years  ago  was,  what 

pay  in   tears    and  in  heart  achCy  in  understanding  and  temper  and  sense  of  obliga- 

loneliness  and  in  poverty  for  the  priv-  *^^"  ^^^  brought  to  the  great  task  of  her  own 

ilege  of  rendering  humanity  what  to-  ^^^^^^ip^tion.    In  the  stirring  stories  of  such. 

1  •     J    ^      1  •     1  women  as  Mary  Lyon,  Frances  vV  nght,  Emma 

day   are   recognized    to    he   priceless  willard,  Catherine  Beecher,  we  leam  some- 

services,  thing  of  the  cost   of  the  present   unlimited 

The  study  of  this  struggle  makes  another  educational  opj)ortunity  which  women  enjoy 

dramatic  and  moving  chapter  in  the  narrative;  in  the  sketches  of  Lucretia  Mott,  of  Agelina 

^ k 
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Grimk^  and  her  sister,  of  Laura  Haviland    writes  of  them  with  the  sympathy  and 

and  many  others  of  what  it  cost  to  build  up  an   understanding  of  one  who  has  been 
I^TdTSI,  H„'„t  Sri^w'S  o  P^/f  »""  r^«kich  she  deals 

Lucy  Stone.  What  free  access  to  a  professional  ,   ^he  bnngs  not  only  her  personal  insight 
training  and  practice  cost.     Indeed  there  are  ^o  the  work,   but  her  training  as  a  student 
no  chapters  of  the  narrative  not  rich  with  f.J^  *  7"^^""  ^°  modem  and  contemporary- 
personal  material  of  great  suggestiveness  and  "'^  ^"^  personages, 
stimulus. 

A  GalUry  of  Beauiifal  Poriraiik 

MiMM  Tarbmli  on  Thm  Woman  of  To-day 

A  valuable  and  attractive  addition  to  the 
While  the  first  half  of  the  narrative  deals  text  will  be  the  extraordinary  series  of  poTtraits 
with  the  changes  which  have  come  in  of  American  women  with  which  it  will  be 
woman's  ideals,  activities  and  ambitions  in  illustrated.  For  many  months  Charles  Henry 
the  last  125  years,  the  second  treats  more  Hart,  the  leading  authority  on  American  por- 
specially  the  actual  situation — social,  eco-  traiture  has  been  collecting  these  pictures, 
nomical,  intellectual  and  political  of  the  Mr.  Hart  says  their  selection  has  been  the 
American  woman.  It  attempts  briefly  and  most  difficult  task  which  he  has  ever  un- 
vividly  to  show  what  sort  of  a  woman  it  is  dertaken  but  his  success  has  been  most  sat- 
which  this  stirring  revolution  has  produced;  isfactory.  The  series  will  be  of  portraits 
what  she  is  doing  with  herself;  how  far  she  obtained  directly  from  the  original  most  valued 
still  is  from  realizing  the  perfect  Democratic  by  the  descendants  of  the  subjects.  •  Some 
ideal  which  inspired  the  woman  of  1776.  It  of  the  portraits  have  never  been  reproduced 
is  the  evolved  type  in  action  that  we  get  in  the  before;  for  instance  Eastman  Johnson's  ex- 
second  part  of  the  story,  along  with  the  writer's  quisite  drawing  of  Dolly  Madison.  In  certain 
own  comments  and  judgments.  These  have  cases  Mr.  Hart  has  unearthed  portraits  which 
their  practical  value  whether  we  agree  with  even  the  family  did  not  know  existed — for 
them  or  not,  for  Miss  Tarbell  is  herself  the  example  a  portrait  of  that  famous  wit  of  the 
product  of  the  movement  she  describes.  Revolution — Rebecca  Franks.  It  was  believed 
Miss  Tarbelly  educated  in  a  CO-  no  portrait  of  Miss  Franks  was  ever  made, 
educational  institution  and  for  many  but  Mr.  Hart  has  found  one  in  England. 
years  active  in  her  own  special  field  ^^  has  also  secured  a  unique  I^rtrait  of  the 
-^.  .  ,.  ,  ,  J  11  ^1  eccentnc  wife  of  General  Harry  Knox  hitherto 
of  journalism,  has  shared  all  the  va-  unknown.  Many  others  will  be  published  as 
Tying  phases  of  women  s  experience  rare  and  as  beautiful  as  these.  Full  historical 
and  ambitions  in   her   time  and  she  facts  and  notes  will  accompany  the  pictuxes. 

We  believe  this  series  will  prove  a  real  contribution  to  the  sympathetic  under- 
standing of  the  Woman's  movement.  The  time  seems  to  have  come  when  it  will 
not  be  amiss  for  the  American  woman  to  cast  up  her  accounts  and  find  out  yA\sxt, 
she  stands  in  the  great  adventure  which  she  entered  a  century  and  a  quarter  ago 
—the  adventure  of  emanicipating  herself.  Like  all  revolutionary  and  upward  move- 
ments the  woman's  movement  has  had  its  share  of  folly  and  of  misunderstanding*  of 
mistakes  and  retrogression.  Some  things  which  the  woman  of  1 50  years  ago  possessed 
— ^priceless  things — ^ihe  emanicipated  woman  has  sacrificed — at  least  temporar- 
ily. She  has  paid  the  cost  of  what  she  has  gained.  For  no  thoughtful  mind  can 
deny  that  she  has  gained.  Both  losses  and  gains  are  carefully  weighed  in  this 
narrative  and  in  a  sincere  and  considered  final  chapter  Miss  Tarbell  states  her  own 
views  on  the  present  status  of  the  American  woman  and  her  judgment  as  to  where 
her  future  energies  will  be  most  profitably  directed.  


— \ 


Puppy  Love 


By  INEZ  HAYNES  GILLMORE 

Author  of  **Thc  Lost  Children,"   "Phoebe  and  the  Heart  of  Toil,"  Etc. 
With  Illustrations  by  R.  F.   Schabelitz 

AT  a  half  after  nine,  Monday  morning,  It  was  a  girl — a  tall,  pale,  dark  girl,  dressed 

Ernest  Martin  was  just  Ernest  Martin,  in  slim  black.     Eyes,  it  had — a  mouth,  a  nose. 

At  twenty-nine  minutes  and  fifty-nine  But  what  Ernest  saw  first,  what  he  saw  last, 

seconds  to  ten,  Monday  morning,  Ernest  Mar-  what  he  remembered  to  the  end  of  his  days 

tin  was  Ernest  Martin  plus  X.     The  X  repre-  were   curls — curls   that   gathered    in    tangly, 

sents  a  state  of  mind.     Answer— Ernest  was  grape-like  clusters  on  the  little  head,   curls 

sixteen,  and  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  had  that  meandered  ofiF  singly  and  hung,  delicately 

seen  a  girl  when  he  looked  at  her.  carved  spirals  of  jet  against  white  flesh,  curls 

Ernest  did  not  like  girls.  He  had  often  that  poured  over  the  temples,  curls  that 
wondered  why  Providence  had  seen  fit  to  en-  flooded  the  ears,  curls  that  burst  out  of  the 
cumber  an  otherwise  perfect  world  with  these  red  ribbon  on  the  neck  and  hung  to  the  waist 
obstacles  to  masculine  fun.  Thitherto,  they  -^-everywhere,  rivulets,  cascades  and  cataracts 
had  borne  the  same  relative  importance  to  his  of  big,  round,  shining,  purple-black  curls, 
life  as  a  cloud  of  gnats  to  his  summer  vaca-  Ernest's  eyes  filmed.  His  whole  system 
tion.  Almost  it  was  as  if,  by  some  peculiar  melted.  His  ear-dnims  sizzled  so  loudly  that 
visual  limitation,  he  were  blind  to  the  whole  he  did  not  hear  the  preliminaries  to  that 
sex.  Figuratively  speaking,  he  never  noticed  heavenly  arrangement  by  which  the  airls 
their  existence  until  he  bumped  into  them,  were  placed  in  a  seat  in  front  of  him. 
But  though,  thus  far,  he  had  held  himself  ab-  From  that  coign  of  vantage  she  surveyed 
solutely  aloof  from  contamination,  he  did  not  her  classmates.  As  long  as  she  was  engaged 
underrate  their  power.  He  had  seen  other  with  the  front  of  the  class,  Ernest's  gaze  ad- 
boys  dally  with  the  enemy,  weaken,  go  over  hered  as  closely  to  her  as  if  it  had  been  glued, 
utterly  to  them.  Nothing  could  express  his  But  suddenly  the  big  black  eyes  darted  up  a 
contempt  for  these  renegades.  Tug  War-  whole  row  and  pounced  on  Ernest, 
burton,  for  instance — ^Tug  had  never  been  the  It  was  like  having  a  pair  of  burning-glasses 
same  boy  since  he  developed  a  "  case  '*  on  trained  on  him. 

Ernest's  sister,  Phcebe.  Ernest  admitted  Ernest's  look  sank  like  a  plummet  to  his 
alleviating  circumstances  there,  however,  book.  To  his  amazement,  the  type  began  to 
Though  a  girl,  Phcebe  was  almost  human,  perform  an  intricate  fancy  dance.  He  fried 
She  skated,  golfed,  boxed.  She  swam  like  a  in  a  blush  that  worked  inward  as  well  as  out- 
duck.     She  was  a  crackerjack  at  tennis.  ward.    A  clammy  perspiration  broke  out  all 

At  the  auspicious  instant  of  the  fatal  day,  over   him.    His  shoulders   twitched   and   he 

the  door  of  the  sophomore  room  of  the  May-  seemed  to  have  no  control  over  his  mouth, 

wood  High  School  opened   and   Old  Mud-  He  had  never  before  known  a  sensation  that 

guards,    the    master,    entered.    Anticipating  was  rapture  and  agony  in  equal  parts.     But 

personal    trouble,    Ernest   furtively  searched  the  most  perplexing  part  of  it  was  that  he 

Mr.  Ballington's  face.     No  shadow  lay  there,  liked  it  more  than  he  loathed  it. 

On  the  contrary,  it  seemed  to  beam.     It  even  "Did  you  see  the  new  girl  to-day,  Ern?" 

wore  a  foolish  smile  between  its  hedges  of  Phoebe  asked  that  night, 

iron-gray  side-whiskers.     Ernest's  gaze   slid  On  the  instant  Ernest  developed  a  depth  of 

contemptuously  past  the  smile  to — what  fol-  diplomacy  positively  Macchiavellian. 

lowed  in  its  wake.     And  then  was  when  he  **What  new  girl?"  he  asked  cunningly, 

got  it!  "Oh,  Ernr  Phoebe  exclaimed.     "Haven't 
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And  ihco  wu  when  be  got  it  I 


with  this  womaa- 
problem.  "  She's 
too  queer-looking 


be    ex 


ctly 


you  a  pair  of  eyes  anywhere  in  your  system? 
A  new  girl  came  into  your  class  to-day.  She's 
Mrs.  Wiider's  niece,  and  she's  come  from 
Akron,  New  Hampshire.  Her  name's  Fay 
Faxon." 

Fay  Faxon!  Surely  some  poet  had  in- 
vented that  mat^-el  of  alliteration.  Mentally 
he  said  it  over  and  over.  It  was  honoy  on 
his  tongue. 

"  What  did  she  look  like,  Phaeb'  ?"  he  went 
on  with  a  meretricious  appearance  of  calm. 

"  She's  a  brunette — jet-black  eyes — the  big- 
gest eyes  I  ever  saw " 

Emesl  approved. 

" — and  jet-biack  hair — curly — I  never  saw 
so  many  curls  in  my  life." 

Ernest  approved. 

"There's  something  about  her  I  don't  just 
quite  like  though — she  seemed  kind  of  bold 
to  me." 

Ernest  stiffened.  Bold!  That  celestial 
creature  bold/  Fay  bold!  To  him  the  pri- 
mordial diffidence  hung  upon  her — she  walked 
veiled  in  the  shyness  of  the  first  of  created 
womtn. 

"  It's  awfully  strange  about  this  Fay  Faxon." 
Phccbe  turned   to  her  mother  for  sympathy 


pretty,  and  yet 
when  she's  around 
you  can't  help 
looking  at  her." 

Not  exactly 
pretty!  Ernest 
boiled.  Well,  that 
was  all  a  girl  knew 
about  it  anyway. 
He  recalled  that  he 
never  had  agreed 
with  Phoebe  in  Ihe 
matter  of  beauty. 
In  fact,  he  had 
never  before  seen 
a  girl  whom  he 
could  honestly,  call 
good-looking. 
Something  was 
always  wrong. 
They  h  ad  buck 
teeth  or  fuzzy  hair, 
or  their  eyes  were 
too  near  together. 
In  the  past  he  had 
thought  Phccbe 
rather  pretty.  Now 
he  realized  that 
there  were  salient  faults  in  his  sister's  face. 

"  Mother,  did  you  say  you'd  like  to  get  a 
new  suit  for  me?"  he  asked  in  an  oS-hand 
way  a  little  later.  "I'd  just  as  lieves  go  into 
Boston  Saturday  as  not.  Might  as  well  get 
it  over  with." 

"  It's  about  time."  Phcebe's  tone  was  final. 
"  I  sha'n't  speak  to  you  when  I  meet  you  on 
the  street,  Era  Martin,  if  you  wear  that  old 
suit  much  longer.  IF  I  was  out  walking  with 
that  new  girl,  for  instance,  I'd  be  ashamed  to 
say  you  were  my  brother." 

Ordinarily  a  single  remark  from  Phoebe 
about  Ernest's  clothes  was  good  for  a  wrangle 
stretching  from  dinner  to  bedtime.  But  to 
Mrs.  Martin's  astonishment  the  gage,  thus 
thrown  down,  was  not  picked  up,  was  not 
even  noticed. 

"We'll  go  in  Saturday,  Ernie,"  she  said 
hastily,  before  hostilities  could  begin.  "It 
won't  take  much  more  than  a  morning." 

They  went  into  Boston  early  Saturday 
morning,  but  they  did  not  return  until  Satur- 
day night. 

"  I  bought  Ernie  a  whole  new  outfit  to-day, 
Edward,"  Mrs.  Martin  said  to  Mr.  Martin 
after  dinner.    "It  took  us  all  day.     I  nevet 
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saw  Ernie  so  trying  before.  He  fussed  aU  the  a  hat  and  some  ties,  he  was  so  hard  to  please 
way  in  on  the  train  because  we  hadn't  an  that  I  was  reaUy  mortified.  I  guess  he 
automobile.  Said  we  could  have  got  there  in  bought  a  dozen  ties  in  all.  What  do  you  sup- 
no  time  with  our  own  machine.  But  you  re-  pose  has  got  into  the  child?"  Her  tone  was 
member,  Edward  Martin,  that  you  are  not  to  half-annoyed,  half -gratified, 
buy  an  automobile  for  that  boy,  no  matter  "  Oh,  it*s  only  a  girl,"  Mr.  Martin  said,  his 
how  he  teases  you."  eye  hurdling  the  inch-high  type  of  his  news- 

*'  Just  as  you  say,  mother,"  Mr.  Martin  an-  paper, 

swered,  " although  we  could  afford  a  runabout  "A    girl!"     Mrs.     Martin    repeated — and 

this  year."  laughed.     **Why,     Ernie    hates    girls.     You 

The  Martins  kept  a  horse  and   carriage,  can't  drive  him  to  go  where  they  are."     Mrs. 

Every  evening  in  mild  weather  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Martin's  tone  was  not  that  of  displeasure. 

Martin  went  out  to  drive.     Time  had  been  "Well,    there's    always    a    first    one,    you 

when  the  children  fought  for  the  chance  of  know,"  Mr.  Martin  said.     Suddenly  he  put 

accompanying  their  parents  in  the  rubber-  his  paper  down,  leaned  back  in  his  Morris 

tired,    easy-moving   vehicle.     But    now    they  chair  and  roared.     "Mother,*!  wish  you  could 

scorned  it.     Nevertheless,   Mrs.   Martin  had  have  seen  me  with  my  first  girl.     Her  name 

set  herself  immovably  against  the  automobile  was  Minnie.     Did  I  ever  tell  you  about  Min- 

for  which   Phoebe   longed    and   Ernest   Ian-  nie  Pratt?" 

guished.  Mrs.    Martin   looked    at    him,    speechless. 

"  That  boy  will  be  brought  home  some  day  Had  he  ever  told  her  about  Minnie  Pratt ! 
on  a  shutter  if  you  get  one,"  was  her  invari-  Their  first  post-matrimonial  quarrel  had  been 
able  comment  when  Mr.  Martin,  primed  over  Minnie  Pratt.  Even  at  this  late  day 
thereto,  by  both  son  and  daughter,  carefully  Mrs.  Martin  could  see  in  her  mind's  eye  the 
broached  the  subject  to  her.  "If  we  could  photograph  of  Minnie  Pratt  which  Mr.  Mar- 
afford  a  chauffeur,  I  wouldn't  mind.  But  tin  had  preserved  for  so  long.  After  the 
you  know  as  well  as  I  do,  Edward,  that  that  quarrel  an  impulse  of  chivalry  had  driven 
child  will  insist  on  running  it  himself.  And  Mrs.  Martin  to  set  that  same  photograph  up 
you  know  how  that  would  end.  Why,  I  never  on  his  bureau.  She  never  told  him  with  what 
take  up  a  paper  without  reading  an  account  secret  joy  she  discovered  it  one  day,  dusty 
of  an  automobile  accident."  and    cracked    and    forgotten,     caught    and 

"  But,  mother,  he  rides  in  other  people's  crushed  between  the  bureau  and  the  wall, 

automobiles,"  Mr.  Martin  would  remonstrate.  "Why,  I  had  it  so  bad,"  Mr.  Martin  went 

"And  they've  all  got  chauffeurs,"  Mrs.  on,  "that  I  couldn't  eat  or  sleep — I  lost  flesh. 
Martin  would  point  out  triumphantly,  I  "gussied"  up  so  for  Minnie  that  I  was  town- 
She  did  not  know — neither  did  Mr.  Martin  talk.  As  for  the  family — they  made  my  life  a 
for  that  matter — that  every  evening,  in  the  perfect  misery.  Bertha,  here's  something 
temporary  absence  of  the  Warburton  chauf-  that  I  have  never  told  any  living,  mortal  be- 
feur,  Ernest  drove  the  Warburton  motor  to  ing.  Do  you  remember  how  my  hair  used  to 
Rosedale  to  meet  Mr.  Warburton  and  the  curl  in  front?  Min  told  me  once  that  she 
five-thirty  train.  The  graceless  Tug  had  liked  curls.  Well,  after  that,  I  used  to  carry 
delegated  that  duty  to  Ernest  in  order  that  he  a  little  comb  in  my  pocket.  When  I  saw  Min 
himself  might  stay  longer  with  Phoebe.  Ten  coming  I  would  hft  my  hat  and  comb  those 
minutes  going — ^fifteen  minutes  coming — those  curls  further  down  on  my  forehead."  Mr. 
twenty-five  minutes  of  near-flying  marked  the  Martin  roared  again, 
climax  of  Ernest's  day.  Mrs.  Martin  did  not  laugh.     Prickles  of  a 

"  Ernest  was  as  fussy  as  a  girl  to-day  pick-  curious  mixed  emotion  as  of  twin  jealousies — 

ing  out  his  clothes,"  Mrs.  Martin  went  on  jealousy  of  her  husband's  past,  jealousy  of  her 

tranquilly.     "He  tried  on  so  many  coats  that  boy's  future — tore  her.     For  a  moment  she 

I  was  ashamed  to  ask  the  salesman  to  bring  had  a  feeling  that  the  whole  man-half  of  her 

out  another  suit.     It  seems  that  he  wanted  a  family  had  deserted  her. 

certain  effect  about  the  shoulders  that  he  had  "Ernest  is  very  different  from  other  boys," 

noticed  in   Tug's  clothes.     I  told  Ernie  that  she  said  with  emphasis.     It  was  evident  that 

Tug   has  had  a  tailor  for  over  a  year  now  she  felt  him  to  be  very  different  indeed  from  the 

and   that  you    can't   expect   as   much   from  p)erson  of  the  Minnie  Pratt  episode.     "W^hen 

ready-made   clothes   as   from   custom   made.  I  see  him  with  a  girl  I'll  believe  it." 

Then  he  asked  me  if  he  couldn't  go  to  a  tailor  Mrs.  Martin  never  opened  the  subject  again 

— ^but  I  told  him  that  he  couldn't  until  he'd  with  Mr.  Martin.     But  to  say  that  she  watched 

got  his  growth.    Afterward,  when  we  bought  Ernest  as  closely  as  a  cat  watches  a  mouse 
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describes  only  faintly  the  persistence  of  her  gang  got  only  one  bow  from  Fay,  although 

study  of  him.  the  average  for  an  afternoon  was  three.     One 

Gradually  she  came  to  realize  that  she  was  red-letter  day  the  score  leaped  to  five. 
watching  a  new  Ernest — an  Ernest  who  All  this,  be  it  understood,  in  no  wise  inter- 
promised  to  be  one  of  the  sartorial  wonders  fered  with  Phoebe's  serene  belleship.  Phoebe 
of  the  age.  Certain  admonitions — Mr.  Mar-  was  a  senior,  and  the  seniors  had  long  ago 
tin  had  often  asked  her  why  she  did  not  say  graduated  from  the  parade  habit.  In  more 
them  into  a  phonograph  and  set  it  in  Ernest's  dignified  wise,  they  fraternized  in  agonized 
room — dropped  from  her  lips  no  more.  "  Have  whispers  in  the  alcoves  of  the  big  Maywood 
you  cleaned  your  teeth  ?"  "  Did  you  put  on  library  or,  in  the  case  of  the  girls,  met  for  tea 
a  new  collar?"     "Have  you  a  dean  handker-  in  each  other's  houses. 

chief?"     "Go  back  and  black  your  shoes."  Said  Phoebe  casually  one  night:    "Mother, 

"  Did  you  wash  your  neck  and  ears  c/ea«?"  I've  invited  that  new  girl  I  was  telling  you 

"  Let  me  see  your  finger-nails."     "  Remember  about — Fay  Faxton — to  dinner  here  to-monow 

to  take  a  bath  to-night" — she  had  no  occa-'  night.     Now,  you  see  that   you   stay  at  the 

sion  for  any  of  them  now.     In  brief,  Ernest  table,  Ern,  until  we  all  get  up.     It  will  look 

presented  himself  at  breakfast  the  mould  of  like  a  fierce  snub  to  her  if  you  rush  through 

fashion.    He  appeared  at  dinner  the  glass  of  your  dinner  and  get  out  before  anyone  else 

form.  has  finished." 

As  for  Ernest Stay    at    the    table!    In    his   excitement. 

In  the  morning  he  went  to  school  fifteen  Ernest's  food  all  took  the  wrong  passage.    He 

minutes  earlier  than  usual.     Rounding  a  cer-  coughed  and  choked.     Mrs.  Martin,  glancing 

tain  corner,  he  invariably  met  Miss  Faxon  in  his  direction  a  few  moments  later,  found 

face  to  face.     From  her  came  a  "  Good  mom-  him  gazing  into  space  with   the   abstracted 

ing!"  a  flashing  glance  which  seemed  to  inject  look  of  those  who  see  visions, 

electricity  into  his  veins — and  Ernest's  day  was  The  Martin  dinner  was  served  at  half-past 

a  blank  until  three  o'clock.     It  need  not  have  six.     At    half-past    five    an    Ernest,  beside 

been  a  blank  so  long  if  he  could  have  mus-  whom  Solomon  in  all  his  splendor  were  a 

tered  up  enough  courage  to  turn  and  walk  mean    thing,     sauntered    into    the    library. 

with  her.     But  such  enterprising  conduct  was  Phoebe  sat  at  the  desk  writing.     Mrs.  Martin, 

beyond  him.  her  air  that  of  an  ostentatious  concentration, 

From  nine  until  two  he  spent  most  of  his  appeared  to  read.     With  no  one  observing, 

time  shooting  furtive  glances  at  Fay.     As  she  Ernest  gave  way  to   the  restlessness  which 

still  sat  in  front  of  him,  all  he  could  get  was  threatened  to  explode  him  into  inch-pieces, 

that  distracting  maze  of  curls,  the  long,  lily-  He  wanted  Fay  to  come.     And  yet  the  terror 

like  curves  which  enclosed  her  neck,  the  ex-  of  meeting  her  eyes,  of  having  to  talk  with 

quisite,  toy-like  bit  of  ivory,  faintly  touched  her!    He  looked  at  the  clock,  yawned,  walked 

with  rose,  which  was  her  ear.  to  the  window,   returned  to   the  table,   ran 

At  two  o'clock  he  went  home.  through  a  magazine,  kicked  the  waste-basket 

From  a  quarter-past  two  to  a  quarter  of  three  over,  balled  up  the  morning's  newspaper  and 

he  sat  lounging  in  the  bay  window  until  Fay  threw  it  at  the  cat,  fiddled  with  the  mantel 

passed  the  house.     Five  minutes  later  he  had  adornments,  yawned,  and  repeated  the  whole 

joined  the  High  School  Parade.  program. 

The  course  of  this  daily  walk  of  the  under-  "  Oh,  Em,  for  goodness'  sake,  do  sit  down!" 

graduates  lay  down  Main  Street,  through  the  Phoebe  pleaded  once. 

long  curving  bow  of  Linden  Avenue,  through  At  twenty-five  minutes  past  six  he  said  in  a 

Bartlett  Terrace  and  onto  Main  Street  again,  tone  whose  gruff ness  did  not  conceal  from  his 

For  two  hours  groups  of  boys  and  groups  of  mother  the  elated  tremor  of  his  mouth: 

girls  wove  past  each  other,  saluting  punctili-  "I  guess  this  must  be  Miss  Faxon  coming 

ously  at  the  moment  of  transit.     Occasionally  up  the  street." 

the  alien  groups  mingled—the  result  a  sudden  Phoebe  brought  her  note  to  a  finish  with  a 
division  into  pairs.  Hitherto  Emest's  gang  signature  which  would  have  put  John  Han- 
had  pursued  this  course,  morosely  ungregari-  cock  to  the  blush,  and  bustled  to  the  door, 
ous,  scorning  and  scorned,  indulging  in  mis-  From  the  hall  came  the  sound  of  kisses,  ex- 
ogynistic  jests  at  the  expense  of  the  fussers.  clamations,  remonstrances,  mstlings  of  silky 
Now,  like  the  others,  they  walked  with  specific,  things,  tappings  of  girlish  heels  up  the  stairs, 
amorous  intent;  for  Fay  Faxon  had  become  laughter  degenerating  shamelessly  to  giggles 
the  rage  in  Maywood  and  the  sophomore  class  and  tapering  into  silence,  the  slam  of  a  door, 
had   fallen   to   a   man.     Sometimes   Emest's  an  interval  of  silence,  the  opening  of  the  door, 
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taps  of  girlish 
heels  descending 
the  stairs,  the  rus- 
tlings  of  silky 
things,  talk  that 
was  all  ejaailation 
and  interruption, 
choked  in  laughter 
~t  hen — ' '  Mot  her, 
this  is  my  friend 
Miss  Faxon." 
"  Em,  you  know 
Miss  Faxon,  of 
course" — and  the 
door  of  Paradise 
had  swung  wide 
for  Krnest. 

Afterabnglime 
his  eyes  began  to 
focus.  He  could 
see  Fay  plainly 
when  he  looked  at 
her.  But  of  course 
he  only  looked 
when  she  was  look- 
ing away  from 
him.  A  white,  lacy 
blur — that  was  his 
impression  of  her 
clothes.  She  had 
done  something  to 
her  curls — herded 
them  in  long  hies. 
But  before  dinner 
maverick  mem- 
berg  began  to 
wander  off  on  to 
her  forehead. 

Mrs.  Martin 
studied  her  guest 
carefully.  Miss 
Faxon  seemed  to 
twinkle.  Sparkles 
of  light  came  from 
one  of  her  pretty 
hands,    from    the 

sidecombs  which  marshalled  her  curls,  fron;  Miss  Faxon  sat  between  Mr.  Martin  and 
the  pin  which  suspended  visibly  her  elaborate  Ernest.  When  the  black  eyes  were  not  shoot- 
little  watch.  It  seemed  to  Mrs,  Martin  tha:  ing  sparks  to  the  left,  they  were  flashing  light- 
she  saw  a  second  edition  of  Minnie  Pratt  a:  nings  to  the  right.  She  believed,  it  was  evi- 
her  table.  dent,  that  the  position  of  guest  carried  with  it 

Opposite  Fay  sat  Phcebe — a  trim  little  the  privilege  of  monopolizing  the  conversa- 
Phirbe  in  a  simple,  blue  serge  frock,  a  tiny,  tion.  Mrs.  Martin  offered  no  interference, 
gun-raetal  watch  her  only  adornment — a  In  her  most  expansive  mood  she  could  hardly 
Phoebe  all  budding  curves  and  vanishiiig  be  called  a  talker.  And  Phoebe  was  quite 
angles — a  Phcebe  of  deeply-colored  eyes  pnd  content  to  listen,  to  laugh  at  Miss  Faxon's 
deeply-colored  lips  equally  innocent  ot  ,-o-  pictures  of  life  in  Akron.  Mr.  Martin  roared 
quetry,  Mrs.  Martin's  look  grew  proud  with  laughter  all  through  dinner.  As  for  Ernest 
w^en  it  rested  upon  her.  — but  there  is  a  rapture  that  forfends  mirth. 
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"What  do  you  think  of  that  girl,  Phoeb*?"  a  curious  feeling  that  she  was  thinking  of 

he  asked  in  a  careless  tone  after  Fay  had  gone,  something  quite  different  from  his  offer  of  a 

"  Well,"  Phoebe  said  in  an  analyzing  tone,  lift.    For  the  first  time  he  looked  his  fill  at  her. 

"  I  think  she's  pretty  and  I  don't  think  she's  Her  little,  white,  heart-shaped  face  seemed 

pretty.     I  like  her  and  I  don't  like  her."  to  be  sunk  in  the  huge,  black,  heart-shaped 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  Ernest  admitted  frame  of  her  hat.     The  wind  had  shattered 

to  himself  that  Phoebe  was  girl  to  the  core.  her    curls    into    tendrils,    had    blown    them 

"What  do  you  think  of  her,  mother?"  against  the  velvet  brim — they  clung  there  like 

"  She's    very    entertaining,"    Mrs.    Martin  a  fine  embroidery, 

said  without  enthusiasm.     "How  old  did  you  "Thank  you,"  she  said  at  last.     "Did  you 

say  she  was,  Phoebe?"  say  you  came  by  here  every  night,  Mr.  Mar- 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  the  qonviction  tin?" 

came  to  Ernest  that  his  mother  was  only  a  It  was  the  first  time  in  his  life  that  Ernest 

woman  after  all.  had  ever  been  called  Mr.  Martin.    He  flushed. 

"What  did  you  think  of  her,  father?"  "Every  night,"  he  said.     "I'm  doing  it  for 

•    "I  think  she's  a  mighty  pretty  girl,"  Mr.  Tug   Warburton.     He   has   other   things    he 

Martin  said  warmly.  likes  better  to  do,  and  I  love  to  run  a  car." 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  Ernest  realized  Again  Miss  Faxon  paused  before  she  spoke, 

that  he  and  his  father  belonged  to  the  same  But  she  stared  at  him  so  hard  and  her  gaze 

sex.  grew  so  piercing  that  Ernest's  eyes  dropped 

Ernest  went  to  his  room  early  that  night.  under  it.    He  looked  away,  conscious  of  that 

When  Mrs.  Martin  was  dusting  his  books  maddening  sensation  of  not  being  able  to  hold 
the  next  day  a  paper,  covered  with  Ernest's  his  lips  firm.  Suddenly  her  abstraction  broke, 
round-lettered  scrawl,  fell  into  her  hands.  He  and  she  smiled.  She  lifted  to  her  chin  the 
must  have  been  copying  poetry.  But  at  one  great  snowy  wad  of  her  muff  and  stood  spark- 
side  of  the  paper  a  column  of  rhyme-words  ling  at  him  over  it. 

presented   evidence   ruinous   to   that   theory.  "Mr.  Martin,"  she  said,  "I'm  going  to  tell 

She  glanced  at  it.  you  something  that  I  haven't  ever  told  any- 
body else.     I'm  going  to  tell  you  because  I 

"  Curls  running  low  on  her  temples,  curls  run-  trust  you  and  because  you  can  help  me.     But 

ning  high  on  her  brow,  you  must  promise  never  to  tell  anybody  until  I 

Curls  running "  give  you  permission.     Can  you  keep  a  secret?" 

A  secret  between   them!    Ernest  thrilled. 

Mrs.  Martin  closed  the  book  with  a  snap.  He   looked   at   her   straight    now.    His   lips 

At  five  the  next  night  Ernest  started  as  trembled  no  longer,  but  indignation  rough- 
usual  for  the  Rosedale  station  with  the  War-  ened  his  voice.  "  Of  course  I  won't  tell,"  he 
burton  automobile.    A  little  way  out  of  May-  .said. 

wood  the   road  ran  through  four  miles  of  Fay  laughed  blithely.     "Of  course  I  really 

lonely  country.     Ernest,  safe  from  police  sur-  knew  that  I  could  trust  you.    That's  why  I 

veillance,  was  going  at  top  speed.     This  prog-  choose  you  to  help  me.     I'm  going  over  to  the 

ress  brought  him,  in  a  minute  or  two,  level  Rosedale  woods  to  meet  my  brother.    He  is 

with  a  girl  walking  toward  Rosedale.     Ernest  the  black  sheep  of  my  family,  and  my  parents 

looked  once — looked  twice.     Little  could  he  will  let  me  have  nothing  to  do  with  him.   But 

believe  his  eyes.     Less  could  he  believe  his  I  love  him  and  trust  him  and  I  wiU  see  him." 

luck.     It  looked  like — it  must  be — it  was  Fay.  Fay's  eyes  flashed.     Her  lips  drew  together 

He  curved  over  to  the  sidewalk — ^stopped.  until  they  narrowed  to  twin  lines  of  coral  red. 

"Are  you  going  far — I  mean  would  you  "I  want  to  see  him  every  night  as  long  as 

like  a  ride?"  he  faltered,  his  heart  fluttering  he  stays  in  this  part  of  the  country.    But  I 

in  his  throat.  don't  want  Aunt  Ella  to  know,  for  she  would 

Miss  Faxon  jumped.  She  turned  and  put  a  stop  to  it  at  once.  If  I  tell  her  I'm  go- 
bowed  and  smiled,  but  it  seemed  an  age  be-  ing  autoing  with  you,  she  will  suspect  nothing, 
fore  she  said  anything.  Do  you  mind  taking  me  along  every  night  ?" 

"  I'm  going  as  far  as  the  Rosedale  station,"  Mind!    A  new,  wonderful  world  swam  into 

Ernest  added  in  desperate  corollary.    "Do  Ernest's  ken.     Even  as  he  considered  it,  it 

you    come    this    way    often?    It's    queer    I  burst,  bubble-wise,  and  disclosed  a  lovelier 

haven't  seen  you  before.     I   come  by  here  one.     "  Of  course  I  will.     I'll  be  coming  past 

every  night."  here  just  after  five,  and  I'll  gladly  pick  you 

Miss  Faxon's  gaze  left  Ernest's  face  and  up." 

roamed  absently  over  the  fields.    Ernest  had  Fay  laughed.    She  jumped  into  the  car  be- 
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side  him.     It  is  to  be  said  to  the  credit  of  he  often  met  her  eyes  without  blushing.    He 

Ernest's  inexperience  that  they  went  like  mad  could  even  endure  the  sudden  pressure  of  her 

that  first  ride,   his  clean-cut  boyish  profile,  hand  without  slewing  the  machine  across  the 

stem  in  its  concentration,  turned  not  once  to  road.     It  was  fortunate  that  he  had  gained 

the  girl  at  his  side.     For  Ernest,  indeed,  it  such  control  of  his  muscles,  for  Miss  Faxon 

was  enough  that  she  was  there.  seemed   always  to  emphasize   her  delight   in 

Two  weeks  passed.  Mrs.  Martin,  still  the  sunset  by  dainty  pawings  at  his  shoulder, 
watching  her  son  closely,  realized  as  nobody  with  convulsive  catches  at  his  arm.  Other 
else  in  the  household  realized,  that  new  forces  things  she  had  taught  him — to  go  slowly 
were  at  work  within  him.  She  had  a  strange  enough  to  permit  conversation,  for  instance, 
sense  of  separation  from  him.  Often  he  was  "Stop  here!"  she  commanded  midway  in 
moody,  taciturn,  absent.  Always  he  was  their  drive  one  night.  "  I  want  to  say  some- 
restless.  All  this  was  accented  by  his  in-  thing  to  you."  They  stopped.  She  tvimed 
creasing  comeliness.  For  he  was  growing  and  poured  the  molten  mischief  of  her  black 
handsome.  Even  Phcebe  noticed  that.  The  eyes  into  Ernest's  gray  ones.  "You've  been 
persistent  gym  work  of  the  last  year  had  done  awfully  good  to  me,  ilr.  Martin,"  she  said. 
wonders  to  his  face.  He  was  clean-skinned,  As  always  in  her  presence,  Ernest  had  to 
satin-cheeked,  rosy.  It  had  put  confidence  struggle  to  be  even  articulate.  "I  haven't 
into  his  shambling  gait.  He  was  light,  quick,  done  anything  for  you,"  he  brought  out  at  last, 
active.  And  in  the  last  two  weeks  the  sulky  "Oh,  yes,  you  have,"  she  asserted,  A 
look  had  left  his  eyes.  They  were  as  clear  as  shake  of  her  head  made  the  sunset  light  play 
mountain  springs  and  often  they  sparkled  in  prismatic  dance  across  her  curls.  "And 
with  a  look  of— what  was  it?  Triumph,  Mrs.  I'm  going  to  pay  you  for  it.  What  would  you 
Martin  translated  it.  like?    Name   your,  own   reward.    Whatever 

It  was  no  wonder  that   Ernest's  air  had  you  ask  for,  you  shall  have."   She  leaned  a  little 

dianged.    For,  after  fourteen  rides  with  Fay,  towardhim, chin  tilted — eyes,lips,levelwithhis. 

6SS 
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Ernest    stared    at     her,    bewildered.     He  she  was  going  autoing   with   Em   in  Tug's 

would  have  given  anything  in  his  possession  machine.     Did  she  really  ever  go  with  you, 

to  Fay.     But  he  could  think  of  nothing  that  Ern?" 

he  would  ask  of  her.     It  seemed  wrong  to  Ernest  heard  himself  say,  "I  gave  her  a  lift 

him,  somehow,  for  a  girl  to  be  giving  things  to  once  or  twice."     Something,  he  did  not  him- 

a  man.     While  he  hesitated  the  brteze  helped  self  quite  understand  the  impulse,  compelled 

him  out  of  his  dilemma.     It  blew  one  of  the  him  to  add,  "  She  never  asked  me — I  adways 

curls  at  her  temples  across  her  forehead.  .  offered." 

"Fd  like  that  curl,"  he  said.  "Well,  they  ran  away  last  night,"  Phcebc 

"All  right."     Fay  seemed  to  find  his  choice  concluded.     "They  telegraphed  Mrs.  WOder 

deliciously  comic,  for  she  kept  bursting  into  from  Boston.     Don't  you  remember,  mother, 

laughter.     "  I  guess  you'll  have  to  use  a  knife.  I  never  did  quite  like  that  girl." 

Have  you  one  ?"  They  sat  down  to  dinner.     Mrs.  Martin, 

Ernest  cut  the  curl  close  to  her  forehead,  without  looking  at  her  son,  knew  that  he  did 

He  sat  for  an  instant  a  little  awkwardly  hold-  not  eat.     "Ernie,"  she  said  at  last,  "you've 

ing  it.     And  as  he  looked  he  grew  pale.     Per-  got  one  of  those  bilious  attacks  coming  on. 

haps  he  felt  that  he  held  the  essence  of  fem-  Hadn't  you  better  go  right  up  to  bed  ?" 

ininity  in  that  silky-soft  film  of  girlhood.   Very  "  Guess    I   will,"    Ernest   said.     He    arose 

quietly  at  last  he  put  it  away  in  his  pocket,  mechanically. 

He  did  not  speak  again. .  Nor  did  he  look  at  "  I  thought  Ernest  had  got  over  those  bilious 

Fay.     But  she,  casting  furtive  glances  at  him,  attacks,"  Mr.  Martin  said, 

may  have  noticed  his  pallor.     At  any  rate,  "I  wonder  he  doesn't  have  more,"  Phoebe 

she,  too,  refrained  from  speech  until  they  had  volunteered,  "the  way  he  eats  candy!" 

come  to  the  end  of  the  drive.  But  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  Ernest  was 

"  Good-by,  Mr.  Martin,"  she  said  as  she  struggling  with  something  more  tragic  than  a 

jumped   <yut.     And    then    lower,    "Good-by,  bilious   attack.     After  a  time    he  started  to 

Ernest."  undress.     But  half  way  through  this  process 

That  "  Ernest "  brought  all  the  blood  back  he  stopped  short.     His  hand,  searching  an  in- 
to his  face.     "  Good-by,  Fay,"  he  answered.  ner  pocket,  brought  out  a  fine-spun  weft  of 

Fay  did  not  appear  at  school  the  next  day.  hair.     He  burned  it  in  the  flame  of  the  gas. 

Ernest  was  a  little  glad  not  to  see  her.     Some-  Then  he  turned  the  light  out  and  lay  on  the 

times — this  he  did  not  confess  even  to  himself  bed,  tense,  taut. 

— he  hated  to  have  his  dreams  of  the  ideal  At  ten  a  knock  came  at  his  door.    He  un- 

Fay  dispersed  by  the  perturbing  vision  of  the  locked   it.     His  mother  stood   there  with   a 

real  Fay.     He  went  home  immediately  after  pitcher  of  milk  and  a  plate  of  cookies.     She 

school  and  settled  himself  down  in  the  library,  walked  across  to  the  bureau  with  them  and, 

using  a  book  as  a  pretext  for  dreams.  mechanically,  he  followed  her.     She  sat  down. 

Long   before  dinner  Phcebe  came  rushing  but  she  did  not  light  the  gas. 

into  the  house.  "  You'll  wake  up  hungry  by  and  by,  dear," 

"  What  do  you  suppose  Fay  Faxon  has  done,  she  said,  "  your  headaches  always  go  quickly." 

mother?"  she  said  in  the  voice  of  one  an-  "Yes,  I  suppose  so,"  he  answered, 

nouncing  calamity.  Mrs.  Martin's  arm  went  out  suddenly  and 

Ernest  stopped  reading,   although  he  still  she  pulled  Ernest  to  her  lap.     It  had  been 

held  the  book.     "What?"  his  mother  asked  years  since  she  had  held  him,  but  the  boy's 

for  him.  figure  relaxed  to  fit  the  position  as  if  he  were 

"  She's   run    away — eloped — got    married."  still  a  baby.     He  buried  his  face  in  her  shoul- 

It  tumbled  out  so  fast    that  Phcebe  barely  der,  and  so,  without  speaking,  they  sat  for  a 

separated  her  words.     "  It  seems  that  she's  long,  long  time. 

twenty  years  old — not  seventeen  at  all — and  ,   Later,  Mrs.  Martin  joined  Mr.  Martin, 

that  she  fell  in  love  with  a  dreadful  man — a  "Edward,"  she  said  casually,  "you  know 

summer   boarder   in   Akron    that    her   folks  you  spoke  the  other  night  of  that   Minnie 

wouldn't  let  her  have  anything  to  do  with.  Pratt.     How  long  did  it  take  you  to  get  over 

They  sent  her  down  here  to  school  to  break  it  your  infatuation  for  her?" 

up.     Mrs.   Wilder  thought  all  the  time  she  "Oh,  a  frrtnight,   I  guess,"  Mr.  Martin 

knew  everything  that  Fay  was  doing.     But  said,  yawning  comfortably.     "Maybe  longer." 

there    are    all    kinds    of    stories    out — Mrs.  "  Well,  what  cured  you  ?" 

Wilder's  milkman  says  that  Fay  has  been  go-  Mr.  Martin  twinkled.     "  You'll  laugh  when 

ing  over  to  the  Rosedale  woods  every  night  to  I  tell  you,  mother.     My  father  bought  me  a 

meet    a    man.     Fay    told    Mrs.  Wilder   that  bicycle — one  of  those  big,  high,  old*fashioned 
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ordinaries.  I  was 
so  busy  curing 
myself  up  Iron) 
bumps  and 
bruises  and 
sprains  that,  be- 
fore I  knew  it, 
my  broken  heart 
had  mended  it- 
self. What  are 
you  stirring  that 
old  matter  up  for, 
mother  ?" 

"Nothing," 
Mrs.  Martin 
flashed  him  a 
cryptic  smile, 
"maybe  I'm 
jealous." 

Like  many 
serious- minded 
women,  Mrs. 
Martin  had  but 
a  small  and  rare 
sense  of  humor. 
Yet  it  had  a  kind 
of  elusive  deli- 
cacy. Mr.  Mar- 
tin paid  this  sam- 
ple the  tribute 
first  of  a  stare, 
then  of  hearty 
laughter. 

A  little  later, 
after  a  ramble, 
carefully  pre- 
meditated, 
among  other  sub- 
jects, Mrs.  Mar- 
tin again  took  the 
lead  in  the  con- 
versation. 

"  Father,"  she 
said,  '■  I've  been 
thinking  this 
whole  matter 
over,  and  I've  come  to  the  conclusion  that  I 
wouldn't  mind  if  you  got  Ernie  a  runabout." 

"Good  for  you,  mother!    1  don't  mind  Jell- 
ing you  that  I'm  crazy  for  one  myself.     You 

;  I- 


"Oh,  I'm  sure  of  that," 
with  conviction. 


Upstairs,  Ernest  had  fallen  asleep.  H 
mother's  tender  silence  had  softened  the  co 
Mrs.  Martin  ignored  Mr.  Martin's  prefer-  strictron  of  his  body:  it  had  melted  the  lun 
ences.  "If  I  send  him  into  the  office  to-morrow,  in  his  throat.  He  lay  utterly  relaxed  now,  \ 
will  you  go  with  him  while  he  picks  one  out?  head  half  hidden  by  his  pillow.  But  now  ai 
He  knows  exactly  what  he  wants — he  has  his  then  a  catch  of  his  breath  disturbed  the  reg 
nose  in  an  automobile  magazine  half  the  time."  larity  of  his  breathing,  and  something  th 
"All  right.  Send  him  in.  Sure  you  won't  glittered  slipped  from  under  his  eyelashes  ai 
change  your  mind?"  slid  slowly  down  his  cheek. 


The  Poet 


By  MRS.  SCHUYLER  VAN  RENSSELAER 

Is  the  voice  as  an  echo  of  voices  of  old. 

The  song  but  a  singing  of  tales  oft  told  ? 

Then  the  eye  of  the  singer  is  dim  and  his  pulses  cold: 

For,  as  hour  follows  hour,  in  a  splendor  of  birth. 

The  world  is  refilled  with  things  loving  and  true; 

And,  fresh  thing  or  ancient,  though  old  as  the  earth. 

The  singer  who  sees  it  aright,  he  maketh  it  new. 

When  it  comes  to  him  (be  it  or  love, 

Or  passion,  or  vision  of  death. 

The  tempest- %vind*s  breath. 

The  clash  of  the  sea,  the  complaint  of  the  dove. 

The  glint  of  the  green  where  the  elm  buds  again. 

The  stars  in  the  flag,  the  shrill  of  the  fife, 

A  rapture  of  strength,  a  whirlwind  of  pain — 

Be  it  aught  that  means  life  or  the  ceasing  of  life) 

What  imports  is  the  ivay  his  heart  takes  it. 

The  web  into  which  he  makes  it, 

The  pattern  it  leaves 

In  the  garment  he  weaves 

For  his  spirit. 

Remember,  thou  singer,  thou  poet 
Who  lovest  the  world,  that  thou  never 
In  all  of  thy  singing  canst  show  it. 
The  world  as  it  is: 
Not  even  canst  picture  the  rose — 
It  is  never  her  color  that  shows; 
Not  even  canst  tell  of  a  bird — 
It  is  never  his  note  that  is  heard. 
What  thou  showest  is  this: 
Thyself,  thine  ow^n  soul;  and  not  ever 
That  soul  as  it  nakedly  came  from  thy  mother. 
Thy  hands  and  no  other 

Must  dress  it  in  garments  of  spirits  long  dead, 
Begged,  stolen,  or  borrowed,  or  bought. 
In  rags  that  thy  betters  have  shed. 
Or  else  in  a  woof  thou  hast  wrought 
Upon  looms  of  thine  own  with  thy  love  and  thy  pain. 
Thy  fears  and  thy  powers,  thy  fortunes  of  loss  and  of  gain. 
The  beauty,  the  terror  that  fall  to  thy  part. 
The  ache  and  the  infinite  joy  of  thy  heart; 
And  with  sun  and  with  stars  newly  plucked  from  the  heaven. 
With  lilies  and  rainbows,  with  gems  from  the  mine 
And  jewels  of  spray  of  the  sea.     These  are  thine 
If  thou  knowest  to  look  and  to  grasp  and  to  weave. 
And,  thy  garment  once  woven 
Full  strong  in  its  tissue  and  shiningly  bright. 
Whatever  thou  showest  in  song,  it  shall  leave 
In  the  lives  of  thy  hearers  an  echo  of  light. 
They  shall  cry : 

*'A  new  man,  a  new  heart, 
A  soul  that  can  play  a  soul's  part, 
A  leader  for  us  who  but  want  to  he  led 
From  tombs  where  the  dead  lie  dead 
Toward  heights  where  the  living  shall  live 
(It  is  promised)  a  life  better  worth 
Thanksgiving  to  Life  than  today  unto  many  can  give 
This  hoary  and  vexed  yet  youthful  and  eager  old  earth.** 

Through  the  silence  of  night  and  the  roll 

Of  the  drums  of  the  difficult  day 

Thy  voice  shall  ring  clear,  and  the  people  will  hearken  and  say : 

"Let  us  follow  this  guide  who  has  clothed  his  ow^n  soul 

With  the  brightness  of  morning,  the  strength  of  the  noon. 

The  compassion  of  dusk,  the  peace  cf  the  light  of  the  crescent  moon.*' 


The  Pilgrim's  Scrip 

Letters,   Comments   and  Confessions   from   Readers 

of  the  Magazine 

Interesting  letters  about  the  church  continue  to  social  problems.     I  have  been  a  country  pastor 

pour  in — letters  praising  our  articles,  and  letters  and  I  have  been  a  metropolitan  pastor.     I  am  an 

criticizing  them.    This  month  we  are  printing  a  "average  preacher"  and  I  confess  to  you  frankly, 

number  which  present  the  other  side  of  the  case  I  am  getting  a  bit  weary  of  the  aspersions  that  are 

stated  by  "An  American  Woman"  in  our  August  constantly  cast  upon  the  church  and  the  preacher 

number.  by  people  who  speak  only  out  of  the  profundity  of 

their   ignorance   and    inexperience.     I   have    no 

An  "Average  Preacher"  Speaks  hesitancy  in  declaring  the  "frank  letters"  of  recent 

literature  a  caricature  upon  the  church  and  the 

I  have  just  read  "The  Pilgrim's  Scrip"  in  the  preacher.     £ven  then  if  they  were  artistically  done 

August  American  Magazine.     I  find  it  one  in  one  might  forgive  them.     But  as  a  rule,  it  is  the 

spirit  and  in  substance,  with  much  that  appears  bungling  work  of  a  gradgrind,  and  it  has  not  even 

in  current  literature.     He  is  a  sorry  sort,  indeed,  the  redeeming  feature  of  being  well  done.     It  is 

who  cannot  now-a-days  have  his  little  fling  at  the  another  case  of  a  barn  painter  trying  to  produce 

church  and  the  preacher  in  public  print.    And  an  Angelus.    There  is  no  more  illuminating  com- 

the  average  contribution  of  this  sort  would  be  as  mentary  upon  the  words  of  Paul  that  "The  natural 

amusing  as  a  stunt  in  vaudeville  were  it  not  that  man  receiveth  not  the  things  of  the  spirit  of  God — 

a  display  of  sublimated  ignorance  is  always  tinged  neither  indeed  can  he  know  them,"  than  are  these 

with  sadness.     "Is  the  average  preacher  well  in-  utterances  of  "frank  letter"  writers.     It  is  easy  to 

formed?"    Well,  the  "average  preacher"  could  throw  stones  at  the  church.     It  has  not  been  found 

probably  not  qualify  as  a  specialist  in  each  of  the  so  easy  to  put  something  better  in  its  place.     Icono- 

hundred  and  one  issues  which  are  the  fad  of  the  clasm  is  not  an  art,  it  is  a  mania.    Any  fool  can 

day.     But,  anyhow,  if  he  can  not,  he  has,  as  a  smash  images,  and  so  can  any  scoundrel,  and 

rule,  too  much  modesty  and  too  much  sense  to  many  a  scoundrel  is  doing  just  that,  hoping  that 

rush  into  print  and  expose  his  ignorance.     Not  so  the  dust  he  raises  may  veil  his  own  rascality.     We 

our  friends  of  the  "Frank  Letter"  mania.     I'll  are  told  that  "magazines,  newspapers  and  theaters 

wager  the   "average   preacher"   who  keeps  his  are   vividly,   virilely  alive   to  social   problems." 

mouth  shut  knows  ten  to  one  more  about  social,  True.     But  are  they  constructively  alive  to  them  ? 

economical  and  ethical  problems,  than  the  "frank  The  magazine  sometimes,  the  newspaper  rarely, 

letter"  writer  who  rushes  into  print  with  a  diatribe  the   theater   never.    The   theater  has   fired   the 

against  the  church  and  the  preacher,  knows  about  passion  of  the  mob  in  every  generation,  but  where 

the  spirit  and  the  genius,  the  ideals  and  the  achieve-  is  it  recorded  that  the  theater  has  led  the  people 

ments  of  the  church,  and  the  religion  of  Jesus  in  constructive  social  reform  ? 

Christ  The  church  and  the  preacher  are  roundly  taken 

In  ministers'  conferences  and  elsewhere,  I  have  to  task  because  they  will  not  stand  sponsor  for 

listened  patiently  and  respectfully  by  the  hour  to  every  social  propaganda.    But  you  know  and  I 

socialist    editors    and    propagandists,    to    labor  know  that  they  would  be  damned  if  they  did.    The 

leaders  and  agitators,  to  social  reformers  of  all  "average  preacher"  is  and  must  be  radical  in  his 

degrees  of  sanity  and  insanity.     And  with  mono-  principles  and  conservative  in  his  methods.     He 

tonous  unanimity  they  had  their  fling  at  the  church  must  preach  an  ideal  gospel,  but  he  may  establish 

and  the  preacher,  and  yet  I  knew  that  they  knew  no  procrustean  bed,  by  which  to  conform  all  men 

no  more  about  the  genius  of  the  religion  of  Jesus  •  to  his  gospel.     He  is  a  prophet, — he  is  not  a 

Christ  and  the  spirit  of  present-day  organized  legislator,  and  least  of  all  is  he  an  executive. 

Christianity  than  a  Patagonian  knows  about  the  The  church  is  taken  to  task  and  discredited 

Malthusian  theory  of  population.  because  it  has  not  succeeded  in  saving  society. 

I  am  an  "average  preacher."  I  claim  to  be  But  it  is  not  the  mission  of  the  church  as  conceived 
nothing  more.  I  deny  being  anything  less.  I  by  the  average  preacher,  and  certainly  not  as  con- 
have  filled  a  chair  of  instruction  in  an  educational  ceived  by  its  founder,  to  save  society.  It  is  the 
institution,  and  the  editorial  chair  in  the  office  of  mission  of  the  church  to  save  men,  and  it  is  the 
a  daily  newspaper.  I  have  "stumped"  my  mission  of  saved  men  to  save  society.  And  if  the 
district  as  a  candidate  for  public  office,  and  I  church  will  go  on  saving  men  it  shall  do  well, 
have  discussed  social  and  economic  problems  from  That  many  reforms  are  not  led  by  the  church,  as 
the  platform.  I  am  writing  this  in  a  historical  a  church,  therefore,  can  be  no  reflection  on  its 
Ohio  town  where  I  am  speaking  to-day  at  my  efficiency.  The  church  Is  discredited  only  when 
twentieth  Chautauqua  this  season,  and  am  sharing  an  anti-christian,  or  at  least  a  non-christian  dvili- 
the  platform  with  a  famous  United  States  senator  zation  shall  make  greater  and  more  permanent 
who  discusses  one  of  the  most  vexing  of  all  our  progress  in  social  and  economic  reforms  than  is 
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made  in  even  a  nominally  Christian  civilization,  article  is  found  the  statement  "the  average  dei^- 

Call  the  roll  of  the  constructive  reformers  and  man  cannot  compare  with  the  average  business 

philanthropists  of  any  great  center  of  population,  man.    When  you  put  him  beside  the  average  news- 

and  you  will  find  that  with  very  rare  exceptions  paper  man,  the  high-class  magazine  writer,  or  the 

they  are  the  product  of  the  churches,  and  that  is  experienced    sociologist^    he    is  a    mere    babe, 

vindication  enough  for  the  present,  etc," 

An  Average  Preacher.  There  are  many  well-informed  people  who  will 

not  agree  with  this  statement.     There  is  in  the 

From  One  Who  Enjoys  the  Church  dty  of  Dajrton,  Ohio,  an  organization  known  as 

the   "Present  Day   Club."    Its  membership  is 

For  several  years  I  have  read  your  very  valuable  made  up  of  lawyers,  doctors,  business  men,  min- 

magazine.     I  am  intensely  interested  in  all  the  isters,  newspaper  men,  etc.     At  each  of  its  meetings 

questions  of  the  day  and  I  am  glad  to  say  that  I  do  a  paper  is  read  by  one  of  its  members  or  some  in- 

not  think  that  any  better  men  could  possibly  be  vited  guest  setting  forth  the  author's  views  relative 

found  than  Ray  Stannard   Baker,  and   William  to  some  question  which  is  in  the  public  mind.  One 

Allen  White.    Their  vision  is  large,   and    their  of  the  members  of  this  club  is  Mr  John  McGregor, 

judgment  unbiased  as  a  rule.  a  well-known  manufacturer.     Mr.  McGregor  is  a 

I  was  interested  in  the  letter  written,  in  the  Au-  man  past  seventy  years  of  age,  a  keen  business 

gust  number,   by  one  who  signs  herself,   "An  man,  a  student  and  a  reader  and,  as  his  name 

American  Woman. "    I  have  in  a  way  endeavored  will  indicate,  a  Scotchman.     Mr.  McGregor  is  on 

to  answer  it,  not  from  any  bitterness  or  heartless  record  as  having  made  this  statement:   "At  the 

criticism,  but  frankly,  honestly,  openly.  meetings  of  the  Present  Day  Club  and  elsewhere, 

From  my  thirteenth  year  I  have  been  a  hard  I  have  heard  ministers,  lawyers,  doctors,  news- 
worker,  but  I  never  was  yet  too  tired  to  attend  paper  men  and  business  men  give  utterance  to 
church.  From  my  earliest  recollection  it  was  and  their  views,  and  my  observation  and  experience 
is  still  an  unalloyed  pleasure  to  attend  church.  I  lead  me  to  conclude  that  as  thinkers  and  sp)eakers 
have  found  in  it  a  resting  place,  free  from  the  the  ministers  stand  head  and  shoulders  above 
world  of  turmoil  and  strife.    And  I  know  enough  them  all. " 

about  the  ordinary  working  man  to  know  that  he  Frederick  N.  McMillin, 

can  go  to  church  if  he  wants  to.     Instead  of  en-  Pastor  Memorial  Presb)rterian  Church,  Dayton, 

joying  Sunday  as  a  day  of  rest,  he  spends  the  day  Ohio, 
in  rushing  on  excursions,  picnics,  drinking  beer, 

smoking  dgars,  pipes  and  cigarettes.     In  short  he  Another  Franh  Letter— from  An  iowa 

uses  up  more  energy  on  that  day,  more  real  vital  Preacher 
energy  than  all  the  other  six  days  of  the  week.  And 

on  Monday  morning  he  is  more  completely  worn  Congratulations  to  The  American  Magazine. 

out  than  on  any  other  day  of  the  week.     I  do  not  In  all  sincerity  its  articles  are  fine.     Such  men  as 

ask  you  to  believe  me.    Ask  the  employer.     He  Ray  Stannard  Baker,  William  Allen  White  and 

knows.  others  are  doing  grand  work,  and  it  is  interesting  to 

Perhaps  my  own  experience  will  be  best.  I  note  that  they  succeeded  in  attracting  the  atten- 
never  knew  my  father  to  attend  church,  and  my  tion  of  some  of  those  "cultured"  folks  who  are  not 
mother  rarely  indeed,  since  we  were  rather  a  large  interested  in  the  church  nor  her  services.  You 
family  of  seven.  There  was  no  ulterior  motive  in  are  influencing  them  to  do  some  of  the  work  toward 
going  to  Sunday-school.  We  went  because  it  was  which  the  Protestant  church  is  devoting  ber  ener- 
the  right  thing  to  do,  though  there  never  was  any  gies  and  has  been  for  a  long  time.  The  only  fault  I 
word  said  if  we  did  not  go,  nor  was  there  any  urg-  see  with  these  brethren  is  that  they  have  forgotten 
ing  us  to  go,  "because  other  children  went."  My  the  first  part  of  the  Master's  command.  They 
very  eariiest  recollection  of  it  all  now  is  that  forget  that  the  church  is  a  place  of  worship,  ori- 
I  enjoyed  it  every  moment.  I  do  not  know  as  the  marily  a  place  of  spiritual  inspiration,  a  place  where 
clergy  had  much  effect  upon  me,  but  the  thought  the  soul  bows  in  consecration  to  God,  and  to  the 
that  God  was  a  kind,  loving  Father,  that  Jesus  task  of  helping  our  fellows,  and  expect  the  minis- 
was  a  man  among  men,  and  a  Savior,  that  the  ter  to  be  an  encyclopedia  of  universal  knowledge, 
church  was  a  home  for  the  wearied  body  and  a  instead  of  a  leader  of  the  devotional  life, 
resting  place  for  the  soul,  kept  me  safe.  They  forget  that  man's  best  deeds  are  the  fruits 

The  church  to-day  is  my  home.     In  it  I  find  hu-  of  devotion  to  God,  and  to  what  he  has  taught  us 

manity  trying  to  find  some  rest,  and  weak  though  we  owe  to  men.     And  they  expect  the  preacher  to 

it  be  at  .best  it  is  still  the  one  place  in  the  worid  prepare  two  sermon  lectures  on  social  questions 

for  me.  ^or  every  Sunday,  and  if  he  does  not  succeed  in  in- 

An  American  Man.  teresting  them  in  particular  he  is  not  "well  in- 
formed," uses  "cut-and-dried  divagations,"  "long, 

A  Good  Word  for  MiruMtem  dull,  dead, "  etc. 

We  are  glad  that  our  brethren  have  found  in 

I  have  been  for  some  time  a  subscriber  and  a  our  good  magazines  this  inspiration.     And  what- 
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which  makes  well  nigh  impossible   the    kind  of  Where  Do  We  Get  Our  Sunday? 

productions  our  critical  friends  desire. 

Our  friends  referred  to  above  prepare  a  few  The  "Frank  Letter"  which  you  publish  in  re- 

articlcs  per  year  on  their  particular  subjects,  and  for  gard  to  the  observance  of  Sunday  and  to  attendance 

one  of  them  receive,  perhaps,  the  equivalent  of  the  upon  church  service  has  deeply  impressed  me.     In 

average  minister's  annual  salary.     With  time  and  reading  it,  I  felt  it  to  be  more  than  the  isolated  ut- 

means  the  average  minister  could  provide  his  con-  terance  of  an  individual;  it  is  rather  representative 

gregation  with  productions  on  social  and  industrial  of  a  point  of  view  widely  prevalent,  not  alone  in 

questions  which  would  compare  favorably  with  New  York,  but,  to  a  greater  or  less  extent,  in  every 

some  of  those  presented  in  our  magazines  city  and  hamlet  throughout  the  land.     I  find  my- 
self wondering,  however,  whether  they  see  all  the 

Something  to  Thank  God  For  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^  essential  to  the  determination  of  their 

conduct  in  this  matter. 

Since  the  "American  Woman, "  who  wrote  that  . .  T^e  wnter  of  "A  Frank  Utter"  evidently  prizes 

letter  in  your  August  number,  has  studied  religions,  ijif  Pnvilege  of  sleepmg  late  on  Sunday  morn.ng. 

she  must  know  that  it  is  Christianity  that  has  tLght  Th«  5^'  °f  ^is  program  also  sounds  singular^  at- 

the  brotherhood  of  man,  and  the  elevation  of  wo-  ''^'=t'^«^'  *°    8«^t  °"'  t,°°'^'^ '[*""?  ^  ^'  °^ c^t 

man.     Let  her  think  of  the  position  of  women  in  ^'^f*"  'f^<=''  ^^f^^'^t-'  "P^  '^  *°  «^*  T""  ^''^* 

England  and  America  wherethe  churches  have  °"to  real  ground.'      This  is  all  good  so  far  as  it 

done  their  best  work,  and  then  of  the  women  in  «*?f  •  ''"'  ^  «"«?'  ^"F*^*^  raising  the  ques  ion: 

India,   China,   and   heathen   lands.     And   thank  ?'•'«»'*  f*'"«   ""is  privilege  of  getting  teck   to 

God  that  she  was  born  where  women  have  such  op-  ^?«*"  ^frth  once  a  week  ?   How  does  it  happen 

portunities.     Then  I  hope  that  she  will  do  all  that  ^^  ""^  ^"^^'^^'^  not  obliged  on  Sunday  as  on  every 

ihe  can  to  spread  Chri^ianity  for  the  sake   of  «*f  ^fV  *^^^^  u  ^  **^  T«  ^  ^^  ^'''^'..^'^''^ 

degraded  woman  in  other  lands.  ■^*"«  °f  ^ew  \ork  busing?   How  comes  it  that 

PAPRViMM^*  monotonous  ndes  on  the  Subway  number  only 

K.  A.,  Kye  Beach,  N.  H.  gj^^  return  trips  and  not  seven?  Is  there  any  reason 

except  that  this  weekly  holiday  is  the  gift  of  the  re- 

An  interesting  Experience  ligion    which    finds    its    expression    through    the 

Christian  church  ?   No  such  holiday  is  to  be  found 

Does  the  following  incident  suggest  to  you  a  i^  china  or  India,  nor  in  other  lands  where  it  has 

reason  for  the  declining  influence  of  the  churches  not  been  introduced  by  the  influence  of  the  Chris- 

in  New  York  City?   ^  tian  church.     There  was  no  such  holiday  giving 

An  old  fnend  of  mine  had  a  pew  at  one  of  the  variety  to  the  life  of  classical  antiquity.     Rome 

well-known  churches  which  she  occupied  almost  k^ew  it  only  after  Constantine,   because  of  his 

regulariy  for  over  twenty  years.     Two  years  ago  christian  faith,  made  this  Christian  holiday  legal 

she  gave  it  up  and  went  over  to  another  church  j^  j^e  Roman  Empire.     Ever  since  it  has  remained 

The  other  day  she  chanced  to  meet  the  pastor  of  ^^e  of  the  most  characteristic  features  of  Christian 

her  former  church.  civilization. 

"I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,  "he  said.     '^  have  ^yhat  if  all  men  should  take  the  attitude  assumed 

missed  you  from  your  pew  for  the  past  two  or  three  by  the  writer  of  this  letter,  and  use  the  holiday 

f}x^7^' ^           ,,   ,          ,.    ,  ,xx  which  is  the  gift  of  the  church  to  neglect  its  services 

"Why,  Doctor,    she  replied,    I  gave  up  my  pew  ^nd  its  support?  With  the  church  gone,  there  is  no 

two   years   ago   and   have   been   attending reason  to  expect  that  Sunday  could  remain  differ- 

^^^J^'        .  .                                ,         ,              .  cnt  from  the  other  days  of  the  week. 

The   minister  was  too   much   embarrassed   to  -q             r               u 

make  more  than  a  stammering  answer  to  this,  but  kobert  i^hipman  mull, 

the  next  day  the  lady  received  a  long  letter  from  Pastor  First  Baptist  Church, 

him  to  the  effect  that  he  had  noticed  her  absence  Summit,  N.  J. 
from  his  church  for  two  years  and  had  wondered 

why  she  had  not  attended.  Approval  of  "  Another  Frank  Letter  " 

Now  the  pastor  first  had  been  entirely  unaware 

of  the  facts  and  secondly  had  gone  home  and  I  have  just  by  chance  read  in  the  August  num- 

deliberately  set  himself  down  to  write  untruth-  ber  of  The  American  Magazine  "Another  Frank 

fully  about  them  to  his  former  parishioner.  Letter"  by  "An  American  Woman."     There  is 

The  good  little  lady  who  has  always  gone  to  nothing  in  the  title  to  this  article  to  attract  one's 

church  and  would  not  stop  going  for  the  world,  attention  to  the  contents.      It  should  be  properly 

now  finds  herself  in  a  church  where,  ostensibly,  "labeled"  and  published  in  every  magazine  and 

the  pastor  tries  to  cultivate  the  acquaintance  of  paper  in  the  land.     Columns  have  been  printed, 

his   flock.     He  announces  from  the   pulpit  that  written  and  spoken  on  the  subject  and  in  vain  we 

anyone  wishing  to  see  him  may  call  at  his  office  have  sought  a  satisfactory  answer  to  the  question 

where  he  will   be  every  day  from  two  to  three,  until  having  read  this  broad,  clear,  concise  and 

Several  members  of  his  congregation  tell  me  that  accurately  constructed   statement.     It   is   not   a 

he  is  harder  to  see  than  a  bank  president — when  "revelation"  but  comprehensive,  practical,  keen, 

you  call,  the  pastor  is  usually  very  busy  with  some-  hard  sense  and  the  whole  truth, 

jhingclse.  W.  N.  Cox,  Bloomingdale,  Ind. 


In    the    Interpreter's    House 

**So  they  drew  on  towards  the  house  (the  house  of  the 
Interpreter)  and  when  they  came  to  the  door  they  heard 
a  great  talk  in  the  house.'' — Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress 

THERE  is  something  distinctly  tragic  to  tariff.     The  evils  inherent  in  it — and  nobody 

me, — began  the  Philosopher, — in  the  re-  of  intelligence   ever   denied   that   they  were 

ception  the  country  has  given  the  new  many — were  big,  obvious,  easily  seen. 

Tariff  Bill.     **  Thank  the  Lord,  it  is  over."  Enormous  profits  to  the  few;  steadily  increas- 

*'Think  of  having  to  go  through  with  it  all  ing  prices  to  the  many;  one-sided  development 

again  so  soon. "     "TheyVe  done  us,  as  usual."  of  the  country;  factories  growing  like  gourds 

Depressed,  cynical,  sneering  comments  from  and  no  ships  of  our  own  to  carry  the  goods  in; 

all  sides.     Congress  going  home  anything  but  the  country  sacrificed  to  the  city,  the  peace  of 

proud  of  itself.     The  President  writing  a  good-  God  to  the  blare  and  the  roar  of  the  steel  fur- 

natured  apology  with  his  name.     (Do  you  re-  nace;  these  ungrateful  children  of  protection 

member.  Christian,  the  Mr.  Legality  whom  you  had  grown  until  they  threatened  to  crush  us. 

met  on  your  travels  ?)  And  then  the  political  enormity — the  support 

Think  of  it.     Here's  a  piece  of  legislation  given  to  a  great  number  of  over-high  duties  in 

which  has  cost  us  the  entire  time  of  a  large  body  order  to  secure  in  return  the  campaign  funds 

of  legislators  for  more  than  a  year,  over  which  and   local   influence   of  those  who   profited, 

we  have  all  of  us  worked — or  fretted — more  These  things  stared  us  in  the  face  on  every  side, 

or  less;  to  which  an  extra  five-months'  session  and  became  hateful  to  our  people.     It  looked, 

of   Congress   has   been,  given,    and   from   it  in  fact,  as  if  they  were  coming  to  be  about  all 

nobody  gets  a  patriotic   thrill — nobody  that  there  was  of  the  protective  system.     There 

fine  feeling,  "Well,  whether  we    agree   with  could  be,  and  there  was,  no  quarrel  among 

the  result  or  not,  it  has  been  a  good  fight  honest  men  about  the  necessity  of  doing  a  fair 

and  brave  struggle  of  trusty  men   to   repre-  house-cleaning  job. 

sent  all  the  people.  *'  There  is  nothing  at  all  The  method  seemed  as  dear  as  the  task, 
of  that  in  the  popular  feeling  about  the  new  The  definition  of  protection  accepted  by  the 
bill.  No  enthusiasm,  no  pride,  no  sense  of  majority  in  this  country  is  a  reasonable  one. 
triumph,  no  uplift — nothing  but  the  disagree-  I  think  there  is  scarcely  a  doubt  that  every  in- 
able  coppery  taste  of  barter  and  jugglery,  the  telligent  voter  knows  about  what  it  is — that  it 
depressing  feeling  that  he  who  has  gets,  as  a  includes  tariff  for  revenue  and  tariff  for  mod- 
rule,  in  the  Congress  of  -the  United  States,  erate  protection,  until  such  time  as  an  industry 
The  only  satisfaction,  the  negative  one,  is  that  is  on  its  feet.  Now  the  application  of  such  a 
at  least  it  is  over.                '  definition    ought    not    to    be — and   is   not — 

puzzling.     It   requires,    to   be   sure,   a   large 

THE  pity  of  it  is  that  they  had  so  fine  amount  of  exact  information,  but  such  infor- 
a  chance  to  do  a  real  thing.     It  was  niation  is  obtainable  through  experts.     It  re- 
one    of   those   moments  when    things  quires,  too,  firm  and  consistent  rating  through 
seemed  ripe  for  a  piece  of  legislation   that  all  the  schedules.     The  work  obviously  de- 
would   cover  everybody  with  mands  to  be  done  by  disinterested  persons, 
glory.      It   was    a    task    for  those  who  have  no  object  except  to  do  an  honest 
The  Chance    statesmen.      The    nature    of  task.     That  this  was  the  only  way  to  get  a  satis- 
of  a          it  was  clear  enough.     Nobody  factory  revision  everybody  knew.     And  in  the 
Lifetime       was  for  upsetting   a   reason-  face  of  this  perfectly  clear  proposition,  we  get  a 
iable    protection.     Nobody  bill  perpetuating  all  of  the  old  abuses  and  made 
was  for  installing  free  trade  in  the  same  old  way.     Think  of  their  not  having 
with  a   swoop.      But    practically   everybody  seen  their  chance  to  do  a  big  patriotic  thing! 
but  the  beneficiaries  were  for  cleaning  up  the  That's  the  tragedy  of  it. 
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